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PREFACE  TO  THE  REVISED  EDITION. 


HjOUGH  draughts  of  loine  of  the  tbllowing 
I  tales  and  essa/e  were  actually  written  dur- 
ing B  reaidence  in  the  Alhambra ;  otheis 
subsequently  added,  ibunded  on  notes 
and  ohseiTatioiiB  mode  there.  Care  was  taken  to 
muntain  local  coloring  and  verisimilitude ;  so  that 
the  whole  might  present  a  fkithM  and  living  picture 
of  that  microcosm,  that  singular  little  worid  into 
which  I  had  been  fortuitously  thrown  ;  and  about 
which  the  external  woHd  had  a  very  imperfect  idea- 
It  was  tay  endeavor  scrupulously  to  depict  its  half 
Spanish,  half  Oriental  character ;  its  mixture  of  the 
heroic,  the  poetic,  and  the  grotesque;  to  revive  the 
traces  of  grace  and  beauty  fast  fading  from  its  walls ; 
to  record  the  regal  and  chivalrous  traditions  concern- 
ing those  who  once  trod  ils  courts  i  and  tbe  whimsical 
and  supeistitious  legends  of  the  motley  race  now 
burrowing  among  its  ruins. 

The  papers  thus  roughly  sketched  out  lay  (or  three 
or  four  years  in  my  portfolio,  until  I  found  myself  in 
London,  in  I8S2,  on  the  eve  of  returning  ta  the 
United  States.  I  then  endeavored  to  arrange  them 
for  the  press,  but  the  preparations  for  departure  did 
not  allow  BDffident  leisure.  Several  were  thrown 
Biide  as  incomplete  ;  the  rest  were  put  together  some- 
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mi  PREFACE. 

lAat  haidlf  and  in  r&tber  a  erade  and  ohsotio  man- 

In  the  preeent  editicm  I  have  revised  and  re- 
arranged the  whole  work,  enlarged  some  parte,  and 
added  others,  including  the  paper*  originally  omitted ; 
and  hate  thus  endeavored  to  render  it  more  comidete 
and  more  worthy  of  the  indulgent  reception  with 
nhich  it  has  been  &T(n«d. 

W.  t 
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THE  JOURNEY. 


l^'^MdN  the  spring  of  1829,  the  author  of  ttkie 
OkSdI  work,  whom  curiosity  had  brought  into 
^SSM  Spain,  made  a  rambling  cxpeditiou  from 
Seville  to  Granada  iii  company  with  a  friend,  a 
member  of  the  Russian  Embassy  at  Madrid. 
Accident  had  thrown  us  togetlier  from  distant  re- 
gions of  the  globe  and  a  similarity  of  taate  led 
us  to  wander  togetber  among  the  romantic  moun- 
laioB  of  Andalusia.  Should  these  pages  meet  hia 
eye,  wherever  thrown  by  tlie  duties  of  his  station, 
whether  mingling  in  the  pageantry  of  courts,  or 
meditating  on  the  truer  glories  of  nature,  may 
ihey  recall  the  scenes  of  our  adventurous  com- 
panionship, and  with  them  the  recollection  of  one, 
in  whom  neither  time  nor  distance  will  obliterate 
the  remembrance  of  hb  gentleness  a:id  worth.* 

And  here,  before  setting  forth,  let  me  indulge 
in  a  few  previous  remarks  on  Spanish  scenery 
and  Spanish  travelling.  Many  are  apt  to  pic- 
ture Spain  to  their  imaginations  as  a  soil  south- 

*  Hulr  lo  the  Rented  Edition.  —  The  Aatlior  feels  at  liberty 
ta  mentioD  that  bis  travelling  companion  woe  the  I'riuce  Dol- 
gorouki,  at  preneDt  RussisD  minister  at  the  Court  of  Fenia. 
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10  TBE  JOURNET. 

era  region,  det^ed  out  with  the  tusurinnt  cliiirms 
of  voluptuous  Italy.  On  the  contrary,  though 
there  are  exceptions  in  wme  of  the  maritime  proT 
bcea,  yet,  for  the  greater  part,  it  is  a  stem,  mel- 
ancholy country,  with  rugged  mountaius,  and  long 
sweeping  plains,  destitute  of  trees,  and  iitdescrib- 
ably  silent  and  lonesome,  partaking  of  the  savf^ 
and  solitary  character  of  Africa.  What  adds  to 
this  silence  and  loneliness,  is  the  absence  of  sing- 
ing-birds, a  natural  consequence  of  the  want  of 
groves  and  hedges.  The  vulture  and  the  eagle 
are  seen  wheeling  about  the  mountain-clilTs,  and 
soaring  over  the  plains,  and  groups  of  shy  bus- 
tards fitalk  about  the  heaths  ;  but  the  myriads 
of  smaller  birds,  which  animate  the  whole  face  of 
other  countries,  are  met  with  in  but  few  provinces 
in  Spain,  and  in  those  chiefly  among  the  orchards 
and  gardens  which  surround  the  habitations  of 

In  the  interior  provinces  the  traveller  occasion- 
ally traverses  great  tracts  cultivated  with  grain 
as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  waving  at  times  with 
verdure,  at  other  times  naked  and  sunburnt,  but 
he  looks  round  in  vain  for  the  hand  that  has 
tilled  the  soil.  At  length  he  perceives  some  vil- 
lage on  a  steep  hill,  or  rugged  crag,  with  moul- 
dering bftttlementa  and  ruined  watch-tower :  a 
strong-hold,  in  old  times,  against  civil  war,  or 
Moorish  inroad  ;  for  the  custom  among  the  peas- 
antry of  congregating  together  for  mutual  protec- 
tion is  still  kept  up  in  most  parts  of  Spain,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  maraudings  of  roving  freebooters. 

But  though  a  great  part  of  Sptuu  is  deficient 
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m  the  gamitnre  of  groves  and  forests,  and  tha 
softer  channa  of  omameDtal  cultivation,  yet  its 
scenery  is  noble  in  its  severity  and  in  unison 
with  the  attributes  of  its  people;  and  I  think 
that  I  better  understand  the  proud,  hardy,  frugal, 
and  abstemious  Spaniard,  his  manly  defiance 
of  hardships,  and  contempt  of  eSemiiuite  indul- 
gences, since  I  have  seen  the  country  he  inhabits. 
There  is  something,  too,  in  the  sternly  simple 
features  of  the  Spanish  landscape,  that  impresses 
on  the  soul  a  feeling  of  sublimity.  The  immense 
plaiu3  of  the  Castiles  and  of  La  Mancha,  extending 
as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  derive  an  interest  from 
their  very  nakedness  and  immensity,  and  possess, 
in  some  degree,  the  solemn  grandeur  of  the  ocean. 
In  ran^ng  over  these  boundless  wastes,  tlie  eye 
catches  sight  here  and  there  of  a  straggling  herd 
of  cattle  attended  by  a  lonely  herdsman,  motion- 
less Its  a  statue,  with  his  long  slender  pike  taper- 
ing up  like  a  lance  into  the  air ;  or  beholds  a 
long  train  of  mules  slowly  moving  along  the 
waste  like  a  train  of  camels  in  the  desert ;  or  a 
single  horseman,  armed  with  blunderbuss  and 
stiletto,  and  prowling  over  the  plain.  Thus  the 
country,  the  habits,  the  very  looks  of  the  people, 
have  something  of  the  Arabian  character.  The 
general  insecurity  of  the  country  is  evinced  in 
the  universal  use  of  weapons.  The  herdsman 
in  the  field,  the  shepherd  in  the  plain,  has  his 
musket  and  his  knife.  The  wealthy  villager 
rarely  ventures  to  the  market-town  without  his 
trabuco,  and,  perhaps,  a  servant  on  foot  with  a 
blunderbnss  on  his  shoulder;  and  the  most  petty 
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journey  is  undertaken  with  the  prqwratton  of 
=1  warlike  enterprise, 

The  dangers  of  the  road  produce  also  a 
mode  of  traveUing  resembling,  on  a  diminutivo 
scale,  the  caravans  of  the  East.  The  arrieros,  or 
camera,  congregate  in  convoys,  and  set  off  in 
large  and  well-armed  trains  on  appointed  days ; 
while  additional  tniTeUers  swell  their  number, 
and  contribute  to  their  strength.  In  this  prim- 
itive way  is  the  commerce  of  the  country  carried 
on.  The  muleteer  is  the  general  medium  of  traflic, 
and  tlie  legitimate  traverser  of  the  land,  crossing 
the  peninsula  from  the  Pyrenees  and  the  Astorias 
(o  the  Alpuxarras,  the  Serrania  de  Itondo,  and 
even  to  the  gales  of  Gibraltar.  He  lives  Irugally 
and  hardily :  his  alforjaa  of  coarse  cloth  bold  his 
scanty  stocic  of  provisions ;  a  leathern  bottle, 
hanging  at  his  saddle-bow,  contains  wine  or  wa- 
ter, for  a  supply  across  barren  mountains  and 
thirsty  plains ;  a  raule-cloth  spread  upon  the 
ground  is  his  bed  at  night,  and  his  pack-saddle 
his  pillow.  His  low,  but  clean-limbed  and  sin- 
ewy form  betokens  strength ;  his  complexion  is 
dark  and  sunburnt;  his  eye  resolute,  but  quiet 
in  its  expression,  except  when  kindled  by  sudden 
emoljon  ;  his  demeanor  is  frank,  manly,  and  cour- 
teous, and  he  never  passes  you  without  a  grave 
salutation:  "  Dios  guarde  k  usted  I  "  "  Va  usted 
con  Dios,  Cal>allero  ! "  "  God  guard  you  ^"  "  God 
be  with  you,  Cavalier  !  " 

As  these  men  have  olWn  their  whole  fortune 
at  slake  upon  the  burden  of  their  mules,  they 
have  tlieir  weapons  at  hand,  slung  to  their  sad- 
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dies,  and  ready  to  be  Bntitched  out  for  desperate 
defence ;  but  their  united  numbers  reader  them 
secure  Hgaiimt  petty  bands  of  marauders,  and  the 
wlitary  bandolero,  armed  to  the  teeth,  and  mounted 
an  his  Andalnsian  steed,  hovers  about  them,  like 
a  pirate  about  a  merchant  convoy,  without  daring 
to  assault. 

The  Spanish  muleteer  has  ao  inexhaustible 
stock  of  songs  and  ballads,  with  which  to  be- 
guile his  incessant  wayfaring.  The  airs  are 
rude  and  simple,  consisting  of  but  few  inflections. 
These  he  chants  forth  with  a  loud  voice,  and  long, 
drawling  cadence,  sealed  sideways  on  his  mule, 
who  seems  to  listen  with  infinite  gravity,  and  to 
keep  time,  with  his  paces,  to  the  tune.  The  coup- 
lets thus  chanted  are  of^en  old  tmditioiial  ro- 
mances about  the  Moors,  or  some  legend  of  a  saint, 
or  some  love-ditty  ;  or,  what  is  still  more  frequen* 
some  ballad  about  a  bold  contraband tsta,  or  hard) 
bandolero,  for  the  smuggler  and  the  robber  are 
poetical  heroes  among  the  common  people  of 
Spain.  Oflen,  the  song  of  the  muleteer  is  com- 
posed at  the  instant,  and  relates  to  some  local 
scene,  or  some  incident  of  the  journey.  This 
talent  of  singing  and  improvising  is  frequent  in 
Spain,  and  is  said  to  have  been  inherited  from  the 
Moors.  There  is  something  wildly  pleasing  in 
listening  to  these  ditties  among  the  rude  and  lonely 
scenes  they  illustrate  ;  accompanied,  as  they  are, 
by  the  occasional  jingle  of  the  mule-bell. 

It  has  a  most  picturesque  effect  also  to  meet 
a  train  of  muleteers  in  some  mountain  -  pass. 
Fint  you  hear  the  bells  of  the  leading  mules, 
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breaking  with  their  simple  melody  the  stiUneBS 
of  the  airy  height ;  or,  perhaps,  the  voice  of  the 
muleteer  admoaishing  some  tardy  or  wandering 
animal,  or  chanting,  at  the  Aill  streteh  of  his 
lungs,  some  traditionary  ballad.  At  length  you 
see  the  mules  slowly  winding  along  the  craved 
delUe,  sometimes  descending  precipitous  clif^,  so 
aa  to  present  themselves  in  full  relief  against  the 
sky,  sometimes  toiling  up  the  deep  arid  chasms 
below  you.  As  they  approach,  you  descry  their 
gay  decorations  of  worsted  stuSs,  tassels,  and  sad- 
dle-cloths, while,  as  they  pass  by,  the  ever  ready 
trabuco,  slung  behind  the  packs  and  saddles,  gives 
a  hint  of  the  insecurity  of  the  road. 

The  ancient  kingdom  of  Granada,  into  which 
we  were  about  to  penetrate,  is  one  of  the  most 
mountainous  regions  of  Spain.  Vast  sierras,  or 
chains  of  mountains,  destitute  of  shrub  or  tree, 
and  mottled  with  variegated  marbles  tind  granites, 
elevate  their  sunburnt  summits  against  a  deep- 
blue  sky;  yet  in  their  m^ed  bosoms  lie  in- 
gulfed verdant  and  fertile  valleys,  where  the 
desert  and  the  garden  strive  for  mastery,  and 
the  very  rock  is,  as  it  were,  compolled  to  yield 
the  fig,  the  orange,  and  the  dtron,  and  to  blossom 
with  the  myrtle  and  the  rose. 

In  the  wild  passes  of  these  mountains  the  sight 
of  walled  towns  and  villages,  built  like  e^les' 
nests  among  the  cliffs,  and  surrounded  by  Moor- 
ish battlements,  or  of  ruined  watch-lowers  perched 
on  lolly  peaks,  carries  the  mind  back  to  the  chiv- 
alric  days  of  Christian  and  Moslem  warfare,  and 
to  the  romantic  struggle  for  the  conquest  of  Gra- 
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Dfida.  In  traversing  Iheae  \ohj  eierraa  the  trav- 
eUer  is  often  obliged  to  alight,  and  lead  his  horse 
lip  and  doivn  the  steep  and  jagged  ascents  and 
descents,  resembling  the  broken  steps  of  a  Blair- 
case.  Sometimes  the  road  winds  along  dizz^ 
precipices,  without  parapet  to  guard  him  from 
the  gulfs  below,  and  then  will  plunge  down  steep 
and  dark  and  dangerous  declivities.  Sometimes 
it  struggles  through  rugged  barrancos,  or  ravines, 
worn  by  winter  torrents,  the  obscure  path  of  the 
contrabandista ;  while,  ever  and  anon,  the  om- 
inous cross,  the  monument  of  robbery  and  mur- 
der, erected  on  a  mound  of  stones  at  some  lonely 
part  of  the  road,  admonishes  the  traveller  that 
he  is  among  the  haunts  of  banditti,  perhaps  at 
that  very  moment  under  the  eye  of  some  lurking 
bandolero.  Sometimes,  in  winding  through  the 
narrow  valleys,  he  is  startled  by  a  hoarse  bellow- 
ing, and  beholds  above  him  on  some  green  fold 
of  the  mountain  a  herd  of  fierce  Andalusian  bulls, 
destined  for  the  combat  of  the  arena.  I  have 
felt,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  an  agreeable  horror 
in  thus  contemplating,  near  at  hand,  these  terriRc 
animals,  clothed  with  tremendous  strength,  and 
ranging  their  native  pastures  in  untamed  wild- 
ness,  strangers  almost  to  the  face  of  man :  they 
know  no  one  but  tlie  solitary  herdsman  who  at- 
tends upon  them,  and  even  he  at  times  dares  not 
venture  to  approach  them.  The  low  bellowing 
oi  these  bulls,  and  their  menacing  aspect  as  they 
look  down  from  their  rocky  height,  give  additional 
wildness  to  the  savage  scenery. 

I  have  been    betrayed    unconsciously   into    a 
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longer  disquisition  tban  I  intended  on  the  gen- 
eral features  of  Spanish  travelling ;  but  there  in 
a  romance  about  all  ihe  recollections  of  the  Pen- 
insdla  dear  to  the  imaginalion. 

As  our  proposed  route  to  Granada  lay  tlirough 
mountainous  regions,  where  the  roads  are  little 
belter  than  mule-paths,  and  said  to  be  frequently 
beset  by  robbers,  we  took  due  travelling  precan- 
tiona.  Forwarding  the  most  valuable  part  of 
our  luggage  a  day  or  two  in  advance  by  the  ar- 
rieros,  we  retained  merely  clothing  and  neceaea- 
ries  for  the  journey  and  money  for  the  expenses 
of  the  road ;  with  a  little  surplus  of  hard  dollars 
by  way  of  robber  parse,  to  satisfy  the  gentlemen 
of  the  road  should  we  be  assailed.  Unlucky  Is 
the  too  wary  traveller  who,  having  grudged  this 
precaution,  falls  into  their  clutches  empty-handed : 
they  are  apt  to  give  him  a  sound  ribroasting  for 
oheating  them  out  of  their  dues.  "  Caballeroa  like 
them  caimot  afford  to  scour  the  roads  and  risk 
the  gallows  for  nothing." 

A  couple  of  stout  sleeds  were  provided  for  our 
own  mounting,  and  a  third  for  our  scanty  luggage 
and  the  conveyance  of  a  sturdy  Biscayan  lad, 
about  twenty  years  of  age,  who  was  to  be  our 
guide,  our  groom,  our  valet,  and  at  all  times  our 
guard.  For  the  tatter  office  he  was  provided 
with  a  formidable  trobuco  or  carbine,  with  which 
he  promised  to  defend  us  against  rateros  or  sol- 
itary  footpads;  but  as  to  powerful  bands,  like 
that  of  the  "  Sons  of  Ecija,"  he  confessed  they 
were  quite  beyond  his  prowess.  He  made  much 
vainglorious  boast  about  his  weapon  at  the  outset 
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of  the  jonmey ;  though,  to  the  discredit  of  hia 
generalship,  it  was  suffered  to  hang  unloaded  be- 
hind his  saddle. 

According  to  our  stipulations,  the  man  from 
whom  we  hired  the  horses  was  to  be  at  the  ex- 
pense of  their  feed  aod  stabling  on  the  journey, 
as  well  ea  of  the  maintenance  of  onr  Biscayan 
aquire,  who  of  course  was  provided  with  funds 
for  the  purpose  ;  we  took  care,  however,  to  give 
the  latter  a  private  hint,  that,  though  ive  made  a 
close  bargain  with  his  master,  it  was  all  in  hia 
favor,  as,  if  he  proved  a  good  man  ajid  true,  both 
he  and  the  horses  should  live  at  our  cost,  and  the 
money  provided  for  their  raatntenajice  renuun  in 
his  pocket  This  unexpected  largess,  with  the 
occasional  present  of  a  cigar,  won  his  heart  com- 
pletely. He  was,  in  truth,  a  failliful,  cheery, 
kind-hearted  creature,  aa  full  of  saws  and  prov- 
erbs as  that  miracle  of  squires,  the  renowned 
Sancho  himself,  whose  name,  by  the  by,  we  be- 
stowed upon  him,  and,  tike  a  true  Spaniard,  though 
treated  by  us  with  companionable  familianty,  he 
never  for  a  moment,  in  his  utmost  hilarity,  over- 
stepped the  bounds  of  respectful  decorum. 

Such  were  our  minor  preparations  for  the  jour- 
ney, but  above  all  we  laid  in  an  ample  stock  of 
good -humor,  and  a  genuine  disposition  to  bo 
pleased ;  determining  to  travel  in  true  contraban- 
dista  style ;  taking  things  as  we  found  them, 
rough  or  smooth,  and  mingling  with  all  classes 
and  conditions  in  a  kind  of  vagabond  companion- 
ahip.  It  is  the  true  way  to  travel  in  Spain. 
"With  such  disposition  and  determination,  what  a 
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coiuilrj  IB  it  for  a  traTeller,  where  the  most  mis* 
erable  ioD  is  as  full  of  adventure  as  an  enchanted 
castle,  and  evety  meal  is  in  itself  an  achievement ! 
Let  others  repine  at  the  lack  of  turnpike  roads 
and  sumptuous  hotels,  and  all  the  elaborate  com- 
forts of  a  country  cultivated  and  civilized  into 
taraenesa  and  commoDptace ;  but  give  me  the 
rude  mountain  scramble  ;  the  roviag,  hap-hazord, 
wayfaring  j  the  half  wild,  yet  frank  and  hospi- 
table manners,  which  impart  such  a  true  game- 
flavor  to  dear  old  romantic  Spain ! 

Thus  equipped  and  attended,  we  cantered  out 
of  "  Fair  Seville  city "  at  half-post  six  in  the 
morning  of  a  bright  May  day,  in  company  with 
a  lady  and  gentlemsn  of  our  acquainlaitce,  who 
rode  a  few  miles  with  us,  in  the  Spanish  mode 
of  taking  leave.  Our  route  lay  through  old 
Alcala  de  Guadaira  (Alcala  on  the  river  Aira), 
the  benefactress  of  Seville,  that  supplies  it  wiUi 
bread  and  water.  Here  live  the  bakers  who 
furnish  Seville  with  that  delicious  bread  for 
which  it  is  renowned  ;  here  are  fabricated  those 
roscaa  well  known  by  the  well-merited  appellation 
of  pan  de  Diog  (bread  of  God)  ;  with  which,  by 
the  way,  we  ordered  our  man,  Sancho,  to  stock 
his  alforjas  for  the  journey.  Well  has  this  benef- 
icent little  dty  been  denominated  the  "  Oven  of 
Seville " ;  well  has  it  been  called  Alcala  de  loe 
Panaderos  (Alcala  of  the  bakers),  for  a  great 
part  of  its  inhabitants  are  of  that  handicraft,  and 
the  highway  hence  to  Seville  is  con!>tantly  trav- 
ersed  by  lines  of  mules  and  donkeyp  lodeo  with 
great  panniers  of  loaves  and  roscas. 
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I  bave  said  Alcala  supplies  Seville  with  wat«r 
Here  are  great  tanks  or  reservoirs,  of  Romac 
and  Moorieh  construction,  whence  water  is  con- 
veyed to  Seville  by  noble  aqueducts.  The  springs 
of  Alcnla  are  almost  aa  much  vaunted  as  its 
ovens ;  and  to  the  lightness,  sweetness,  and 
purity  of  its  water  is  attributed  in  some  measure 
the  delicacy  of  its  bread. 

Here  we  halted  for  a  time,  at  the  ruins  of  the 
old  Moorish  castle,  a  favorite  resort  for  picnic 
parties  from  Seville,  where  we  had  passed  many 
a  pleasant  hour.  The  wails  are  of  great  estent, 
pierced  with  loopholes ;  enclosing  a  huge  square 
tower  or  keep,  with  the  remains  of  masmoras,  or 
subterranean  granaries.  The  Guadaira  winds 
its  stream  round  the  hill,  at  the  foot  of  these 
ruins,  whimpering  among  reeds,  rushes,  and  pond- 
litiea,  and  overhung  with  rhododendron,  eglantine, 
yellow  myrtle,  and  a  profusion  of  wild  flowers 
ftnd  aromatic  shrubs ;  while  along  its  banks  are 
groves  of  oranges,  citrons,  and  pomegranates, 
among  which  we  heard  the  early  note  of  the 
ui^tingaJe. 

A  picturesque  bridge  was  thrown  across  the 
little  river,  at  one  end  of  which  was  the  ancient 
Moorish  mill  of  the  castle,  defended  by  a  tower 
of  yellow  stone  ;  a  fisherman's  net  huug  against 
the  wall  to  dry,  and  hard  by  in  the  river  was 
his  boot ;  a  group  of  peasant  women  in  bright- 
colored  dresses,  crossing  the  arched  bridge,  were 
reflected  in  the  placid  stream.  Altogether  it  was 
an  admirable  scene  for  a  landscape-painter. 

The  old  Moorish  mills,  so  often  found  on  se* 
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sluded  Btreams,  are  characteristic  olgects  in  Span- 
ish landscape,  and  suggestive  of  the  perilous 
times  of  old.  They  are  of  slone,  and  oilen  ia 
the  form  of  towers  with  loopholes  and  battle- 
meats,  capable  of  defence  in  those  warlike  days 
when  the  country  on  both  sides  of  the  border 
was  subject  to  sudden  inroad  and  hasty  ravage, 
and  when  men  had  to  labor  with  their  weapons 
at  hand,  and  some  place  of  temporary  re&ge. 

Our  next  haltirig-plac«  was  at  Gandal,  where 
were  the  remains  of  another  Moorish  castle,  with 
its  ruined  tower,  a  nestling-place  for  storks,  and 
commanding  a  view  over  a  vast  campioa  or  fer- 
tile plain,  with  the  mountains  of  Ronda  in  the 
distance.  These  castles  were  strong-holds  to 
protect  the  plains  from  the  tolas  or  forays  to 
which  they  were  subject,  when  the  fields  of  corn 
would  be  laid  waste,  the  flocks  and  herds  swept 
from  the  vast  postures,  and,  together  with  captive 
peasantry,  hurried  off  in  long  cavalgadas  across 
the  borders. 

At  Gandul  we  found  a  tolerable  posada ;  the 
good  folks  could  not  tell  us  what  time  of  day  it 
was,  the  clock  only  struck  once  in  tlie  day,  two 
hours  aAer  noon ;  until  that  time  it  was  guess- 
work. We  guessed  it  was  full  time  to  eat ;  so, 
alighting,  we  ordered  a  repast  While  that  was 
in  preparation,  we  visited  the  palace  once  the 
residence  of  the  Marquis  of  Gandul.  All  was 
gone  to  decay ;  there  were  but  two  or  three 
rooms  habitable,  and  very  poorly  furnished.  Yet 
here  were  the  remains  of  grandeur ;  a  terrace, 
where  fair  dames  and  gentle  cavaliers  may  once 
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bave  walked ;  afish'pond  and  mined  garden,  with 
grape-vines  and  date-bearing  palm-trees.  Here 
we  were  joined  by  a  fot  curate,  who  gathered  a 
bouquet  of  roaes,  and  presented  it,  very  gallantly, 
to  the  lady  who  accompanied  us. 

Below  the  palace  was  the  miU,  with  orange- 
trees  and  aloes  in  front,  and  a  pretty  atreara  of  * 
pure  water.  We  took  a  seat  in  the  shade ;  and 
the  millers,  all  leaving  their  work,  sat  down  and 
smoked  with  us ;  for  the  Andalusians  are  always 
ready  for  a  gossip.  They  were  waiting  for  the 
regular  visit  of  the  barber,  who  came  once  a 
week  to  put  all  their  chins  in  order.  He  arrived 
shortly  afterwards :  a  lad  of  seventeen,  mounted 
on  a  donkey,  eager  to  display  his  new  alfoijaa  or 
saddle-bags,  just  bought  at  a  fair ;  price  one  dol- 
lar, to  be  paid  on  St  John's  day  (in  June),  by 
which  time  he  trusted  to  have  mown  beards 
enough  to  put  him  in  funds. 

By  the  time  the  laconic  clock  of  the  castle 
had  struck  two  we  had  finished  our  dinner.  So, 
taking  leave  of  our  Seville  friends,  aud  leaving 
the  millers  still  under  the  hands  of  the  barber, 
we  set  off  on  our  ride  acioss  the  campina.  It 
was  one  of  those  vast  plains,  common  in  Spain, 
where  for  miles  and  miles  there  is  neither  house 
nor  tree.  Unlucky  the  traveller  who  has  to  trav- 
erse it,  exposed  as  we  were  to  heavy  and  re- 
peated showers  of  rain.  There  is  no  (Scape  nor 
shelter.  Our  only  protection  was  our  Spanish 
doalcs,  which  nearly  covered  man  and  horse,  but 
grew  heavier  every  mile.  By  the  time  we  had 
Uved  tlirotigh  one  shower  we  would  see  another 
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slowly  but  inevitably  approaching ;  foitunatcly  iu 
the  iuterval  there  would  be  an  outbreak  of  bright, 
warm,  Andalusian  Bunehine,  which  would  make 
our  cloaks  send  up  wreaths  of  steam,  but  which 
purtially  drie<l  them  before  the  next  drenching. 

Shortly  after  sunset  we  arrived  at  Arahal,  a 
little  town  among  the  hills.  We  found  it  iu 
a  bustle  with  a  party  of  miquelets,  who  were 
patrolling  the  oauiitry  to  ferret  out  robbers.  The 
appearance  of  foreigners  like  ourselves  was  au 
iinusual  circumstance  in  on  interior  country  town ; 
and  little  Spanish  towns  of  the  kind  are  easily 
put  in  a  state  of  gossip  and  wonderment  by  sucli 
an  occurrence.  Mine  host,  with  two  or  three  old 
wiseacre  comrades  in  brown  cloaks,  studied  our 
passports  in  a  corner  of  the  posada,  while  an 
Alguazil  took  notes  by  the  dim  light  of  a  lamp. 
The  passports  were  in  foreign  languages  and  per- 
plexed them,  but  our  Squire  Snncho  assisted 
them  in  their  studies,  and  magnified  our  impor- 
tance with  the  grandiloquence  of  a  Spaniard.  In 
the  mean  time  the  magnificent  distribution  of  a 
few  cigars  had  won  the  hearts  of  all  around  us; 
in  a  little  while  the  whole  community  seemed 
put  in  agitation  to  make  us  welcome.  The  cor- 
regidor  himself  wailed  upon  us,  and  a  great  rush- 
bottomed  arm-chair  was  ostentatiously  bolstered 
iitto  our  room  by  our  landlady,  for  the  accommo- 
dation of' that  important  personage.  The  com- 
mander of  the  patrol  took  supper  with  us :  a 
lively,  talking,  laughing  Andaluz,  who  had  made 
a  campaign  in  South  America,  and  recounted  his 
exploitB  in  loie  and  war  with   much  pomp  of 
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plirsee,  Tehetnence  of  gesticulation,  and  mysterious 
rtilling  of  the  eye.  He  told  us  that  he  had  a 
•  list  of  all  the  robbers  in  the  couDtry,  and  meant  to 
ferret  out  every  mother's  son  of  them ;  he  offered 
us  at  the  same  time  some  of  his  soldiers  as  an 
6Bcort.  "  One  is  enough  to  protect  you,  seiiorB  j 
the  robliers  know  me,  and  know  my  men  ;  the 
sight  of  one  la  euuugb  to  spread  terror  through  a 
whole  sierra."  We  tliauked  him  for  his  offer, 
but  assured  him,  in  his  own  strain,  that  with  the 
protection  of  our  redoubtable  squire,  Sa:icho,  we 
were  not  afraid  of  all  the  ladroues  of  Andalusia. 

While  we  were  supping  with  our  drawcansir 
friend,  we  heard  the  notes  of  a  guitar,  and  the 
click  of  castanets,  and  presently  a  chorus  of  voices 
singing  a  popular  air.  In  fact,  mine  host  had 
gathered  together  the  amateur  singers  and  musi- 
cians, and  the  rustic  belles  of  the  neighborhood, 
and,  on  going  forth,  the  court-yard  or  palio  of  the 
inn  presented  a  scene  of  true  Spanish  festivity. 
We  took  our  seats  with  mine  host  and  hostess  and 
the  commander  of  the  patrol,  under  an  archway 
opening  into  the  court ;  the  guitar  passed  from 
hand  to  hand,  but  a  jovial  shoemaker  was  the 
Orpheus  of  the  place.  He  was  a  pleasant-look, 
ing  fellow,  with  huge  black  whiskers ;  his  sleeves 
were  rolled  up  to  his  elbows.  He  touched  the 
guitar  with  masterly  skill,  and  sang  a  liltle  amor- 
ous ditty  with  an  expressive  leer  at  the  women, 
with  whom  he  was  evidently  a  favorite.  He  af- 
terwards danced  a  landango  with  a  buxom  Anda- 
lusian  damsel,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  spec- 
'jvtors.     But  none  of  the  females  present  could 
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compare  witli  mine  host's  pretty  daughter,  Fepito, 
who  had  slipped  away  and  made  her  toilette  for 
the  occasion,  and  had  covered  her  head  with  roses ; 
and  who  disliiignished  berseir  ia  a  bolero  with  a 
handsome  young  dragoou.  We  ordered  our  host 
to  let  wine  and  refreshment  circulate  freely  among 
the  company,  yet,  though  there  was  a  motley  as- 
sembly of  soldiers,  muleteers,  and  villagers,  no 
one  exceeded  the  bounds  of  sober  enjoymeoL 
The  scene  was  a  study  for  a  painter  ;  the  pictu- 
resque  group  of  dancers,  the  troopera  in  their  half 
military  dresses,  the  peasantry  wrapped  in  their 
brown  cloaks ;  nor  must  I  omit  to  mention  the 
old  meagre  AJguazil,  in  a  short  black  cloak,  who 
took  no  notice  of  anything  going  on,  but  sat  in 
'a  comer  diligently  writing  by  the  dim  light  of  a 
huge  copper  lamp,  that  might  have  figured  in  the 
days  of  Don  Quixote. 

The  following  morning  was  bright  and  balmy, 
as  a  May  morning  ought  to  be,  according  to  the 
poeta.  Leaving  Arahal  at  seven  o'clock,  with  all 
the  posada  at  the  door  to  cheer  us  off,  we  pursued 
our  way  through  a  fertile  country,  covered  with 
grain  and  beautifully  verdant ;  but  which  in  sum- 
mer, when  the  harvest  is  over  and  the  fields 
parcfaed  and  brown,  must  be  monotonous  and 
lonely ;  for,  as  in  our  ride  of  yesterday,  there 
were  neither  houses  nor  people  to  be  seen.  The 
latter  all  congregate  in  villages  and  etrong-holds 
among  the  hills,  as  if  these  fertile  plains  were 
still  subject  to  the  ravages  of  the  Moor. 

At  noon  we  came  to  where  there  was  a  group 
of  treee,  beside  a  brook  in  a  rieh  meadow.    Here 
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we  alighted  to  make  our  mid-day  meal.  It  waa 
really  a  loxurbus  spot,  among  wild  flowers  and 
aromatic  herbs,  with  birds  singing  around  us. 
Knowing  the  scanty  larders  of  Spanish  inns,  and 
the  houseless  tracts  we  might  have  to  traverse, 
we  bad  taken  care  to  have  the  alforias  of  our 
squire  well  stocked  with  cold  provisions,  and  his 
bota,  or  leathern  bottle,  which  might  hold  a  gallon, 
filled  to  the  neck  with  choice  Valdepenas  wine.* 
As  we  depended  more  upon  tliese  for  our  well- 
being  than  even  bis  trabuco,  we  exhorted  him  to 
be  more  attentive  in  keeping  them  well  charged  ; 
and  I  must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  that  bis 
namesake,  the  trencher -loving  Saucho  Panza, 
was  never  a  more  provident  purveyor.  Though 
the  alforjae  and  tlie  bota  were  frequently  and 
vigorously  assailed  throughout  the  journey,  they 
had  a  wonderful  power  of  repletion,  our  vigilant 
squire  sacking  everything  that  remained  from  our 
repasts  at  the  innf,  to  supply  these  junketings  by 
the  road-side,  which  were  his  delight. 

On  the  present  occasion  he  spread  quite  a 
sumptuous  variety  of  remnants  on  the  green- 
sward before  us,  graced  with  an  excellent  ham 
brought  from  Seville  ;  then,  taking  his  seat  at  a 

*  It  ma;  b«  as  well  to  DOte  hen,  that  the  alforjas  are 
■quare  pockeU  at  each  end  o(  a  long  clolh  about  a  Toot  and  a 
half  wide,  ronncd  by  turning  up  JU  exiremitiee.  The  ctotb 
la  then  thrown  orer  the  saddle,  and  the  pockets  hang  aa  each 
aide  like  suildle-baga.  It  is  im  Arab  invention.  The  bota  is 
a  leatheni  bag  or  bottle,  of  portly  dimensions,  with  ■  narrow 
neck.  It  is  also  Oriental.  Hence  the  scriptural  cautioo. 
which  perplexed  me  in  my  boyhood,  not  to  put  new  wint  inia 
]ldboid«a. 
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little  distance,  he  solaced  himself  with  what  re- 
mained in  the  alfoijas.  A  visit  or  two  to  the 
bota  made  him  as  merry  and  chirruping  as  a 
grasshopper  filled  with  dew.  On  mj  comparing 
his  contents  of  the  alfoijas  to  Sancho's  skimming 
of  the  fluith-pols  at  the  wedding  of  Caromacho, 
I  found  he  was  well  versed  in  the  history  of  Don 
Quixote,  but,  like  many  of  the  common  people 
of  Spain,  firmly  believed  it  to  be  a  true  history. 

"  All  that  happened  a  long  time  ago,  seSor," 
said  he,  with  an  inquiring  look. 

"  A  very  long  time,"  I  replied. 

"  I  dare  A&y  more  than  a  thousand  years,"  --> 
still  looking  dubiously. 

"  I  dare  say  not  less." 

The  squire  was  satisfied.  Nothing  pleased  the 
simple-hearted  varlet  more  than  my  comparing 
him  to  the  renowned  Sancho  for  devotion  to  the 
trencher  j  and  he  called  himself  by  no  other  name 
throughout  the  journey. 

Our  repast  being  finished,  we  spread  our  cloaks 
on  the  greensward  under  the  tree,  and  took  a 
luxurious  siesta  in  the  Spanish  fashion.  The 
clouding  up  of  the  weather,  however,  warned  us 
to  depart,  and  a  harsh  wind  sprang  up  from  the 
southeast.  Towards  five  o'clock  we  arrived  at 
Osuna,  a  town  of  fifteen  thousand  inhabitanis, 
situated  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  with  a  church  and 
a  ruined  castle.  The  posada  was  outside  of  t)ie 
walls  !  it  had  a  cheerless  look.  The  evening  be- 
ing cold,  the  inhabitants  were  crowded  round  a 
hrasero  in  a  chimney-comer ;  and  the  hostess 
(ras  a  dry  old  woman,  who  looked  like  a  mummy. 
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Evei7  one  eyed  us  askance  oa  we  entered,  as 
Sp&niaida  are  apt  to  regard  atraDgera ;  a  cheery, 
respectful  salutation  on  our  part,  cabolleroing 
them  and  touching  our  sombreros,  set  Spanish 
pride  at  ease ;  aud  when  we  took  our  seat 
among  them,  lit  our  cigars,  and  passed  the  dgiir- 
box  round  among  them,  our  victory  was  complete. 
I  have  never  known  a  Spaniard,  whatever  his 
nmk  or  condition,  who  would  suffer  himself  to 
he  outdone  in  courtesy ;  and  to  the  common 
Spaniard  the  present  of  a  cigar  (puro)  is  iiTesist- 
ible.  Care,  however,  must  be  taken  never  to 
offer  him  a  preaent  with  an  air  of  superiority  and 
condescension  j  he  la  too  much  of  a  caballero  to 
■  receive  favors  at  the  coat  of  his  dignity. 

Leaving  Osuna  at  an  early  hour  the  next 
morning,  we  entered  the  aierra  or  range  of  moun- 
tains. The  road  wound  through  picturesque 
scenery,  but  lonely  ;  and  a  cross  here  and  there 
by  the  road-side,  the  sign  of  a  murder,  showed 
thiU  we  were  now  coming  among  the  "  robber 
baonts."  This  wild  and  intricate  country,  with 
its  silent  plains  and  valleys  intersected  by  moun- 
tains, has  ever  been  famous  for  banditti.  It  was 
hffle  that  Omar  Ibn  Hassan,  a  robber-chief  among 
the  Moslems,  held  ruthless  away  in  the  ninth  cen- 
tury, disputing  dominion  even  with  the  caliphs  of 
Cordova.  This  loo  was  a  part  of  the  regions  eo 
often  ravaged  during  the  reign  of  Ferdinand  aud 
Isabella  by  Ali  Atar,  the  old  Moorish  alcay<le  of 
Loxa,  father-in-law  of  Boabdil,  so  that  it  was 
called  Ali  Alan's  garden,  and  here  "  Jose  Maria," 
famous  in  Spanish  brigand  story,  had  his  favorito 
lurking-places. 
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In  the  course  of  the  daj  we  passed  through 
Fnente  la  Piedra,  near  a  little  wit  lake  of  the 
same  nnnie,  a  beautiful  sheet  of  water,  reflecting 
like  It  mirror  the  distant  mounlHins.  We  now 
came  in  sight  of  Antiquera,  that  old  city  of  wan 
like  reputation,  lying  in  the  lap  of  the  great  sierra 
which  runs  through  Andalusia.  A  noble  vega 
spread  out  before  it,  a  picture  of  mild  fertility  set 
in  a  frame  of  rocky  mountains.  Crossing  a  gen- 
tle river  we  approached  the  city  between  hedges 
and  gardens,  in  which  nightingales  were  pouring 
forth  their  evening  song.  About  nightfall  we 
arrived  at  the  gates.  Everything  in  this  venera- 
ble <^ty  has  a  decidedly  Spanish  stamp.  It  lies 
too  much  out  of  the  frequented  track  of  foreign 
travel  to  have  its  old  usages  trampled  out.  Here 
I  observed  old  men  stilt  wearing  the  montero,  or 
ancient  bunting-cap,  once  common  throughout 
Spain ;  while  the  young  men  wore  the  little 
round-crowned  hat,  with  brim  turned  up  all  round, 
like  a  cup  turned  down  in  its  saucer ;  while  the 
brim  was  set  off  with  little  black  tufts  like  cock- 
ades. The  women,  loo,  were  all  in  mantillas 
and  basquinas.  The  fashions  of  Paris  had  not 
reached  Antiquera. 

Pursuing  our  course  through  a  spacious  street, 
we  put  up  at  the  posada  of  San  Fernando.  As 
Antiquera,  though  a  considerable  city,  is,  as  I 
observed,  somewhat  out  of  the  track  of  travel, 
I  had  anticipated  bad  quarters  and  poor  fare  at 
the  inn.  I  was  agreeably  disappointed,  there- 
fore, by  a  supper-table  amply  supplied,  and  what 
were  still  more  acceptable,  good  clean  rooms  and 
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eomfortable  beds.  Our  man  Sancho  felt  him- 
Belf  as  well  off  as  his  namesake  when  he  had 
the  run  of  the  duke's  kitchen,  and  let  me  know, 
oa  I  retired  for  the  night,  that  it  had  been  a  proud 
time  for  the  alfotjas. 

Early  in  the  morning  (May  4th)  I  strolled  tc 
the  ruins  of  the  old  Moorish  castle,  which  itself 
had  been  reared  on  the  ruins  of  a  lUmian  fortress. 
Here,  taking  my  seat  on  the  remains  of  a  crum- 
bUag  tower,  I  enjoye<l  a  grand  and  varied  landscape, 
beautiful  in  itself,  and  full  of  storied  and  romantic 
associations ;  for  I  was  now  in  the  very  heart  of 
the  country  famous  for  the  chivalrous  contests 
between  Moor  and  Christian.  Below  me,  in  its 
lap  of  hills,  lay  the  old  warrior  city  so  oflen  men- 
tioned in  chronicle  and  ballad.  Out  of  yon  gate 
and  down  yon  hill  paraded  the  band  of  Spanish 
cavaliers,  of  highest  rank  and  bravest  bearing,  to 
make  that  foray  dnring  the  war  and  conquest  of 
Granada,  which  ended  in  the  lamentable  massa- 
cre among  the  mountains  of  Malaga,  and  laid  all 
Andalusia  in  mourning.  Beyond  spread  out  the 
vega,  covereil  with  gardens  and  orchards  and  fields 
of  grain  and  enamelled  meadows,  inferior  oidj  to 
the  famous  vega  of  Granada.  To  the  right  the 
Kock  of  the  Lovers  stretched  like  a  cragged 
promontory  into  the  plain,  whence  the  daughter 
of  the  Moorish  alcayde  and  her  lover,  when 
closely  pursued,  threw  themselves  in  despair. 

The  matin  peal  from  churdi  and  convent  be* 
knr  me  rang  sweetly  in  the  morning  air,  as  I 
descended.  The  market-place  was  beginning  to 
throng  with  the  populace,  who  traffic  in  the  abim- 
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dant  produce  of  the  vega;  for  ihis  is  the  mart 
of  an  agriciiUural  region.  In  the  market-place 
were  abunilance  of  freshly  plucked  roses  for  snJe  ; 
lor  not  a  dame  or  damsel  of  Andalusia  thinks 
her  gala  dress  complete  withont  a  rose  shining 
like  a  gem  among  her  raven  tresses. 

On  returning  to  the  inn  I  found  our  man 
Sancho  in  high  gossip  with  the  landlord  and  two 
or  three  of  his  hangers-on.  He  h.id  just  been 
telling  some  marvellous  story  about  Seville,  which 
mine  host  seemed  piqued  to  match  with  one 
equally  marvelloua  about  Antiquera.  There  was 
once  a  fountain,  he  said,  in  one  of  the  public 
squares  called  B  fuerUe  del  torot  (the  fountain  of 
the  bull,)  because  the  water  gushed  from  the  mouth 
of  a  bull's  head,  carved  of  stone.  Underneath 
the  bead  was  inscribed,  — 


(In  front  of  the  bull  there  is  treasure.)  Many 
digged  in  front  of  the  fountain,  but  lost  their  la- 
bor and  found  no  money.  At  last  one  knowing 
fellow  construed  the  motto  a  different  way.  It  is 
in  the  forehead  (frente)  of  the  bull  that  the  treas- 
ure is  to  be  found,  said  he  to  himself,  and  I  am 
the  man  to  find  iL  Accordingly  he  came,  late  at 
night,  with  a  mallet,  and  knocked  the  head  to 
pieces  ;  and  wlmt  do  you  think  he  found  7 

"  Plenty  of  gold  and  diamonds  ! "  cried  Sancho, 
eagerly. 

"  He  foiud  nothing  "  rejoined  mine  host,  dryly ; 
"  and  be  miaed  the  foimtain." 
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Here  a  great  laugh  waa  set  up  by  the  land- 
lord's  haiigers-on ;  who  coBridered  Sancho  com- 
pletely taken  in  by  what  I  presume  was  one  of 
mine  host's  standing  jokes. 

Leaving  Autii^ucra  at  eight  o'clock,  we  had  a 
delighifiil  ride  along  the  little  river,  and  by  gar- 
detis  and  orchards  fragrant  with  the  odoi's  of 
spring  and  vocal  with  (lie  nightingale.  Our  road 
passed  round  the  Rock  of  the  Lovers  (el  penon 
de  lo9  enamorados),  which  rose  in  a  precipice 
above  us.  In  the  course  of  the  morning  we 
passed  through  Archidona,  situated  in  the  breast 
of  a  high  bill,  with  a  three-pointed  mountain  tow- 
ering above  it,  and  the  ruins  of  a  Moorish  for- 
tress. It  was  a  great  toil  to  ascend  a  steep  stony 
street  leading  up  into  the  city,  although  it  bore 
the  encouraging  name  of  Calle  Real  del  Llano 
(the  royal  street  of  the  plain),  but  it  was  still  a 
greater  toil  to  descend  from  this  mouutain  city  on 
the  other  side. 

At  noon  we  halted  in  sight  of  Archidona,  in  a 
pleasant  little  meadow  among  hills  covered  with 
olive-trees.  Our  cloaks  were  spread  on  the  grass, 
imder  an  elm  by  the  side  of  a  bubbling  rivulet ; 
our  horses  were  tethered  where  they  might  crop 
the  herbage,  and  Sancho  was  told  to  produce  his 
alforjas.  He  had  been  unusually  silent  this  morn- 
ing ever  since  the  laugh  raised  at  his  expense, 
but  now  his  countenance  brightened,  and  be  pro- 
duced his  atfoijas  with  an  air  of  triumph.  They 
contained  the  contributions  of  four  days'  journey- 
ing but  had  been  signally  enriched  by  the  forag- 
ing of  the  previous  evening  in  the  plenteous  inn  at 
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Antiquera ;  and  this  seemed  to  iiirnish  him  with 
B  sel-off  to  the  banter  of  mine  host. 


would  he  exclaim,  with  a  chuckling  laugh,  as  he 
drew  forth  the  heterogeneous  contents  one  by  one, 
in  a  series  which  seemed  to  have  no  end.  First 
came  forth  a  shoulder  of  roasted  kid,  ceiy  little 
the  worse  for  wear ;  then  an  entire  partridge  ; 
then  a  great  morsel  of  sailed  codfish  wrapped 
in  paper ;  then  the  residue  of  a  ham ;  then  the 
half  of  a  pullel,  together  with  several  rolls  of 
bread,  and  a  rabble  rout  of  oranges,  figs,  raisins, 
and  walnuts.  His  bota  also  had  been  recruited 
with  eome  exeelient  wine  of  Malaga.  At  every 
fresh  apparition  from  his  larder,  he  would  enjoy 
our  ludicrous  surprise,  throwing  himself  back  on 
the  grass,  shouting  with  laughter,  and  exclaiming, 
"  Frente  del  toro  !  —  frente  del  toro !  Ah,  sefi- 
ors,  they  thought  Sancho  a  simpleton  at  Anti- 
quera ;  but  Sancho  knew  where  to  find  the  tt- 

While  we  were  diverting  ourselves  with  his 
simple  drollery,  a  solitary  beggar  approached, 
who  had  almost  the  look  of  a  pilgrim.  He  had 
a  venerable  gray  beard,  and  was  evidently  very 
old,  supporting  himself  on  a  staff,  jret  age  had 
not  bowed  him  down ;  he  was  tall  and  erect,  and 
had  the  wreck  of  a  fine  form.  He  wore  a  round 
Andalusian  hat,  a  sheep-skin  jacket,  and  leathern 
breeches,  gailers,  and  sandals.  His  dress,  though 
old  and  patched,  was  decent,  his  demeanor  manly, 
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and  be  addressed  us  with  the  grave  courtesj'  that 
is  to  be  remarked  in  the  lowest  Spaniard.  We 
were  in  a  favorable  mood  for  such  a  visitor )  and 
in  a  freak  of  capricious  cliarity  gave  him  some 
silver,  a  loaf,  of  fine  wheaten  bread,  and  a  goblet 
of  our  choice  wine  of  Malaga.  He  received 
them  thankfitlly,  bnt  wttliout  any  grovelling  trib- 
ute of  gratitude.  Tasting  the  wine,  he  held  it 
up  to  the  light,  with  a  slight  beam  of  surprise 
in  his  eye  ;  Uien  quaffing  it  off  at  a  draught,  "  It 
b  many  years,"  said  he,  "  etnce  I  have  tasted  such 
wine.  It  is  a  cordial  to  an  old  man's  heart." 
Then,  looking  at  the  beautiful  wheaten  loaf,  "  i«n- 
dito  tea  tal  pan  /"  "  blessed  be  such  bread  ! "  So 
saying,  he  put  it  in  his  wallet.  We  urged  him 
to  eat  it  on  the  spot.  "  No,  senors,"  replied  he, 
*<  the  wine  I  bad  either  (o  drink  or  leave ;  but  the 
bread  I  may  take  home  to  share  with  my  family." 

Our  man  Sancho  sought  our  eye,  and  reading 
permission  there,  gave  the  old  man  some  of  the 
ample  fragments  of  our  repast,  on  condition,  how* 
ever,  that  he  shoidd  sit  down  and  make  a  meal. 

He  accordingly  took  his  seat  at  some  little  dis- 
tance &om  us,  and  began  to  eat  slowly,  and  with 
a  sobriety  and  decorum  that  would  have  become 
a  hidalgo.  There  was  altogether  a  measured 
manner  and  a  quiet  self-possession  about  the  old 
man,  that  made  me  think  that  he  had  seen  better 
days:  hia  language  too,  though  simple,  had  occa- 
sionally something  picturesque  and  almost  poeti- 
cal in  the  phraseology.  I  set  him  down  for  some 
broken-down  cavalier.  I  was  mistaken ;  it  was 
nothing  but  the   innate  courtesy  of  a  Spaniard, 
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and  the  poetical  turn  of  thought  and  langaaga 
oftsD  to  be  found  in  the  lowest  classes  of  this 
clear-witfed  people.  For  fifty  years,  be  told  us, 
he  had  been  a  shepherd,  bat  now  he  was  out  of 
employ  and  destitute.  "  When  1  .was  a  young 
man,"  said  he,  "nothing  could  harm  or  trouble 
me ;  I  was  always  well,  always  gay ;  but  now 
I  am  seventy-nine  years  of  age,  and  a  beggar, 
and  my  heart  begins  to  fail  me." 

Still  he  was  not  a  regular  mendicant :  it  was 
not  until  recently  that  want  had  driven  him  to 
this  degradation  ;  and  he  gave  a  touching  picture 
of  the  struggle  between  hunger  and  pride,  when 
abject  destitution  first  came  upon  him.  He  was 
returning  from  Malaga  without  money ;  he  had 
not  tasted  food  for  some  time,  and  was  crossing 
one  of  the  great  plains  of  Spain,  where  there 
were  but  few  habitations.  When  almost  dead 
with  hunger,  he  applied  at  the  door  of  a  venta  or 
country  inn.  "  Perdon,  usled  -por  Dio$  kermatio  !  " 
(Excuse  us,  brother,  for  God's  sake !)  was  the 
reply  —  the  usual  mode  in  Spain  of  refusing  a 
beggar.  "  I  turned  away,"  said  he,  "  with  shame 
greater  than  my  hunger,  for  my  heart  was  yet  too 
proud.  I  cnrae  to  a  river  with  high  banks,  and 
deep,  rapid  current,  and  felt  tempted  to  throw 
myself  in  :  '  What  should  sucli  an  old,  worthless, 
wretched  man  as  1  live  for?  '  But  when  I  was 
on  the  brink  of  the  current,  I  thought  on  the 
blessed  Yir^n,  and  turned  away.  I  travelled  on 
until  I  saw  a  country-seat  at  a  little  distance  from 
the  road,  and  entered  the  outer  gate  of  the  court- 
yard.    The  door  was  shut,  but  there  were  two 
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yoong  scfloraa  at  a  window.  I  approached  and 
begged  ;  — '  Perdon  uUedpor  Dios  hermano  / '  — 
and  the  window  closed.  I  crepl  out  of  the  court* 
yard,  but  hunger  overcame  me,  and  nij-  heart  gave 
wiiy  :  I  thought  oay  hour  at  hand,  so  I  Uid  myself 
down  at  the  gate,  commended  myself  to  the  Holy 
Virgin,  and  covered  my  head  to  die.  In  a  little 
while  ailerwards  the  master  of  the  hou^e  came 
home :  seeing  me  lying  at  his  gate,  he  uncovered 
my  head,  had  pity  on  my  gray  hairs,  took  me  into 
his  house,  and  gave  me  food.  So,  sehors,  you 
see  thai  one  should  always  put  confidence  in  the 
protection  of  the  Virgin." 

The  old  man  was  on  his  way  to  his  native  place, 
Archidona,  which  was  in  full  view  on  its  steep 
and  rugged  mountain.  He  pointed  to  the  ruins 
of  its  castle,  "  That  castle,"  he  said,  "  was  inhab- 
ited by  a  Moorish  king  at  the  liine  of  the  wars 
of  Granada.  Queen  Isabella  invaded  it  with  a 
great  army;  but  tlie  king  looked  down  from  his 
castle  among  the  clouds,  and  laughed  her  to 
ecom !  Upou  this  the  Virgin  -appeared  to  the 
queen,  and  guided  her  and  her  army  up  a  mys- 
terious path  in  the  mouutauis,  wiiich  had  never 
before  been  known.  When  the  Moor  saw  her 
coming,  he  was  astonished,  and  springing  with 
his  horse  from  a  precipice,  was  dashed  to  pieces ! 
The  marks  of  his  horse's  hoofs,"  said  the  old  man, 
"  are  to  be  seen  in  the  margin  of  the  rock  to  this 
day.  And  see,  seSors,  yonder  is  the  road  by 
which  the  queen  and  her  army  mounted :  you 
see  it  like  a  ribbon  up  the  mouutain's  side  ;  but 
the  miracle  is,  that,  though  it  can  be  seen  at  a 
distance,  when  you  come  near  it  disappear  !  " 
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The  ideal  road  to  which  he  pointed  was  ud- 
doubtedlj  a  sandj  ravine  of  the  mountain,  which 
looked  narrow  and  defined  at  a  distance,  but  be- 
came broad  and  indistinct  on  an  approach. 

As  the  old  man's  heart  warmed  with  wine  and 
wassail,  he  went  on  to  tell  us  a  story  of  the  buried 
treasure  left  under  the  castle  by  the  Moorish 
king.  His  own  house  was  next  to  the  founda- 
tions of  the  castle.  The  curat«  Bud  notary 
dxeamed  three  times  of  the  treasure,  and  went  to 
work  at  the  place  pointed  out  in  their  dreams. 
His  own  son-in-law  heard  the  sound  of  their  pick- 
axes and  spades  at  night.  What  they  found,  no- 
body knows;  they  became  suddenly  rich,  but 
kept  tlieir  own  secret.  Thus  the  old  man  had 
once  been  next  door  to  fortune,  but  was  doomed 
never  to  get  under  the  same  roof. 

I  hare  remarked  that  the  stories  of  treasure 
buried  by  the  Moors,  so  popular  throughout  Spain, 
are  most  current  among  the  poorest  people. 
Kind  nature  consoles  with  shadows  for  the  lack 
of  subetantials.  The  thirsty  man  dreams  of 
fount^ns  and  running  streams  ;  the  hungry  man 
of  banquets  ;  and  the  poor  man  of  heaps  of  hid- 
den gold :  nothing  certainly  is  more  opulent  than 
the  ima^pnation  of  a  beggar. 

Our  afternoon's  ride  took  us  through  a  steep 
toA  rugged  deHle  of  the  mountains,  called  Puerte 
del  Bey,  the  Pass  of  the  King ;  being  one  of  the 
great  passes  into  the  territories  of  Granada,  and 
the  one  by  which  king  Ferdinand  conducted  his 
army.  Towards  sunset  the  road,  winding  round 
a.  hUl,  brought  us  in  sight  of  the  famous  little 
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frontier  city  of  Loxa,  wbich  repulsed  Ferdinand 
from  ita  wfdls.  Ita  Arabic  name  implies  guardian, 
and  9Qch  it  was  to  the  rega  of  Granada,  being 
one  of  its  advanced  guards.  It  was  the  strong- 
hold of  that  fiery  veteran,  old  Ali  Alar,  fatber- 
io-law  nf  Boabdil ;  and  here  it  wa§  that  the 
latter  collected  bb  troops,  and  sallied  forth  on  that 
di!>astrou8  foray  which  ended  in  the  death  of  the 
oM  alcayde  and  his  own  captivity.  Prom  '\\a 
oommnuding  position  at  the  gate,  as  it  were,  of 
this  mountain-pass,  Loxa  has  not  unaptly  been 
termed  the  key  of  Granada.  It  is  wildly  pictu- 
resque ;  built  along  the  face  of  an  arid  mountain. 
The  ruins  of  a  Moorish  alcazar  or  citadel  crown 
a  rocky  moimd  which  rises  out  of  the  centre  of 
the  town.  The  river  Xenil  washes  its  base, 
winding  among  rocks,  and  groves,  and  gardens, 
and  meadows,  and  crossed  by  a  Moorish  bridge. 
Above  the  city  all  is  savage  and  sterile,  below  is 
the  richest  vegetation  and  the  freshest  verdure. 
A  similar  contrast  is  presented  by  the  river : 
above  the  bridge  it  is  placid  and  grassy,  reflecting 
groves  and  gardens ;  below  it  is  rapid,  noisy,  and 
tumultuous.  The  Sierra  Nevada,  the  roytd 
mountains  of  Granada,  crowned  with  perpetual 
snow,  form  the  distant  boundary  to  this  varied 
landscape,  one  of  the  most  characteristic  of  ro- 
mantic Spain. 

Alighting  at  the  entrance  of  the  city,  we  gave 
ttir  horses  to  Sancho  to  lead  them  to  the  inn, 
while  we  strolled  about  to  enjoy  the  singular 
beauty  of  the  environs.  As  we  crossed  the 
bridge    to  a    fine  alameda,  or  public  walk,  the 
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bells  tolled  the  hour  of  orison.  At  the  soand 
the  wayfiirere,  whether  oq  business  or  pleasure, 
paused,  bxik  off  their  hats,  crossed  themselves, 
and  repeated  their  evening  prayer :  a  pious  cus- 
tom still  rigidly  observed  in  retired  parts  of 
Spain.  Altogether  it  was  a  solemn  nnd  l>eautirut 
evening  scene,  and  we  wandered  on  as  the  even- 
ing gradually  closed,  and  the  new  moon  began  to 
glitter  between  the  high  elms  of  the  alameda. 
We  were  roused  from  this  qwiet  state  of  enjoy- 
ment by  the  voice  of  our  trusty  squire  hailing  us 
from  a  distance.  He  came  up  to  us,  out  of 
breath.  "  Ah,  senores,"  cried  he,  "  el  pobre  San- 
cho  no  es  uada  sin  Don  Quixote."  (Ah,  seiiors, 
poor  Sancho  is  nothing  without  Don  Quixote.) 
He  had  been  alarmed  at  our  not  coming  to  the 
inn  ;  Loxa  was  such  a  wild  mountain  place,  full 
of  contrabandistas,  enchanters,  and  infiemos  ;  he 
did  not  well  know  what  might  have  happened, 
and  set  out  to  seek  us,  inquiring  afler  os  of  every 
person  he  met,  until  he  traced  us  across  the 
bridge,  and,  to  his  great  joy,  caught  sight  of  us 
strolling  in  the  alameda. 

Tlie  inn  to  which  he  conducted  us  was  called 
the  Corona,  or  Crown,  and  we  found  it  quite  in 
keeping  with  the  character  of  the  place,  the  in- 
habitants of  which  seem  still  to  retain  the  bold, 
fiery  spirit  of  the  olden  time.  The  hostess 
was  a  young  and  handsome  Andalusian  widow, 
whose  trim  basquifia  of  black  silk,  fringed  with 
bugles,  set  off  the  play  of  a  graceful  form  and 
round  pliant  limbs.  Her  step  was  firm  and  elas- 
tic ;  her  dark  eye  was  full  of  fire  ;  and  the  co- 
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quetry  of  her  air,  tuicl  varied  ornaments  of  her 
person,  showed  that  she  was  accustomed  to  be 
admired. 

She  was  well  matched  by  a  brother,  nearly 
about  her  own  age  ;  they  were  per&ct  modeb  of 
the  Andatusian  Majo  and  Mnja.  He  was  tall, 
TJgorous,  and  well-formed,  with  a  clear  olive  com- 
plesioQ,  a  dark  beaming  eye,  and  curling  chestnut 
wliiskcrs  that  met  under  his  chin.  He  was  gal- 
lantly dressed  in  a  short  green  velvet  jacket,  fitted 
to  hia  shape,  profusely  decorated  with  silver  but- 
tons, with  a  white  handkerchief  in  enoli  (vucket. 
He  had  breeches  of  the  same,  with  rows  of  but- 
tons from  tbe  hips  to  the  knees  ;  a  pink  silk  hand- 
kerchief round  his  neck,  giilhered  through  a  ring, 
on  the  bosom  of  a  neatly  plaited  shirt ;  a  ,sash 
round  tbe  waist  to  match  ;  bottinas,  or  spatter- 
dashes, of  the  £nest  russet  leather,  elegantly 
worked,  and  open  at  the  calf  lo  show  his  stock- 
ing ;  and  russet  shoes,  setting  off  a  well-shaped 
fooL 

As  he  was  standing  at  the  door,  a  horseman 
rode  up  and  entered  into  low  and  earnest  conver- 
sation with  him.  He  was  dressed  in  a  similar 
siyle,  and  almost  willi  equal  finery ;  a  man  about 
thirty,  square-built,  with  strong  Roman  features, 
liant^me,  though  slightly  pitted  witli  the  small- 
pox ;  with  a  free,  bold,  and  somewhat  daiing  air. 
His  powerful  black  horse  was  decorated  with 
tassels  and  fanciful  trappings,  and  a  couple  of 
hroad-mou tiled  blunderbusses  hung  behind  the 
saddle.  He  had  tlie  air  of  one  of  those  conlT«- 
bandistas  I  have  seen  in  the  mountains  of  Ronda, 
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and  evidently  had  a  good  understanding  with  the 
brodier  of  mine  hostess;  naj,  if  I  mistake  not, 
he  was  a  favored  admirer  of  the  widow.  In  feet, 
the  whole  inn  and  ils  inmates  had  something  of 
a  contrabandista  aspect,  and  a  blunderbuss  stood 
in  a  comer  beside  the  guitar.  The  horseman  I 
liave  mentioned  passed  his  evening  in  the  posada, 
nnd  sung  several  bold  mountain  romances  with 
great  spirit.  As  we  were  at  supper,  two  poor 
Asturians  put  iu  in  distress,  begging  food  and  a 
night's  lodgi[ig.  They  hiul  I>een  waylaid  by  rob- 
bers as  they  came  from  a  fair  among  the  monn- 
tiuiis,  robbed  of  a  horse  which  carried  all  their 
stock  ill  trade,  stripped  of  their  money,  and  most 
of  their  apparel,  beaten  for  liaving  offered  re- 
sistai^ce,  aud  lefl  almost  naked  in  the  road.  My 
companion,  with  a  pjx)mpt  generosity  natural  to 
him,  ordered  them  ii  supper  and  a  bed,  and  gave 
them  a  sum  of  money  to  help  them  forward  to* 
wards  their  home. 

As  the  evening  advanced,  the  dramatis  pet  - 
tonce  tliickened.  A  large  man,  about  sixty  years 
t)f  age,  of  powerful  frame,  came  strolling  in,  to 
gossip  with  mine  hostess.  He  was  dressed  in 
the  ordinary  Andalusian  costume,  but  had  a  huge 
sabre  tucked  under  his  arm ;  wore  lai^e  mous- 
taches, and  had  something  of  a  lofly  swaggering 
Every  one  seemed  to  regard  him  with  great 


Our  mail  Sanclio  whispered  to  ns  that  he  was 
Dou  Ventura  Rodriguez,  the  hero  and  champion 
of  Loxa,  famous  for  his  prowess  and  the  strength 
of  his  arm.     In  the  time  of  the  French  invasion 
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be  Burprised  six  troopers  who  were  asleep ;  he 
firat  secured  their  horeea,  then  attacked  them  with 
his  sabre,  kilted  some,  and  took  the  rest  prisoners. 
For  this  exploit  the  king  allows  him  a  peseta 
(the  liflh  of  a  duro,  or  dollar)  per  day,  and  has 
dignified  him  with  the  title  of  Don. 

I  was  amused  to  behold  his  swelling  language 
and  demeanor.  He  was  evidently  a  thorough 
Andaluaian,  boastful  as  brave.  His  sabre  was 
always  in  his  hand  or  under  his  arm.  He  carriea 
it  iilways  about  with  him  as  a  child  does  its  doll, 
calls  it  his  Santa  Teresa,  and  says,  "  Wbea  I 
draw  it,  the  earth  trembles  "  (tiembia  la  tierra). 

I  sat  until  a  late  hour  listening  to  the  varied 
themes  of  this  motley  group,  who  mingled  to- 
gether with  the  unreserve  of  a  Spanbh  poeada. 
We  had  contrabaudista  songs,  stories  of  robbers, 
guerrilla  exploits,  aud  M'>orish  legends.  The  last 
were  from  our  handsome  iandiady,  who  gave  a 
poetical  account  of  the  Inllemos,  or  infernal  re- 
gions of  tioxa, — dark  caverns,  in  which  Bubterr&- 
nean  streams  aod  waterfalls  make  a  myslerioos 
sound.  The  common  people  say  that  there  are 
money-coiners  shut  up  there  from  the  time  of  the 
Moors ;  and  that  the  Moorish  kings  kept  their 
treasures  in  those  caverns. 

I  retired  to  bed  with  my  imagination  exdted 
by  all  that  I  had  seen  and  heard  in  this  old  war- 
rior city.  Scarce  had  I  fallen  asleep  when  I  wn? 
aroused  by  a  horrid  din  and  uproar,  that  might 
have  confounded  the  hero  of  La  Manclia  himself, 
whose  experience  of  Spanish  inns  was  a  cmitin. 
Dal  uproar.     It  seemed  for  a  moment  as  if  the 
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Moors  were  once  more  breaking  into  the  town ; 
or  the  infiemos  of  which  mine  hostess  talked  had 
broken  loose.  I  sallied  forth,  half  dressed,  to 
reconnoitre.  It  was  nothing  more  nor  less  Ihan  a 
chai'ivari  to  celebrate  the  nuptials  of  an  old  man 
with  a  buxom  damsel.  Wishing  him  joy  of  his 
bride  and  his  serenade,  I  returucd  to  my  more 
quiet  bed,  and  slept  soundly  unlit  moruing. 

White  dressing,  I  amused  myself  iu  reconnoi- 
tring the  populace  from  my  window.  There 
were  groups  of  fine-looking  young  men  in  the 
trim  fiiuciful  Andalusian  costume,  with  brown 
cloaks,  thrown  about  them  iii  true  Spnnish  style, 
which  cannot  be  imitated,  and  little  round  majo 
hata  stuck  on  with  a  peculiar  knowing  air.  They 
had  the  same  galliard  look  which  I  have  remarked 
among  the  dandy  mountaineers  of  Ronda.  In- 
deed, all  this  part  of  Andalusia  abounds  with 
such  game-looking  characters.  They  loiter  about 
the  towns  and  villages ;  seem  to  have  plenty  of 
time  and  plenty  of  money ;  "  horse  to  ride  and 
weapon  to  wear."  Great  gossips,  great  smokers, 
apt  at  touching  the  guitar,  sin^ng  couplets  to 
their  maju  belles,  and  &mous  dancers  of  the  bo- 
lero. Throughout  all  Spain  the  men,  however 
poor,  have  a  gentlemanlike  abundance  of  lei- 
sure seeming  to  consider  it  the  attribute  of  a 
Inie  cavaliero  never  to  be  in  a  hurry  ;  but  the 
Andalusians  are  gay  as  well  as  leisurely,  -  and 
have  none  of  the  squalid  accompanimenia  of 
idleness.  The  adventurous  contraband  trade 
which  prevaib  throughout  these  mountain  regions, 
and  along  the  maritime  borders  of  Andalusia,  is 
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donbtleaa  at    the  bottom  of  thia   galliard    char- 
acter. 

Id  contract  to  the  costume  of  these  groups  was 
that  of  two  long-legged  Vftleocians  conducUng  a 
donkey,  laden  with  articles  of  merchandise  ;  their 
musket  slung  crossivise  over  his  back,  ready  for 
action.  They  wore  round  jackets  (jalewDs),  wide 
linen  bragHS  or  drawers  scarce  reaching  to  the 
knees  and  looking  like  kilts,  red  fajas  or  sashes 
swathed  tightly  round  their  waists,  sandals  of  es- 
partal  or  ba^s  weed,  colored  kerchiefs  round  their 
heads  somewhat  in  the  style  of  tni'bans,  but  leav- 
ing the  top  of  the  head  uncovered ;  in  short, 
their  whole  appearance  having  much  of  the  tra- 
ditional Moorish  stamp- 
On  leaving  Loza  we  were  joined  by  a  cavalier, 
well  mountcil  and  well  armed,  and  followed  on 
foot  by  an  escopetero  or  musketeer.  He  saluted 
us  courteously,  and  soon  let  us  into  his  quality.  , 
He  was  chief  of  the  customs,  or  rather,  I  should 
suppose,  chief  of  an  armed  company  whose  busi- 
ness it  b  to  patrol  the  roads  and  look  out  for  con- 
crabandistas.  The  escopet«ro  was  one  of  lus 
guards.  In  the  course  of  our  morning's  ride  I 
drew  from  him  some  particulars  conceniing  the 
smugglers,  who  have  risen  to  be  a  kind  of  mon- 
grel <;hiralry  in  Spain.  They  come  into  Anda- 
lusia, he  said,  ?rom  various  parts,  but  especially 
from  La  Moncha  ;  sometimes  to  receive  goods,  to 
be  smuggled  on  an  appointed  night  across  the 
line  at  the  plaza  or  strand  of  Gibraltar  ;  some- 
times to  meet  a  vessel,  which  is  to  hover  on  a 
pven  night  off  a  certain  part  of  the  coast.    They 
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keep  together  and  travel  in  the  night.  In  the 
dfiytime  they  lie  quiet  In  barrancos,  gullies 
of  the  mountains,  or  lonely  farm-houses ;  where 
they  are  generally  well  received,  aa  they  make 
the  femily  liberal  preseDls  of  their  smu^led 
wares.  Indeed,  much  of  the  finery  and  trinkets 
worn  by  the  wives  and  daughters  of  the  moun- 
tain hamlels  and  farm-houses  are  presents  from 
the  gay  and  open-handed  contraband  liitas. 

Arrived  at  the  part  of  the  coast  where  a  vessel 
is  to  meet  them,  they  look  out  at  nigjit  from  some 
rocky  point  or  headland.  If  they  descry  a  sail 
near  the  shore  tliey  make  a  concerled  signal ; 
sometimes  it  consists  in  suddenly  displaying  a 
lantern  three  times  from  beneath  the  folds  of  a 
cloak.  K  the  signal  is  answered,  they  descend 
to  the  shore  and  prepare  for  quick  work.  The 
vessel  rutis  close  in  ;  all  her  boats  are  busy  land- 
ing tlie  smuggled  goods,  made  up  into  snug  pack- 
ages for  transportation  on  horseback.  These  are 
tiastily  thrown  on  the  beach,  as  hastily  ^thered 
up  and  packed  on  the  horses,  and  then  the  con- 
trabandistas  clatter  off  to  tbe  mountains.  They 
travel  by  the  roughest,  wildest,  and  moet  solitary 
roads,  where  it  is  almost  fruitless  lo  pursue  them. 
The  custom-house  guards  do  not  attempt  It :  they 
take  a  different  course.  Wlien  they  hear  of  one 
of  these  bands  returning  full  freighted  through 
the  mountains,  they  go  out  in  force,  sometimes 
twelve  infantry  oud  eight  horsemen,  and  take 
their  station  where  the  mounlaiu  delile  opens  into 
the  plain.  The  in&ntry,  who  lie  in  ambush  some 
distance  within  the  defile,  suffer  the  band  to  pass, 
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then  rise  and  fire  npon  them.  The  contraban- 
distaa  dash  forward,  but  are  met  in  front  b7  the 
horsemen.  A  wild  skirmish  ensues.  The  coa- 
trabandigtas,  if  bard  pressed,  become  desperate. 
Some  dismount,  uae  their  horses  as  breastworks, 
and  fire  over  their  backs  ;  others  cut  the  cords, 
let  the  packs  fall  off  to  delay  the  enemy,  and 
endeavor  to  escape  mtb  their  steeds.  Some  get 
off  in  this  way  with  the  loss  of  their  packages ; 
some  are  taken,  honws,  packages,  and  all ;  others 
abandon  everything,  and  make  their  escape  by 
scrambling  up  the  mountains.  "  And  then," 
cried  Sancho,  who  had  been  listening  with  a 
greedy  ear,  " se  hacen  ladrtmet  le^ttmoa"  —  and 
then  they  become  legitimate  robbers. 

I  could  not  help  laughing  at  Sancho'e  idea  of  . 
a  legitimate  calling  of  the  kind  ;  but  the  chief 
of  customs  told  me  it  was  really  the  case  that 
the  smu^lers,  when  thus  reduced  to  extremity, 
thought  they  had  a  kind  of  right  to  take  the 
road,  and  lay  travellers  under  contribution,  until 
they  had  collected  funds  enough  to  mount  and 
equip  themselves  in  contrabandista  style. 

Towards  noon  our  wayiaring  companion  took 
leave  of  us  and  turned  up  a  sleep  defile,  fol- 
lowed by  his  escopetero  ;  and  shortly  afterwards 
we  emerged  from  the  mountains,  and  entered 
npon  the  far-famed  Vega  of  Granada. 

Our  last  mid-day's  repast  was  taken  under  a 
grove  of  olive-trees  on  the  border  of  a  rivulet. 
We  were  in  a  classical  neighborhood ;  for  not 
bx  off  were  the  grovel  and  orchards  of  the  Soto 
je  Boma.     This,  according  to  fabulous  tradition. 
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was  a  retreat  founded  by  Coant  Julian  to  con- 
Bole  his  daughter  FIorindtL  It  was  a  rural  re^ 
Bort  of  the  Moorish  kiugs  of  Granada ;  and  haa 
in  modern  Limes  been  granted  to  the  Duke  of 
Wellington. 

Our  worthy  squire  made  a  half  melancholy 
face  as  he  drew  forth,  for  the  last  time,  the  eon* 
tents  of  his  alforjas,  lamenting  that  our  expedi- 
tion was  drawing  to  a  close,  for,  with  such  cava- 
liers, he  said,  he  could  travel  to  the  world's  end. 
Our  repasl,  however,  was  a  gay  one  ;  mode  under 
such  delightful  auspices.  The  day  n-as  without 
a  cloud.  The  heat  of  the  sun  was  tempered  by 
cool  breezes  from  the  mountains.  Before  us  ex- 
tended the  glorious  Vega.  In  the  distance  was 
rumantjc  Granada  snimounted  by  the  ruddy  lowers 
of  the  AlliHrahra,  while  far  above  it  the  snowy 
Bummits  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  shone  like  silver. 

Our  repast  finished,  we  sprend  our  cloaks  and 
took  our  last  siesta  al  Jresco,  lulled  by  the  hum- 
ming of  bees  nmong  the  flowers  and  Che  notes  of 
doves  among  the  olive-trees.  When  the  suliry 
hours  were  passed  we  resumed  our  journey. 
After  a  time  we  overtook  a  pursy  little  man, 
shaped  not  unlike  a  toad  and  mounted  on  a  mule. 
He  fell  into  conversation  with  Sancho,  and  find- 
ing we  were  strangers,  undertook  lo  guide  us  to 
a  good  posada.  He  was  an  escribano  (notary), 
he  said,  and  knew  the  city  ns  thoroughly  as  his 
own  pocket.  "  Ah  Dios  Seiiores !  what  a  city 
you  are  going  lo  see.  Such  streets  !  such  squares  I 
euch  palaces  1  and  then  the  women  —  ah  Santa 
Uaria  purisima  —  what  women  ! "  —  "  But  the 
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posada  yoo  talk  of,"  said  I,  "  are  you  sure  it  a 
ft  good  one?" 

"  Good  !  Saota  Miiria!  the  best  in  Ornnada. 
Saloncs  grandes  —  caraas  de  luxo  —  colchones 
de  pluma  (grand  saloons  —  luxur'ious  sleeping- 
rooms  —  beds  of  down).  Ah,  seiSores,  jrou  will 
fiire  like  King  Chico  in  the  Alharabra." 

*■  And  how  will  my  horses  fare  ?  "  cried  Sanchc . 

"  Like  King  Chico's  horses.  Chocolate  con 
Uche  y  hollos  para  almuerza  "  (chocolate  and  milk 
with  sugiir  cakes  for  breakfust),  giving  the  squire 
a  knowing  wink  and  a  leer. 

After  snch  satisfactory  accounts,  nothing  more 
was  to  be  desired  on  that  liead.  So  we  rode 
quietly  on,  the  squab  little  notary  taking  the  lead, 
and  turning  to  ua  every  moment  with  some  fresh 
exclamation  about  the  grandeurs  of  Granada  and 
the  famous  times  we  were  to  have  at  the  posada. 
Thus  escorted,  we  passed  between  hedges  of 
aloes  and  Indian  Rgs,  and  through  that  wilderness 
of  gardens  with  which  the  vega  is  embroidered, 
and  arrived  about  sunset  at  the  gates  of  the  city. 
Our  oSicious  little  conductor  conveyed  us  up  one 
street  and  down  another,  until  be  rode  into  the 
court-yard  of  an  inn  where  lie  appeared  to  be 
perfectly  at  home.  Summoning  the  landlord  by 
bis  Chrbtian  name,  he  committed  us  lo  his  care  as 
two  cavalleros  de  mucho  valor,  worthy  of  his  l>est 
apartments  and  most  sumptuous  fare.  We  wero 
instantly  reminded  of  the  patronizing  stranger 
vho  introduced  Gil  Bias  with  such  a  flourish  of 
trumpets  to  the  host  and  hostess  of  the  inn  at 
Pennaflor,  ordering  trouts  for  his  supper,  and  eat^ 
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ing  voraciously  at  his  expense.  "  You  know 
not  wbftt  you  possess,"  cried  he  to  the  innkeeper 
and  his  wife-  "  You  have  a  treasure  in  your 
house.  Behold  in  tliis  young  gentleman  the 
eighth  wonder  of  the  world  —  nothing  in  ihis 
liouse  is  too  good  for  Seiior  Gil  Bias  of  Santtl- 
Inne,    who    deserves    to    be   enlfirlained    like    a 

Detennined  that  the  little  notary  should  not 
eat  troula  at  our  expense,  like  his  prototype  of 
Pennaflor,  we  forbore  to  ask  him  to  supper  ;  nor 
bad  we  reason  to  reproach  ourselves  widi  ingrat- 
itude, for  we  found  before  morning  the  little 
varlet,  who  was  no  doubt  a  good  iHend  of  the 
landlord,  had  decoyed  us  into  one  of  the  shabbiest 
poeadas  in  Granada. 
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10  the  traveller  imbued  with  a  feeling  for 
I  the  historical  and  poetical,  so  inseparaLly 

1  iatertwined  in  the  annala  of  romantic 

Spain,  tlie  Alhambra  is  as  much  an  object  of  de- 
votion as  is  the  Caaba  to  ail  true  Moslems.  How 
manj*  legends  and  traditions,  (I'liB  and  labidous, — 
how  many  songs  and  ballads,  ArabLm  and  Span- 
ish,  of  love  and  war  and  chivalry,  arc  associated 
with  this  OrienlAl  pile  I  It  was  the  royal  abode 
of  the  Moorish  kings,  where,  surrounded  with  the 
splendors  and  refinements  of  Asiatic  luxury,  they 
held  dominion  over  what  ihey  vaunted  aa  a  terres- 
trial paradise,  and  made  their  lust  etnud  for  em- 
pire in  Spain.  The  royal  palace  forms  but  a 
part  of  a  fortress,  the  walla  of  which,  studded 
with  towers,  stretch  irregiilaily  round  the  whole 
crest  of  a  hill,  a  spur  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  or 
Snowy  Mountains,  and  overlook  the  city  ;  eiler- 
nally  it  is  a  rude  congregation  of  towers  and  bat- 
tlements, with  no  regularity  of  plan  nor  grace  of 
architecture,  and  giving  little  promise  of  the 
grace  and  beauty  which  prevail  within. 

In  the    time  of  the    Moors  the  fortress  was 
capable    of  containing   within  its  outward    pre- 
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cincts  an  army  of  forty  thousand  raen,  and  served 
occitsionally  as  a  strong-hold  of  the  sovereigns 
against  their  rebellious  subjects.  After  the  king- 
dom had  passed  into  the  hands  of  the  Christiaos, 
the  Alhambra  continued  to  be  a  royal  demesne, 
and  was  occnsionally  inhabited  by  the  Oistilian 
monarchs.  The  emperor  Charles  V.  commenced 
a  sumptuous  palace  within  its  walls,  but  was  de- 
terred from  completing  it  by  repeated  shocks  of 
earthquakes.  The  last  royal  residents  were 
Philip  V.  and  his  beautiful  queen,  Elizabella  of 
Parma,  early  in  the  eighteenth  century.  Great 
prepariitions  were  made  for  their  reception.  The 
palace  and  gardens  were  placed  in  a  state  of  re- 
pair, and  a  new  suite  of  apartments  erected,  and 
decorated  by  artists  brought  from  Italy.  The 
sojourn  of  the  sovereigns  was  transient,  and  alter 
their  departure  the  paliice  once  more  became  des- 
olate. Still  the  place  was  maintained  wilh  some 
military  slate.  The  governor  held  it  immediately 
from  the  crown,  ils  jurisdiction  extended  down 
into  the  suburbs  of  the  city,  and  was  independent 
of  the  captain-general  of  Granada,  A  consid- 
erable garrison  was  kept  up ;  the  governor  had 
his  apartments  in  the  front  of  the  old  Moorish 
palace,  and  never  descended  into  Granada  with- 
out some  military  parade.  The  fortress,  in  fact, 
was  a  little  town  of  itself,  having  several  streets 
of  houses  within  its  walls,  together  with  a  Fran- 
ciscaa  convent  and  a  parochial  church. 

The  desertion  of  the  court,  however,  was  a 
fatal-  blow  to  the  Alhambra.  Its  beautiful  halls 
became  desolate,  and  some  of  them  fell  to  ruin  ; 
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(he  gnrdens  were  deetrojed,  and  the  fountuins 
ceased  to  play.  By  degrees  the  dwellings  be- 
came filled  with  a  loose  and  lawless  population  : 
contrabandistas,  who  availed  themselves  of  its 
independent  jurisdiction  to  carry  on  a  wide  and 
daring  course  of  .smuggling,  and  thieves  and 
rogues  of  all  sorts,  who  made  this  their  place 
of  refuge  whence  they  might  depredate  upon 
Granada  and  its  vicinity.  The  strong  arm  of 
government  at  leugth  iiiterfereJ  ;  the  whole  com- 
munity was  tlioroughly  sifted  ;  none  were  suffered 
to  remain  but  such  as  were  of  honest  character, 
and  had  legitimate  right  to  a  residence  ;  the 
greater  part  of  the  houses  were  demolished  and 
a  mere  hamlet  lef^,  with  the  parochial  church  and 
the  Franciscan  convent.  During  the  recent  troub- 
les in  Spain,  when  Granada  was  in  the  hands  of 
the  French,  the  Alhambra  was  garrisoned  by 
their  troops,  and  the  palace  was  occasionally  in- 
habited by  the  French  commander.  With  that 
enlightened  taste  which  has  ever  distinguished 
the  French  nation  in  their  conquests,  this  monn- 
meut  of  Moorish  elegance  and  grandeur  was  res- 
cued from  the  absolute  ruiu  and  desolation  that 
were  overwhelming  it.  The  roofe  were  repaired, 
the  saloons  and  galleries  protected  from  the 
weather,  the  gardens  cultivated,  the  watercourses 
restored,  the  fountains  once  more  made  to  throw 
up  their  sparkling  showers ;  and  Spain  may  thank 
her  invaders  for  having  preserved  to  her  the  most 
beautiful  and  interesting  of  her  hisloiical  monu- 
qients. 

On  the  departure  of  the  French  they  blew  up 


rv  Google 


52  REPAIRS  OF    THE  PALACE. 

sereral  towers  of  the  outer  wall,  ecad  left  the  for< 
ttflcations  scarcely  tenable.  Siace  that  time  the 
military  importance  of  the  post  is  ntan  end.  The 
garrison  is  a  handful  of  invalid  soldiers,  whose 
principal  duty  ia  to  guard  some  of  the  outer  tow- 
ers, which  serve  occasionally  ae  a  prison  of  state  ; 
and  the  governor,  abandoning  the  lofty  hill  of  the 
Alhambra,  resides  in  the  centre  of  Granada,  for 
tlie  more  convenient  dispatch  of  hb  official  duties. 
I  ctumot  conclude  this  brief  notice  of  the  state  of 
the  fortress  without  bearing  testimony  to  the  hon- 
orable exertions  of  its  present  commander,  Don 
Francisco  de  Serna,  who  is  tasking  all  the  limited 
resources  at  his  command  to  put  the  palace  in  a 
state  of  repair,  and  by  hia  judicious  precautions  has 
for  some  time  arrested  its  too  certain  decay.  Had 
bis  predecessors  discharged  the  duties  of  their 
station  with  equal  fidelity,  the  Alhambra  might 
yet  have  remtiined  in  almost  its  pristine  beauty  •■ 
were  government  to  second  him  with  means  equal 
to  his  zeal,  this  relic  of  it  might  still  be  preserved 
for  many  generations  to  adorn  the  land,  and 
attract  the  curious  and  enlightened  of  every 
clime. 

Our  first  object  of  course,  on  the  morning  af- 
ter our  arrival,  was  a  visit  to  this  time-honored 
edifice ;  it  has  been  so  often,  however,  and  so 
minutely  described  by  travellers,  that  I  shall  not 
undertake  to  give  a  comprehensive  and  elaborate 
account  of  it,  but  merely  occasional  sketches  of 
parts,  with  the  incidents  and  aseocialions  con- 
nected with  them. 

Leaving   our  posada,  and   traversing   the  re- 
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nowned  square  of  the  Yivarramblfi)  ouc«  tlie 
scene  of  Moorish  jousls  and  touroaments,  now  a 
crowded  market-place,  we  proceeded  along  the 
Zncatin,  the  main  street  of  what,  iu  the  time  of 
the  Moors,  was  the  Great  Bazaar,  and  where 
small  flliops  and  narrow  alleys  still  retain  the  Ori- 
ental character.  Crossing  an  open  place  in  front 
of  the  palace  of  the  captain-general,  we  ascended 
a  confined  and  winding  street,  the  name  of  which 
reminded  us  of  the  chivalrie  days  of  Granada. 
It  is  called  the  OaUe,  or  street  of  the  Gomeres, 
from  a  Moorish  femily  famous  in  chronicle  and 
song.  This  street  ltd  up  to  the  Poerta  de  lae 
Granadas,  a  ntassive  gateway  of  Grecian  archi- 
tecture, built  by  Charles  V.,  forming  the  entrance 
to  the  domains  of  the  Alhambra. 

At  the  gate  were  two  or  three  ra^ed  super- 
attnuated  soldiers,  dozing  on  a  stone  bench,  the 
successors  of  the  Zegris  and  the  Abencerragea  ; 
while  a  lall,  meagre  varlet,  whose  rusty-brown 
cloak  was  evidently  intended  to  conceal  the 
ragged  state  of  his  nether  garments,  was  loung- 
ing in  the  sunshine  and  gossiping  with  an  ancient 
sentinel  on  duty.  He  joined  us  as  we  entered 
the  gate,  and  offered  his  services  to  show  us  the 
fortress. 

I  liave  a  traveller's,  dblike  to  officious  cice- 
roni, and  did  not  alti^ether  like  the  garb  of  the 
applicant. 

**  You  are  well  acquainted  with  the  place,  I 
presume  ?  ** 

"  Ninguno  mas ;  pues  seSor,  soy  hijo  de  la  Al- 
hambra."—  (Nobody  better;  in  fact,  sir,  I  am  a 
wn  of  the  Alhambra !) 


rv  Google 


B4  TBE  BON  OF   THE  ALBAMBRA. 

The  common  Spaniards  have  certainly  a  most 
poetical  waj*  of  expressing  themselires.  "  A  son 
of  the  Alhambm  !  "  the  appellation  caught  me  at 
once  i  the  very  tattered  garb  of  my  new  acquaint- 
aoce  assumed  a  dignity  in  my  eyts.  It  was 
emblematic  of  ihe  fortunes  of  the  pLice,  and  be- 
fitted the  progeny  of  a  miif. 

I  put  some  further  questions  to  bim,  and  found 
that  his  title  was  legitimate.  Mis  family  had 
lived  in  the  fortress  from  generation  to  geneio- 
tion  ever  since  the  time  of  the  Couquesi.  His 
name  was  Mat«o  Ximenes.  "  Then,  perhaps," 
said  I,  ''you  may  be  a  descendant  from  the  great 
Cardinal  Ximenes  ?  " —  "  Dios  Sabe  !  God  knows, 
SeSor !  It  may  be  so.  We  are  the  oldest  family 
in  the  Alliambra,  —  Ckriitianos  Viejos,  old  Chria- 
ttana,  without  any  taint  of  Moor  or  Jew,  I 
know  we  belong  to  some  great  family  or  other, 
but  I  forget  whom.  My  father  knows  all  about 
it :  he  has  the  coat  of  arms  hanging  up  in  his 
cottage,  up  in  the  fortress."  There  is  not  any 
Spaniard,  however  poor,  but  has  some  claim  to 
high  pedigree.  The  first  title  of  this  ragged  wor- 
thy, however,  had  completely  captivated  me ;  so 
I  gladly  accepted  the  services  of  the  "  son  of  the 
Alhambrn." 

We  now  found  ourselves  in  a  deep  narrow 
ravine,  filled  with  beautiful  groves,  with  a  steep 
avenue,  and  various  footpaths  winding  throush  it, 
bordered  with  stone  seats,  and  ornamented  with 
fountains.  To  our  left  we  beheld  the  towers  of 
the  Alhambra  beetling  above  us ;  to  our  right, 
an    the    opposite   aide   of  the    ravine,  we  were 
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equally  dominated  by  rival  towers  on  a  rocky 
eraineDce.  These,  we  were  told,  were  the  Torres 
Vermejoa,  or  vermilion  lowers,  so  called  from 
their  ruddy  bue.  No  one  knows  tlieir  origin. 
They  are  of  a  date  much  anterior  to  the  Alham- 
bm  :  some  suppose  them  to  have  been  built  by 
the  Romans;  others,  by  some  wandering  colony 
of  Phoenicians.  Ascending  the  steep  Hnd  sliady 
avenue,  we  arrived  at  the  foot  of  a  huge  square 
Moorish  tower,  forming  a  kind  of  barbican, 
through  which  passed  the  main  entrance  to  the 
fortress.  Within  the  barbican  waa  another  group 
of  velerun  invalids,  one  mounting  guard  at  the 
portal,  while  the  rest,  wrapped  in  their  tattered 
cloaks,  ?lept  on  the  atone  benches.  This  portal 
is  called  the  Gate  of  Justice,  from  the  tribunal 
held  within  its  porch  during  [iie  Moslem  domina- 
tion, for  the  immediate  trial  of  petty  causes  :  a 
custom  common  to  the  Oriental  nations,  and  oc- 
Cflsioually  alluded  to  in  the  Sacred  Scriptures. 
"  Judges  aad  ofScers  ahalt  thou  make  thee  in  oA 
Ay  gates,  and  they  shall  judge  the  people  with 
just  judgment." 

The  great  vestibule,  or  porch  of  the  gale,  ih 
formed  by  an  immense  Arabian  arch,  of  the 
horseshoe  form,  which  springs  to  half  the  heiglit 
of  the  tower.  On  the  keystone  of  this  arch  is 
engraven  a  gigantic  hand.  Within  the  vestibule, 
on  the  keystone  of  the  portal,  is  sculptured,  in 
like  mauner,  a  gigantic  key.  Those  who  pretend 
to  some  knowledge  of  Mohammedan  symbols,  af- 
firm that  the  hand  is  the  emblem  of  doctrine; 
the  fivtt  fingei's  designating  the  five  principal  com* 
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mandmenta  of  the  creed  of  Islam,  faatiog,  pilgrim 
age,  ftlnis-givtDg,  ablution,  and  war  against  infi- 
dels. Tlie  key,  say  they,  ia  the  emblem  of  the 
fuith  or  of  power;  the  key  of  Daoud,  or  David, 
transmitted  to  the  propheL  "  And  the  key  of  the 
house  of  David  will  I  lay  npon  his  shoulder ;  so 
he  shall  open  and  none  ahall  shut,  and  he  shall 
shut  and  none  shall  open.  (Isaiah  xxii.  22.)  The 
key  we  are  told  was  emblazoned  on  the  stamlard 
of  the  Moslems  in  opposition  to  the  Christian  em- 
blem of  the  cross,  when  they  subdued  Spain  or 
Andalusia.  It  betokened  the  conquering  power 
invested  in  the  prophet.  "  lie  that  bath  the  key 
of  David,  he  that  opeoeth  and  no  man  shutleth ; 
and  shuttetli  and  no  man  opeoeth."  (Bev.  iii.  7.) 

A  difierent  explanation  of  these  emblems,  how- 
ever, was  given  by  the  legitimate  son  of  the  Al- 
hambra,  and  one  more  in  unison  with  the  nations 
of  the  common  people,  who  attach  something  of 
mystery  and  mi^c  to  everything  Moorish,  and 
liave  all  kinds  of  superstitions  connected  with  this 
old  Moslem  fortress.  According  to  Maleo,  it  was 
a  tradiljon  handed  down  from  the  oldest  inhabi- 
tants, and  which  he  had  from  his  father  and  grand- 
fhlher,  that  the  hand  and  key  vrere  magical  de- 
vices  on  which  the  fate  of  the  Alhambra  depended. 
The  Moorish  king  who  built  it  was  a  great  magi- 
cian, or,  as  some  believed,  had  sold  himself  to 
the  devil,  and  had  laid  the  whole  fortrei^  under  a 
magic  spelL  By  this  means  it  had  remained 
standing  for  several  yeat«,  lu  defiance  of  storms 
and  earthquakes,  while  almost  all  other  buildings 
sf  the  Moors  had  fallen  to  ruin  and  dii^i'pcmed 
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This  spell,  the  traditJoD  weut  od  to  say,  would 
Insl  until  tlie  hand  ou  the  outer  aruh  should  reach 
iloivii  and  grasp  the  key,  when  the  wholu  pile 
would  tumble  to  pieces,  and  all  the  treasures 
buried  beueath  it  by  the  Moors  would  be  re- 
pealed. 

Notwitlistatidiiig  this  ominous  prediction,  we 
reiilurud  to  paas  through  the  Hpeil-bound  gatoway, 
feeling  some  little  assurance  against  magic  art  in 
the  ppolection  of  the  Virgin,  a  sialue  of  whom 
we  observed  above  the  portal. 

After  passiiig  tlirough  the  barbican,  we  as- 
cended a  narrow  lane,  winding  between  walls, 
and  came  on  an  open  esplanade  within  tlie  fortress, 
called  the  Flaza  da  los  Algibes,  or  Place  of  the 
Cisterns,  from  great  reservoirs  which  undermine 
il,  cut  in  the  living  rock  by  the  Moors  to  receive 
the  water  brought  by  conduits  from  the  Darro, 
for  the  supply  of  the  fortroas.  Here,  also,  is  a 
well  of  Immense  depth,  fumishing  the  purest  and 
coldest  of  water,  —  another  monument  of  the  del- 
icate taste  of  the  Moors,  who  were  indefaligable 
in  their  exertions  to  obtain  that  element  in  its 
crystal  purity. 

In  front  of  this  esplanade  is  the  splendid  pile 
commenced  by  Giuu-les  V.,  and  intended,  it  is 
said,  to  eclipse  the  residence  of  the  Moorish  kings. 
Much  of  the  Oriental  edifice  inteudcd  for  the 
winter  season  was  demolished  to  make  way  for 
this  massive  pile.  The  grand  entrance  was 
blocked  up  ;  so  that  the  present  entrance  to  the 
Moorish  palace  is  through  a  simple  and  almost 
humble  portal  in  a  corner.    With  all  the  n 
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grandeur  and  architectural  merit  of  the  palace  of 
Charles  v.,  we  regarded  it  as  an  arrogaot  in 
truder,  and  passing  by  it  with  a  feeling  alcoost  of 
Bcorn,  rang  at  the  Moslem  portal. 

While  waitiug  for  admittance,  our  eelf-imposed 
cicerone,  Mateo  Ximenes,  informed  us  that  the 
royal  palace  was  intrusled  lo  the  care  of  a  wor- 
*hy  old  maiden  dame  called  DuSa  Antoaia-Molina, 
but  who,  ac<x)rding  to  Spanish  custom,  went  by 
the  more  neighborly  appellaiion  of  Tia  Antonia 
(Aunt  Antouia),  who  mniuULined  the  Moorish 
halls  and  gardens  iu  order  and  showed  them  to 
strangers.  While  we  were  lalking,  the  door  was 
opened  by  a  plump  little  black-eyed  Andalusian 
damsel,  whom  Mateo  addressed  as  Dolores,  but 
who  from  her  bright  looks  and  cheerful  disposi- 
tion evideiidy  merited  a  merrier  name.  Mateo 
informed  me  in  a  whii^per  thai  she  was  the  niece 
of  Tia  Antonia,  and  1  found  she  was  the  good 
fairy  who  was  to  conduct  us  Lhrougli  the  en- 
chanted palace.  Under  her  guidance  we  crossed 
the  threshold,  and  were  at  once  transported,  aa  if 
by  magic  wand,  into  other  times  and  an  oriental 
realm,  and  were  treading  the  scenes  of  Arabian 
story.  Nothing  could  be  in  greater  contrast  tlian 
the  unpromising  exterior  of  the  pile  with  the 
scene  now  before  us.  We  found  ourselves  in  a 
yast  patio  or  court,  one  hundred  and  fifly  feet  iu 
length,  and  upwards  of  eighty  feet  in  breadth, 
paved  with  white  marble,  and  decorated  at 
each  end  with  light  Moorish  peristyles,  one  of. 
which  supported  an  elegant  gallery  of  fretted 
vxihitecture.     Along  the  mouldings  of  the  cor- 
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nices  aiid  on  various  parts  of  the  walU  were 
3scutcheoiis  and  ciphers,  and  ciific  and  Arabic 
characters  in  high  relief,  repeating  the  piooa 
mottoes  of  the  Sloslem  mouarcbs,  the  builders 
of  the  Alhftmbra,  or  estoUing  their  grandeur  aud 
munificonce.  Along  the  centre  of  the  court  ex- 
tended au  immense  basin  or  tank  (estanquc),  a 
hundred  and  twenty-four  feet  in  length,  twenty- 
seven  in  breadth,  and  five  in  depth,  receiving  its 
water  from  two  marble  vases.  Hence  it  is  called 
the  Court  of  the  Alberca  (from  al  Beerkah,  the 
Arabic  for  a  pond  or  tank).  Great  numbers  of 
gold-tish  were  to  be  seen  gleaming  through  the 
waters  of  the  basin,  aud  it  was  bordered  by 
bedgea  of  roses. 

Pii^sing  from  the  coLtft  of  the  Alberca  under  a 
Moorish  archway,  we  entered  the  renowned  court 
of  Lions.  No  part  of  the  edifice  gives  a  more 
complete  idea  of  its  original  beauty  than  this,  for 
Done  has  suffered  so  little  from  the  ravages  of 
time.  In  the  centre  stands  the  fountain  famous 
in  BODg  and  story.  The  alabaster  basins  still  shed 
their  diamond  drops ;  the  twelve  lions  wtucli 
support  thein,  and  give  the  court  its  name,  still 
cast  forth  crystal  streams  as  in  the  days  of  Boab- 
diL  The  lions,  however,  are  unworthy  of  their 
fame,  being  of  miserable  sculpture,  the  work  prob- 
ably of  some  Christian  captive.  Tlie  court  is 
laid  out  in  flower-beds,  instead  of  its  ancient  and 
q>propriate  pavement  of  tiles  or  marble  ;  the  al- 
teration, an  instance  of  bad  taste,  was  made  by 
the  French  when  in  possession  of  Granada. 
Bound  the  four  aides  of  the  court  are  light  Ara- 
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bian  arctwles  of  open  filigree  work,  supported  by 
slender  pillure  of  white  marble,  which  it  is  sup- 
posed were  originally  gilded.  The  architecture, 
like  that  in  most  parts  of  the  inlerior  of  the  palace, 
is  characterized  by  elegance  rather  than  grandeur, 
bespeaking  a  delicate  aud  graceful  taste,  and  a 
disposition  to  indolent  enjoyment.  When  one 
looks  upon  the  fairy  traces  of  the  peristyles,  and 
the  apparently  fragile  fretwork  of  the  walla,  it  is 
diificult  to  believe  that  so  much  has  survived  the 
wear  and  tear  of  centuries,  the  shocks  of  earth- 
quakes, the  violence  of  war,  and  the  quiet,  though 
no  less  baneful,  pilferiugs  of  the  tasteful  traveller : 
it  is  almost  suflicient  to  excuse  the  popular  tra- 
dition, that  the  whole  is  protected  by  a  magic 
charm. 

On  one  side  of  the  court  a  rich  portal  opens 
into  the  Halt  of  the  Abencerrages  :  so  called  from 
the  gallant  cavaliers  of  that  illustrious  line  who 
were  here  perfidiously  massacred.  There  are 
6ome  who  doubt  the  whole  story,  but  our  humble 
cicerone  Mateo  pointed  out  the  very  wicket  of  the 
portal  through  which  they  were  introduced  one 
by  one  into  the  court  of  Lions,  and  the  while 
marble  fountain  in  the  centre  of  the  hall  beside 
which  they  were  beheaded.  He  showed  us  also- 
certain  broad  ruddy  stains  on  the  pavement, 
traces  of  their  blood,  which,  according  to  popular 
belief,  can  never  be  effaced. 

Finding  we  listened  to  him  apparently  with 
easy  faith,  he  added,  that  there  was  often  heard 
at  night,  in  the  court  of  Lions,  a  low  confused 
sound,  resembling  the  murmuring  of  a  multitude ; 
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•md  now  and  then  a  faint  tinkling,  like  the  dis- 
tant clank  of  chains.  These  sounds  were  made 
hj  the  spirits  of  the  murdered  Abencenuges ; 
who  nightly  haunt  the  scene  of  their  suffering 
and  invoke  the  vengeance  of  Heaven  on  their 
destroyer. 

The  sounds  in  question  had  no  doubt  been  pro- 
duced, as  I  hLid  afterwards  an  opportunity  of  aa- 
certaining,  by  the  bubbling  currents  and  tinkling 
falls  of  water  conducted  under  the  pavement 
through  pipes  and  channels  to  supply  the  foun- 
tains ;  but  I  was  loo  considerate  to  iulimate  such 
an  idea  to  the  humble  chronicler  of  the  Alhambra. 

Encouraged  by  my  easy  credulity,  Mateo  gave 
me  the  tbllowing  as  an  undoubted  fact,  which  he 
had  from  his  grundiather:  — 

There  was  once  an  invalid  soldier,  who  had 
charge  of  the  Alhambra  to  show  it  to  strangers  j 
as  he  was  one  evening,  about  tivilight,  passing 
through  the  court  of  Lions,  he  heard  footsteps  on 
the  Hall  of  the  Abenceirages ;  supposing  some 
strangers  to  be  lingering  there,  he  advanced  to 
attend  upon  them,  when  to  his  astonishment  ho 
beheld  four  Moors  richly  dressed,  with  gilded 
cuirasses  and  cimetera,  and  poniards  glittering 
with  precious  stones.  They  were  walking  to  and 
fro,  with  solemn  pace  ;  but  paused  and  beckoned 
to  him.  The  old  soldier,  however,  took  to  flight, 
and  could  never  aClerwarda  be  prevailed  upon  to 
snter  the  Alhambra.  Thus  it  is  that  men  some- 
doies  turn  their  backs  upon  fortune  ;  for  it  is  the 
GnD  opinion  of  Mateo,  tliat  the  Moors  intended 
to  reveal   the   place  where   their  treasures  lay 
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buried.  A  successor  to  the  invalid  soldier  wai 
more  knowing ;  he  came  to  the  Alharabra  poor  ; 
but  Rt  tlie  end  of  a  year  went  off  lo  Malaga, 
bought  houses,  set  up  a  carriage,  and  etill  lives 
there,  one  of  the  richest  as  well  as  oldest  lueu  of 
the  place ;  all  which,  Mateo  sagely  surmised,  was 
in  consequence  of  his  finding  out  the  golden  se- 
cret of  these  phantom  Moors. 

I  now  perceived  I  bad  made  an  invaluable  ac- 
4^uaintauce  in  this  son  of  the  Alhambra,  one  who 
knew  all  the  apocryphal  history  of  the  place,  and 
lirmly  believed  in  it,  and  whose  memory  was 
stuffed  with  a  kind  of  knowledge  for  which  I 
have  a  lurking  fancy,  but  which  ia  loo  apt  to  be 
considered  rubbisb  by  less  indulgent  philosophers. 
I  determined  to  cultivate  the  aci|uaiutance  of  this 
learned  Thebau. 

Immediately  opposite  the  hall  of  the  Abencer- 
rages,  n  portal,  ricbly  adorned,  leads  inio  a  hall 
of  less  tragical  associations.  It  is  light  and  lofty, 
exquisitely  graceful  in  ils  architecture,  paved 
with  white  marble,  and  bears  the  suggestive 
name  of  the  Hall  of  the  Two  Sisters.  Some 
destroy  the  romance  of  the  name  by  attributing 
it  to  two  enormous  slabs  of  alabaster  which  lie 
side  by  side,  and  form  a  great  part  of  the  pave- 
ment :  au  opinion  strongly  supported  by  Mateo 
Ximenes.  Others  are  disposed  to  give  the  name 
a  more  poetical  significance,  as  the  vague  me- 
morinl  of  Moorish  beauties  who  once  graced  this 
hall,  which  was  evidently  a  part  of  the  royal 
borem.  This  opinion  I  was  happy  to  find  enter- 
tained by  our  l.ltle  bright-eyed  guide,  Dolores, 
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who  pointed  to  s  balcony  over  on  inner  porch  j 
which  gallery,  she  had  been  told,  belonged  to  the 
women's  apartment.  "  You  see,  sefior,"  said  she, 
"it  is  all  grated  and  latticed,  like  the  gallery  in 
a  convent  chapel  where  the  nuns  hear  mass  ;  for 
the  Moorish  kings  "  added  she,  indignantly,  "  shut 
irp  their  wives  just  like  nuns." 

The  latticed  "jalousies,"  in  fact,  still  remain, 
whence  the  dark-eyed  beauties  of  the  harem 
might  gaze  unseen  upon  the  znmbras  and  othei' 
dances  and  entertain  men  l^  of  the  hall  below. 

On  each  side  of  this  hall  are  recesses  or  al 
coves  for  ottomans  and  couches,  on  which  the 
voluptuous  lords  of  the  Alhambra  indulged  in 
that  dreamy  repose  so  dear  to  the  Orientalists. 
A  cupola  or  lantern  admits  a  tempered  light  from 
above  and  a  free  circulation  of  mr ;  while  on  one 
side  is  heard  the  refreshing  sound  of  waters  from 
the  fountain  of  the  lions,  and  on  the  other  side 
the  soft  plash  from  the  basin  in  the  garden  of 
Lindaraxa. 

It  is  impossible  to  contemplate  this  scene,  so 
perfectly  Oriental,  without  feeling  the  early  asso- 
ciations of  Arabian  romance,  and  almost  expect- 
ing to  see  the  white  arm  of  some  mysterious 
princess  beckoning  from  the  gallery,  or  some  dark 
eye  sparkling  through  the  lattice.  The  abode  of 
beauty  is  here  as  if  it  had  %een  inhabited  but 
yesferday ;  but  where  are  the  two  sisters,  where 
the  Zoraydas  and  Lindaraxas  ! 

An  abundant  supply  of  water,  brought  from 
the  mountains  by  old  Moorish  aqueducts,  circu- 
lalea  throughout  the  palace,  stipplying  its  bath* 
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and  fisli  'pools,  sparkling  in  jets  willijn  its  halls 
ar  murmuring  inchatmeb  along  the  marble  pave* 
meots.  When  it  has  paid  il8  tribute  to  the  royal 
pilK,  and  visited  its  gardens  aiid  parterres,  it  flows 
down  the  long  avenue  leading  to  the  eity,  dnk- 
liiig  in  rills,  gushing  in  fountains,  and  maintaining 
a  perpetual  verdure  in  those  groves  that  embower 
and  beautify  the  whole  hill  of  the  Alhambra. 

Those  only  who  have  sojourned  in  the  ardent 
climates  of  the  South  can  appreciate  the  delights 
of  an  abode  combining  the  breezy  coolness  of 
the  mountain  with  the  freshness  and  verdure  of 
the  valley.  While  the  city  below  pants  with  the 
noontide  heat,  and  the  parched  Vega  trembles  to 
the  eye,  the  delicate  airs  from  the  Sierra  Ne- 
vada play  through  these  lof^y  hulls,  bringing  with 
thera  tliB  sweetness  of  the  surrounding  gardens. 
Everything  invites  to  that  indolent  repose,  the 
bliss  of  southern  climes ;  and  while  the  half-shut 
eye  looks  out  from  shaded  l>alconies  upon  the  glit- 
tering landscape,  the  ear  is  lulled  by  the  rustling 
of  groves  and  the  murmur  of  running  streams. 

I  forbear  for  the  present,  however,  to  describe 
the  other  delightful  apartments  of  the  palace. 
My  object  is  merely  to  give  the  reader  a  general 
introduction  into  an  abode  where,  if  so  disposed, 
Ue  may  linger  and  loiter  with  me  day  by  day  until 
we  gradually  becotne  familiar  with  all  its  locali- 

NOTE  ON  M0RI3C0  ARCHITECTI^E. 

To  ui  unprac'ised  eye  the  light  tellevos  »nd  foodhl  ara- 

bBiques  which  cover  the  walls  of  Ihe  Alhambra  appear  to 

have  been  sculptured  by  the  band,  with  a  minute  and  patient 
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Imbor,  sn  inexhaustible  variety  of  detail,  yet  a  general  ani- 
ftmnity  and  liarraony  of  design  truly  oUuDistiingi  and  this 
msy  ei>pecially  be  iaiA  of  the  raulu  nod  cupolas,  which  are 
wiooght  like  hoaey-cumba,  or  frosiworlt,  with  stalactiles  and 
pendants  which  uonrouud  the  beholder  with  the  seemiag  in- 
tricacy of  their  patterns.  The  utonishment  ceases,  how- 
ever, wh»n  it  ie  diBCovered  that  thi?i  ii  all  ttueco-work ;  plates 
at  plaster  of  Paris,  cast  in  moulds  and  skilAiUy  joined  ao  aa 
to  form  pallerns  of  every  size  and  form.  This  mode  of  dia- 
perin({  walls  with  arabesque*,  and  stuccoing  (he  vaults  with 
grotto-work,  was  invented  in  Damascus,  but  highly  improved 
by  the  Moon  in  Morocco,  lo  whom  Saracenic  urvhiiectnre 
owes  its  most  graceflil  and  fanciful  details.  The  process  by 
which  all  this  laiiy  tracery  was  produced  was  ingeniously 
Bhnple.  The  wall  in  its  naked  state  was  divided  off  by  lines 
crossing  at  right  angles,  such  ss  artists  use  in  copying  a  pic- 
ture ;  over  these  were  drawn  a  succession  of  intersecting  seg- 
mente  of  circles.  By  the  aid  of  these  the  artists  could  work 
with  celeniy  and  certain^,  and  from  the  mere  intersection 
of  the  plain  and  curved  lines  arose  the  inttrminable  varied 
of  patti^ms  and  the  general  unifunnity  of  (heir  character.* 

Much  gilding  was  used  in  the  stucco-woik,  especially  of  the  i 
cupolas;  and  the  intcniices  were  delicately  pencilled  with 
brilliant  colors,  such  ss  vennilioa  and  lapis  lazuli,  laid  on 
with  the  whiles  of  eggs.  The  primitive  colors  alooe  were  nied, 
•aye  t'ord,by  the  llgyptions,  Greeks,  and  Arabs,  in  the  early 
p«iod  of  art;  and  they  prevail  in  the  Alhambra  whenover 
the  artist  has  been  Arabic  or  Moorish.  It  is  remarksble  how 
much  of  their  original  brilliancy  remains  after  the  lapse  of 

The  lower  part  of  the  walls  in  the  saloons,  to  the  height  of 
several  feet,  is  incrusted  with  glazed  tiles,  joined  like  the 
plates  of  slucco-work,  so  aa  to  form  various  patterns.  On 
some  of  them  are  emblazoned  the  escutcheons  of  the  Mos- 
lem kings,  travelled  with  a  band  and  motto.  Tliese  glazed 
tiles  (azulejos  in  t^panish.  az-iulaj  in  Arabic)  are  of  Oriental 
origin;  their  coolness,  cleanliness,  and  Ireedam  from  vermin, 
reader  them  admirably  titled  in  suilrj'  clinistca  lor  paving 
halls  and  fountains,  incrusting  bathing-rooms,  and  lining  tht 
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walls  of  cbambGrs.  Ford  is  inclined  to  give  Ihem  great 
anttqnity.  I'rom  their  prevailing  eoiors,  sapplurc  and  blue, 
be  deduces  that  they  may  liave  formed  the  bind  of  pave- 
ments alluded  to  la  the  sacred  Scriptures:— "  There  was 
under  hie  feet  oa  it  were  a  paved  work  of  a  sapphire  stone  " 
(Eiod-  axiv,  10);  and  again,  "  Behold  1  will  lay  thy  stODt* 
with  fair  colors,  and  lay  thy  roundations  with  sapphire* " 
(taaiahliv.  11]. 

Tbtse  glazed  ot  porcelain  tiles  were  introduced  into  Spaia 
at  an  early  dale  by  the  Moslems.  Some  are  to  he  sesn 
among  the  Moorish  ruius  which  have  been  there  upwards  of 
raght  centuries. '  Manulitctures  of  Ihem  still  exist  in  tbe  Pen- 
iosuU,  and  they  are  much  used  in  the  best  Spanish  houses, 
especially  in  the  southern  provinces,  for  pai'ing  and  lining 
the  flummer  apartments- 

The  Spaniards  iutroduced  them  into  the  Netherlands 
when  they  bad  possession  of  that  counliy.  The  people  nf 
Holland  adopted  them  with  avidity,  as  wonderfully  suited  to 
their  paseion  for  household  cleanliness  j  and  thus  tbese  Ori- 
ental inventions,  the  azulejoa  of  the  Spanish,  the  az-zulaj  of 
the  Arabs,  have  come  to  he  commonly  knowD  aa  Dutch  tilea. 


«jrv  Google 


IMPORTANT  NEGOTIATIONS.  —  THE  AU- 
THOR SUCCEEDS  TO  THE  THRONE  OF 
BOABDIL. 

1HE  day  was  nearly  spent  before  we 
coulii  tear  oureelf  from  this  region  of 
poetry  and  romance  to  descend  to  l)ie 
city  and  return  to  the  Torlom  realities  of  a  Span- 
ish posada.  In  a  visit  of  ceremony  to  the  GSov- 
emor  of  the  Alhambra,  to  whom  we  had  brought 
letters,  we  dwell  with  eiithuaiasm  on  the  scenes 
wc  had  witneased,  and  could  not  but  express 
surprise  that  he  should  reside  in  the  city  when 
he  had  such  a  paradbe  at  his  command.  He 
pleaded  the  inconvenience  of  a  residence  in  the 
palace  from  its  situation  on  the  crest  of  a  liiU, 
distant  from  the  seat  of  business  and  the  re- 
sorts of  social  intercourse.  It  did  very  well  for 
monarchs,  who  often  had  need  of  castle  vralla  to 
defend  them  from  their  own  subjects.  "  But, 
senora,"  added  he,  smiling,  "  if  you  think  a  resi- 
dence  there  so  desirable,  my  apartments  in  the 
Alhambra  are  at  your  service." 

It  is  a  common  and  almost  indispensable  point 
of  politeness  in  a  Spaniard,  to  tell  you  his  house 
IB  yours.  —  "  Esta  casa  es  siempre  k  la  disposicion 
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de  Vm."  —  "This  house  is  always  at  the  com- 
mand of  your  Grace."  In  fact,  anything  of  his 
which  you  odmiru,  is  itamediately  offerBd  to  you. 
It  is  equally  a  mark  of  good  breutliiig  in  you  not 
to  accept  it ;  so  we  merely  bowed  our  acknowl- 
edgments of  the  courtesy  of  the  Governor  in 
oifering  us  a  royal  palace.  We  were  mistaken, 
however.  The  Governor  was  in  earnest,  "  You 
will  find  a  rambling  set  of  empty,  unfurnished 
rooms,"  said  he ;  "  but  Tia  Antonia,  who  has 
charge  of  the  palace,  may  be  able  to  put  them  iu 
some  kind  of  order,  and  to  take  care  of  you 
while  you  are  there.  If  you  can  make  any  ar- 
Mngement  with  her  for  your  accommodation,  and 
are  content  with  scanty  fare  in  a  royal  abode,  the 
palace  of  King  Chico  ia  at  your  service." 

We  took  the  Giovernor  at  his  word,  and  hast- 
ened up  the  steep  Calle  de  los  Gomeres,  and 
through  the  Great  Gale  of  Justice,  to  negotiate 
with  Dame  Antonia,  —  doubtiug  at  limes  if  this 
were  not  a  dream,  and  fearing  at  times  that  the 
sage  Duena  of  the  fortress  might  be  slow  to  ca- 
pitulate. We  knew  we  had  one  friend  at  least 
in  the  garrison,  who  would  be  in  our  favor,  the 
bright-eyed  little  Dolores,  whose  good  graces  we 
had  propitiated  on  our  first  visit ;  and  who  h^lcd 
our  return  to  the  palace  with  her  brighteat  looks. 

All,  however,  went  smoothly.  The  good  Tia 
Anloma  had  a  little  furniture  to  put  in  the  rooms, 
but  it  was  of  the  commonest  kind.  We  assured 
her  we  could  bivouac  on  the  floor.  She  could 
supply  our  table,  but  only  in  her  own  simple 
way ;  —  we  wunied  nothing  better.     Her  niece, 
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Dolores,  would  wait  upon  us ;  aod  at  the  word 
we  threw  up  our  hata  and  the  bargaiu  was  com- 
plete. 

The  very  next  day  we  took  up  our  abode  in 
the  palace,  and  never  did  aovereigna  share  a  di- 
vided throne  with  more  perfect  harmony.  Sev- 
eral days  passed  by  like  a  dream,  when  my  wor- 
thy associate,  being  gumiiioned  to  Madrid  on 
diplomatic  duties,  was  compelled  to  abdicate,  leav- 
ing me  sole  monarch  of  this  shadowy  realm.  For 
myself,  being  in  a  manner  a  hsp-haziird  loiterer 
about  the  world,  and  prone  to  linger  in  its  pleas- 
ant places,  here  have  I  been  suffering  day  by  day 
to  steal  away  unheeded,  spcU-bound,  for  aught  I 
know,  in  this  old  enchanted  pile.  Having  always 
a  companionable  feeling  for  my  reader,  and  being 
prone  to  live  with  him  on  contidcntial  terms,  I 
shall  make  it  a  point  to  communicate  to  him  my 
reveries  and  researches  during  this  stale  of  deli- 
cious thraldom.  If  they  have  the  power  of  im- 
parting to  his  imagination  any  of  the  wilching 
diarms  of  the  place,  he  will  not  repine  at  linger- 
ing with  me  for  a  season  in  the  legendary  halls 
of  the  Alhambi'a. 

And  first  it  is  proper  to  give  him  some  idea  of 
my  domestic  arrangements  :  they  are  rather  of  a 
simple  kind  tor  the  occupant  of  a  regal  palace ; 
but  I  trust  they  will  be  less  liable  to  disastrous 
reverses  than  those  of  my  royal  predecessors. 

My  quartere  are  at  one  end  of  the  Governor's 
apartment,  a  suite  of  empty  chambers,  in  front 
of  the  palace,  looking  out  upon  the  great  espla- 
nade called  la  plaza  de  lot  algihei    (the  place 
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af  the  cislems)  ;  the  apartment  is  modern,  bul 
the  end  opposite  to  my  sleeping-room  communi 
cates  with  a  cluster  of  liltle  chambers,  pttrtly 
Moorish,  partly  Spanish,  allotted  lo  tlie  ekaUlaine 
Don»  Aotonia  and  ber  family.  In  consideration 
of  keeping  the  palace  in  order,  the  good  dnme  is 
allowed  all  the  perquisites  received  from  visitors, 
and  all  the  produce  of  the  gardens  ;  exceptiog  that 
she  b  expected  (o  pay  an  occasional  tribute  of  &uils 
and  flowers  to  the  Governor.  Her  family  oonsisla 
of  a  nephew  and  niece,  the  children  of  two  differ- 
ent brothers.  The  nephew,  Manuel  Molina,  is  a 
young  man  of  sterling  worth  and  Spanish  gravity. 
He  hiid  served  in  the  army,  both  in  Spain  and  ihe 
West  Indies,  but  is  now  studying  medicine  in 
the  hope  of  one  day  or  other  becoming  physician 
to  Ihe  fortress,  a  post  worlJi  at  least  one  hundred 
and  forty  dolbrs  a  year.  The  niece  is  the  plump 
liltle  black-eyed  Dolores  already  mentioned  ;  and 
who,  it  is  said,  will  one  day  inherit  all  lier  aunt's 
possessions,  consisting  of  certain  petty  tenements 
in  the  fortress,  in  a  somewhat  ruinous  condition 
it  is  true,  but  which,  I  am  privately  assured  by 
Mateo  Ximenes,  yield  a  revenue  of  nearly  one 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars  ;  so  that  she  is  quite  an 
heiress  in  the  eyes  of  the  ragged  son  of  the  AI- 
hambra.  I  am  also  informed  by  the  same  observ- 
ant and  authentic  personage,  that  a  quiet  court- 
ehip  is  going  on  between  the  discreet  Manuel  and 
hia  bright--eyed  cousin,  and  that  nothing  is  want- 
ing to  enable  them  to  join  their  hands  and 
expectations  but  his  doctor's  diploma,  and  a  dis- 
pensation from  the  Pope  on  account  of  their  coq- 
sanguinity. 
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The  good  dame  Antonia  fulfils  Taithfully  her 
coDtract  in  regjvrd  to  my  board  and  lodging ;  and 
as  I  am  easily  plenfled,  I  find  my  fare  excellent ; 
while  the  merry-hearted  little  Dolores  keeps  my 
^artmcnt  in  order,  and  ofliciatea  as  handmaid  at 
ineal-timea.  I  have  also  at  my  wnitnaiid  a  tall, 
stuttering,  yellow-hiwred  lad,  namud  P^pe,  who 
works  in  the  gardens,  and  would  fain  have  acted 
at  valet ;  but  in  this  he  was  forestalled  by  Mateo 
Ximenes,  "  the  son  of  the  Alhambra."  This 
alert  and  officious  wight  has  managed,  somehow 
or  other,  to  stick  by  me  ever  since  I  first  encoun- 
tered him  at  the  outer  gate  of  the  fortress,  and 
to  weave  himself  into  all  my  plans,  until  he  has 
feirly  appointed  and  installed  himself  my  valet, 
cicerone,  guide,  guard,  and  historiogra|)htc  squire  ; 
and  I  have  been  obliged  to  improve  the  state  of 
his  wardrobe,  timt  he  may  not  disgrace  his  various 
fuDctions  ;  so  that  he  has  cast  his  old  bVown  man- 
tle, as  a  snake  does  his  skin,  and  now  appears 
about  the  fortress  with  a  smart  Andalusian  hat 
and  jacket,  to  his  infinite  satisfaction,  and  the 
great  astonishment  of  bis  comrades.  The  chief 
lault  of  honest  Mateo  is  an  over-anxiety  to  be 
useful.  Conscious  of  having  foisted  himself  into 
my  employ,  and  that  my  simple  and  quiet  habits 
render  his  situation  a  sinecure,  he  is  at  his  wit's 
ends  to  devise  modes  of  making  himself  important 
to  ray  welfare.  I  am  in  a  manner  the  victim  of 
bis  officiousness ;  I  cannot  put  my  foot  over  the 
throahold  of  the  palace,  to  stroll  about  the  for- 
■reas,  but  he  is  at  my  elbow,  to  explain  everything 
I  see ;  twd  if  I  venture  to  ramble  among  the  snr- 
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founding  liills,  he  insists  upou  atl«DdiDg  mo  ta  t 
guard,  though  I  Tehemeotl^  suspect  he  would  be 
wore  apt  lo  trust  to  the  length  of  hia  legs  than 
[he  strength  of  his  arms,  in  case  of  attack. 
Ailer  all,  however,  tlie  poor  fellow  is  at  times  an 
aiDUsing  compauiou  ;  he  is  simple-minded  a'lid  of 
iufiniie  good  humor,  with  the  loquacity  and  gos- 
liip  of  a  village  barber,  and  knows  all  the  small- 
(alk  of  the  place  and  its  environs ;  but  what  be 
chiefly  values  himself  on,  is  his  stock  of  local 
information,  having  the  most  marvellous  stories 
(o  relate  of  every  tower,  and  vault,  and  gateway 
of  the  fortress,  in  all  of  which  he  places  the 
most  implicit  faith. 

Most  of  these  he  has  derived,  according  to 
his  own  account,  from  bis  grandfather,  a  little 
legendary  tailor,  who  lived  to  the  age  of  nearly  a 
hundred  years,  during  which  he  made  but  two 
migrations  beyond  the  precincts  of  the  fortress. 
His  shop,  for  the  greater  part  of  a  century,  was 
the  resort  of  a  knot  of  venerable  gossips,  where 
they  would  pass  half  the  night  talking  about 
old  times,  and  the  wonderful  events  and  hidden 
secrets  of  the  place.  The  whole  living,  moving, 
thinking,  and  acting  of  this  historical  little  tailor 
had  thus  been  Iwunded  by  tJie  walls  of  the 
Alhambra;  witliin  them  he  had  been  born,  wjthui 
them  he  lived,  breathed,  and  had  his  being; 
within  them  he  died  and  was  buried.  Foitu- 
Bately  for  posterity  his  traditionary  lore  died  not 
with  him.  The  authentic  Mateo,  when  an  nT> 
chin,  used  to  be  an  attentive  listener  to  thenura- 
tivea  of  his  grsndlatber,  and  of  the  gossiping  group 
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assembled  round  the  shopbonrd,  and  is  thiu 
paiweaaed  of  a  stock  of  valuable  knowledge  con- 
cerning the  Alhambra,  not  to  be  found  in  books, 
and  well  worthy  the  attention  of  every  curious 
traveller. 

Such  are  the  personages  that  constitute  my 
regal  household  ;  and  I  question  whether  any  of 
ihe  potentates,  Moslem  or  Christian,  who  have 
preceded  me  in  the  palace,  iiave  been  w^ted 
upon  with  greater  fidelity,  or  enjoyed  a  serener 

When  I  rise  in  the  morning,  Pepe,  the  stut- 
tering lad  from  the  gardens,  brings  me  a  tribute 
of  fresh-cniled  Bowers,  which  are  afterwanls  ar- 
ranged in  vases  by  the  skilful  hand  of  Dolores, 
who  takes  a  feminine  pride  in  the  decoration  of  my 
chambers.  My  meals  are  made  wherever  caprice 
dictates  ;  sometimes  in  one  of  the  Moorish  halls, 
sometimes  under  the  arcades  of  the  court  of 
Lions,  snrrotiiidcd  by  flowers  and  fonnlains  :  and 
when  I  walk  out,  I  am  conducted  by  the  assid- 
uous Maleo  to  the  most  romantic  retreats  of  the 
monntains,  and  delicious  haunts  of  the  adjacent 
valleys,  not  one  of  which  but  is  the  acene  of 
some  wonderful  tale.     - 

Though  fond  of  passing  the  greater  part  of  my 
day  alone,  yet  I  occasionally  repair  in  the  even- 
bgs  to  the  little  domestic  circle  of  Dofia  Antoiiia. 
This  is  generally  held  in  an  old  Moorish  chamber, 
which  serves  the  good  dame  for  parlor,  kitchen,  and 
hall  of  audience,  and  which  must  have  boosted 
»f  some  splendor  in  the  time  of  the  Moors,  if  wb 
imy  judge  from  the  traces  j^t  remaining ;  but 
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a  rude  lireplnce  baa  beeo  made  in  modem  times 
in  one  comer,  the  amoke  from  which  baa  discolored 
the  walls,  and  almost  oblilemted  the  ancient  ara- 
besques. A  window,  wilh  a  balcwiy  overhanging 
the  valley  of  the  Darro,  lets  in  tiie  cool  evening 
breeze ;  aod  here  I  take  ray  fmgHl  supper  of  fruit 
and  milk,  and  mingle  with  the  conversation  of  the 
fiimily.  There  is  a  natural  talent  or  mother-wit, 
1)3  it  in  called,  about  tlie  Spaniai-ds,  which  rea- 
ders them  intellectual  and  agreeable  companions, 
whatever  may  be  their  condition  iu  life,  or  how- 
ever imperfect  may  have  been  ihcir  education : 
add  to  this,  they  are  never  vulgar ;  nature  has 
endowed  them  with  an  inhereut  dignity  of  spirit 
The  good  Tia  AnConia  is  a  woman  of  siroug  and 
intelligent,  though  uncultivated  mind  ;  and  the 
bright-eyed  Dolores,  though  she  has  read  bat 
three  or  four  books  in  the  whole  course  of  her 
life,  luH  an  engaging  mixture  of  naTvelij  and  good 
sense,  and  often  surprises  me  by  the  pungency  of 
her  artless  sallies.  Sometimes  tho  nephew  en- 
tertains us  by  reading  some  old  comedy  of  Cal- 
deron  or  Lope  de  Vega,  to  whicli  he  is  evidently 
prompted  by  a  desire  to  improve  as  well  as 
amuse  bis  cousin  Dolores ;  though,  to  bis  great 
mort  in  cation,  the  tittle  damsel  generally  falls 
asleep  before  the  first  act  is  completed.  Some- 
times Tia  AntODia  has  a  little  tevee  of  humble 
friends  and  dependants,  the  inhabitants  of  the  ad- 
jacent hamlet,  or  the  wives  of  the  invalid  soldiers. 
Tliese  look  up  to  her  with  great  deference,  as  the 
custodian  of  the  palace,  and  pay  their  court  to 
her  by  bringing  the  news  of  the  place,  or  the 
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mmora  that  may  have  straggled  up  from  Grnnada. 
In  listeaiiig  to  these  evening  gossipings  I  liave 
picked  up  nmny  curious  facts  illustrative  of  the 
manners  of  the  people  and  the  peculiiirities  of  the 
ueighboihood. 

The:<e  are  simple  details  of  simple  pletisures  ; 
ii  is  the  nature  of  the  place  alone  llmt  gives 
them  interest  and  importance.  I  treail  haunted 
ground,  and  am  surrounded  by  roinuutic  associa- 
tions. From  earhest  boyhood,  when,  ou  the 
banks  of  the  Hudson,  I  first  pori;d  over  the  pages 
of  old  Giucs  Perez  de  Hytas's  apocryphal  but 
chivatresque  history  of  the  civil  wiirsol'  Granada, 
and  the  teuds  of  ila  gallant  cavaliers,  the  Zegries 
and  Abeucerragea,  that  city  has  ever  been  a  sub- 
ject of  my  waking  dreams  ;  and  ofien  have  I  Irod 
in  fajiey  the  romantic  halls  of  the  Alharabra.  Be- 
hold for  once  a  day-drenm  realized ;  yet  I  can 
scarce  credit  my  senses,  or  believe  tliat  I  do 
indeed  inhabit  the  palace  of  Boabdi),  and  look 
down  from  its  balconies  upon  ebivalric  Granada. 
As  I  loiter  through  these  Oriental  chambers,  and 
hear  the  murmur  of  fomitains  and  the  song  of 
the  nightingale  ;  as  I  iuhale  the  odor  of  the  rose, 
and  feel  llie  influence  of  the  balmy  climate,  I  am 
almost  tempted  to  fancy  myself  in  the  paradise 
of  Mahomet,  and  that  the  plump  little  Dolores  is 
one  of  the  bright-eyed  houria,  destined  to  admin- 
iater  to  the  happiness  of  true  believers, 
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I  HAVE  often  observed  that  tlie  more 
I  proudly  a  mansion  baa  been  tenanted  m 

I  the  day  of  its  prosperity,  the  humbler 

are  its  inhabitants  in  the  day  of  its  decline,  and 
that  the  palace  of  a  king  commonly  ends  in  being 
the  nestling-place  of  the  be^;ar. 

The  Alhambra  is  in  a  rapid  slate  of  similar 
transition.  Whenever  a  tower  fulls  to  decay,  it 
is  seized  upon  by  some  tntterdemaliou  family, 
who  become  joint-tenants,  with  the  bals  and  owls, 
of  its  gilded  halls;  and' hang  their  rags,  those 
standards  of  poverty,  out  of  its  windows  and 
loopholes. 

I  have  amused  myself  with  remarking  some  of 
the  motley  characters  that  have  tiius  usurped  the 
ancient  abode  of  royalty,  and  who  seem  as  if 
placed  here  to  give  a  farcical  termination  to  the 
drama  of  human  pride.  One  of  these  even  bears 
the  mockery  of  a  regal  title.  It  is  a  btlle  old 
woman  named  Maria  Antonia  Sabonea,  but  who 
goes  by  the  appellation  of  la  Beyna  Coquina,  or 
the  Cockle-queen.  She  is  small  enough  to  be  a 
fiury ;  aud  a  &iry  she  may  be  for  aught  I  can 
find  out,  for  no  one  seems  to  know  her  origin. 
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Her  habitation  ia  in  a  kind  of  closet  under  the 
outer  staircase  of  the  palace,  aud  she  sits  in  the 
cool  stone  corridor,  plying  her  needle  aud  singing 
from  morning  till  uight,  with  a  rendy  joke  for 
every  one  that  passes ;  for  though  one  of  the 
poorest,  she  is  one  of  the  merriest  little  women 
breathing.  Her  great  merit  is  a  gitl  for  story- 
telling, liaving,  I  rerily  believe,  as  mnny  stories 
at  her  command  as  the  inexhaustible  Schehere- 
zade  of  the  Thousand  and  One  Nights.  Some  of 
these  I  have  beard  her  relate  in  the  evening  ter* 
tolias  of  Dame  Antonia,  at  which  she  b  occa- 
uonally  a  humble  attendant. 

That  there  must  be  some  fairy  gilt  about  tbia 
mysterious  little  old  woman,  would  appear  from 
her  extraordinary  luck,  siuc«,  notwithstanding  her 
being  very  little,  very  ugly,  and  very  poor,  she 
has  had,  acconliug  to  her  own  account,  five  hus- 
bands and  a  half,  reckoning  as  a  half  one  a  young 
dragoon,  who  died  during  courtship.  A  rival 
personage  to  this  little  fairy  queen  is  a  portly  old 
fellow  with  a  bottle-nose,  who  goes  about  ia  a 
rusty  garb,  with  a  cocked  hat  of  oil-skin  and  a 
red  cockade.  He  is  one  of  the  legitimate  setts 
of  the  Alhambra,  and  has  lived  here  all  his  life, 
filling  various  offices,  such  as  deputy  alguazil, 
sexton  of  the  parochial  church,  and  marker  of  a 
fives-ooiirt  established  at  the  foot  of  one  of  the 
towers.  He  is  as  poor  as  a  rat,  but  as  proud  as 
be  is  ragged,  boasting  of  hb  descent  from  the 
iUustrious  house  of  Aguilar,  from  which  spr{ing 
Gonzalvo  of  Cordova,  the  grand  captain.  Nay, 
he  actually  bears  the  name  of  Alonzo  de  Aguilar 
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BO  renowned  in  the  history  of  the  Conquest ; 
though  the  graceless  waga  of  the  fortress  have 
given  him  the  title  of  el  padre  »anlo,  or  the  holy 
tiithcr,  the  usual  appellation  of  the  Pope,  which 
I  had  thought  too  sacred  in  the  eyes  of  true 
Catholics  to  be  thus  ludicrously  applied.  It  is  a 
whimsical  caprice  of  fortune  to  present,  in  the 
grotesque  person  of  this  tatterdemalion,  a  uame- 
snke  oud  descendant  of  the  proud  Alonzo  de 
Aguilar,  the  mirror  of  Andalusian  cliivulry,  lead- 
incr  an  almost  mendicant  existence  about  this 
once  haughty  fortress,  which  his  ancestor  aided 
to  reduce  ;  yet  such  might  have  been  the  lot  of 
the  desccndanis  of  Agamemuon  and  Achilles,  had 
they  lingered  about  the  ruins  of  Troy  ! 

Of  this  motley  community,  I  find  the  family 
of  my  go^^iping  squire,  Mateo  Ximenes,  to  form, 
from  their  numbers  at  least,  a  very  imporUint 
part.  Ilis  boast  of  being  a  son  of  the  Albambra 
is  not  unfounded.  His  family  has  inhabited  the 
fortress  ever  since  the  time  of  the  Conquest, 
handing  down  an  hereditary  poverty  froni  father 
to  sou ;  not  one  of  Ihem  having  ever  been  known 
lo  be  worlh  a  maraveili.  His  father,  by  trade  a 
ribbon- weaver,  and  who  succeeded  the  historical 
tailor  as  the  head  of  tlie  family,  is  now  near 
seventy  years  of  age,  and  lives  in  a  hovel  of  reeds 
and  plaster,  built  by  his  own  hands,  just  above 
the  iron  gale.  The  furniture  consisis  of  a  crazy 
bed,  a  table,  and  two  or  three  chairs  ;  a  wooden 
chest,  coutaiulng,  besides  his  scanty  clolhing,  Ihe 
'  archives  of  the  family."  These  are  nothing 
more  nor  leas  than  the  papers  of  various  lawsuits 
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Rostained  by  difierunt  geaenitions ;  \)j  which  it 
would  seem  that,  with  all  their  appelant  carelesa 
neas  and  good  humor,  they  are  a  litigious  bi-ood. 
Most  of  the  suits  have  been  brought  against 
gossiping  neigtibors  for  questioniuj;  the  purity  of 
their  blood,  and  denying  their  being  C/trislianoi 
fiejoa,  i.  e.  old  Christians,  without  Jewish  or 
Moorish  taiut.  In  &ct,  I  doubt  whether  this 
jealousy  about  their  blood  has  not  kept  them  so 
poor  in  purse  :  spending  all  their  eai-oiu^  on 
escribaiios  and  alguazils.  The  pride  of  the  hovel 
is  an  esL-utcheon  suspended  against  the  wall,  in 
which  arc  emblazoned  quarterings  of  the  arras 
of  the  Marquis  of  Caiesedo,  and  of  various  other 
noble  bouses,  with  which  this  poverty-stricken 
brood  claim  afSuity. 

As  to  Mateo  himself,  who  b  now  about  thirty- 
fire  years  of  age,  he  has  done  his  utmost  to  per- 
petuate his  line  and  continue  the  poverty  of  the 
family,  having  a  wife  and  a  numerous  progeny, 
who  inhabit  an  almost  dismantled  hovel  in  the 
hamlet.  How  they  manage  to  subsist,  he  only 
who  sees  into  all  mysteries  can  tell ;  the  subsist- 
ence of  a  Spanish  family  of  the  kind  is  always 
a  riddle  to  me  ;  yet  they  do  subsist,  and  what  is 
more,  appear  to  enjoy  their  existence.  The  wife 
takes  her  holiday  stroll  on  the  Faseo  of  Granada, 
with  a  child  in  ber  arms  and  half  a  dozen  at  her 
beels  ;  and  the  eldest  daughter,  now  verging  into 
womanhood,  dresses  her  hair  with  flowers,  and 
dances  gayly  to  the  castanets. 

There  are  two  classes  of  people  to  whom  life 
seems  one  bng  holiday,  —  the  very  rich  and  the 
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verj"  poor;  one,  because  they  need  do  iiotluag; 
the  oUier,  because  they  have  ootliing  to  <iu ;  but 
there  are  uoue  who  understand  the  art  of  doing 
nothing  and  living  upon  nothing,  heller  tlian  the 
poor  clnsiies  of  Spain.  Climate  does  one  lislf^ 
and  tempenunerit  the  resu  Give  a  Spaniard 
the  »luuie  in  summer  and  the  sun  in  winter,  a 
little  bn^ad,  garlic,  oil,  and  garbances,  aa  old 
brown  cluak  and  a  guitar,  and  let  the  world  roll 
on  as  it  pleases.  Talk  of  poverty  1  with  him  it 
has  no  disgrace.  It  sits  upon  him  with  a  gran- 
diose style,  like  his  ragged  cloak.  He  is  a  hidalgo, 
even  when  in  rags. 

The  "  sons  of  the  Alhambra  "  are  an  eminent 
illustration  of  this  practical  philosophy.  As  the 
Moors  imagined  that  the  celestial  paradise  hung 
over  this  fiivored  spot,  so  I  am  inclined  at  times 
to  limey  that  a  gleam  of  the  golden  age  still 
lingers  about  this  ragged  community.  They 
possess  nothing,  they  do  nothing,  they  care  for 
nothing.  Yet,  though  apparently  idle  alt  the 
week,  they  are  as  observant  of  all  holy  days  and 
saints'  days  aa  the  moat  laborious  artisan.  They 
atlend  all  fetus  and  dancings  in  Granada  and  its 
vicinity,  light  bonfires  on  the  hills  on  St.  John's 
eve^  and  dance  away  the  moonlight  nights  on  the 
harvest-home  of  a  small  field  within  the  precincts 
of  the  fortress,  which  yield  a  few  bushels  of 
wheat. 

llefore  concluding  these  remarks,  I  must  men- 
tion  one  of  the  aniusemenid  of  the  place,  whicli 
has  particularly  struck  me.  I  had  repeatedly 
observed  a  long  lean  fellow  perched  on  the  top 
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of  ooe  of  the  lowers,  mauceuvring  two  or  tbreo 
fishiiig-rods,  as  though  he  were  angling  for  the 
stars.  I  was  for  some  time  perplexed  by  the 
evoludoDs  of  this  aerial  fishernuiu,  aud  my  per- 
plexity increased  on  observing  others  employed 
in  like  maimer  on  different  parts  of  the  battle- 
ments and  bastions ;  it  was  not  until  I  consulted 
Mateo  Ximenes  that  I  solved  the  mystery. 

It  eeems  that  the  pure  and  airy  situation  of 
this  fortress  has  rendered  it,  like  the  castle  of 
Macbeth,  a  prolific  breeding-place  for  swallows 
and  martlets,  who  sport  about  its  towers  in  myr- 
iads, with  the  holiday  glee  of  urchins  just  let 
loose  from  school.  To  entrap  these  birds  in  their 
giddy  circlings,  with  hooks  baited  with  flies,  is 
one  of  the  favorite  amusements  of  the  ragged 
"  sons  of  the  Alhambra,"  who,  with  the  good-fop. 
QothiDg  ii^nuity  of  arrant  idlers,  have  thus  iu 
venl«d  the  art  of  angling  in  the  sky. 
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^^^S^  01^  of  my  vieits  to  the  old  Moorish 

ira  iSl  '^^A'"'^''  "'is'^  ths  good  Tia  Anlooia 

pBny,  I  obflerved  a  mysterious  door  in  one  cor- 
ner, leading  apparently  into  the  ancient  part  of 
the  editice.  Mj  curiosity  being  aroused,  I  opened 
it,  uid  found  myself  in  a  narrow,  blind  cor- 
ridor, groping  along  which  I  came  to  rbe  head 
of  a  dark  FiTiding  stnircase,  leading  down  an 
angle  of  the  tower  of  Comares.  Down  tliis  stair- 
case I  descended  darkling,  guiding  myself  by  the 
wall  until  I  came  to  a  small  door  at  the  bottom, 
throwing  which  open,  I  was  suddculy  dazzled  by 
emerging  into  the  brilliant  anlechamber  of  the 
Hall  of  Ambassadors  ;  with  the  fountain  of  the 
court  of  the  Alberca  sparkling  before  me.  The 
antechamber  b  separated  irom  the  court  by  an 
elegant  gallery,  supported  by  slender  columns  with 
spaJidrels  of  open  work  in  the  Morisco  style.  At 
each  end  of  tlie  antechumber  are  alcoves,  and  its 
ceiling  is  richly  stuccoed  and  painted.  Passing 
through  a  magnificent  portal,  I  found  myself  in 
the  far-famed  Hall  of  Ambassadors,  the  audience 
chamber  of  the  Moslem  monarchs.  Itis  stud  to 
he  thirty-seTea  feet  square,  and  sixty  feet  high  j 
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occupies  the  whole  interior  of  the  Tower  of  Co- 
mnrea  ;  and  still  bears  the  trnccs  of  past  mngnifi- 
ccDce.  The  walls  are  beautifully  stuccued  aiicl 
ilecoi'ttled  with  Morlaco  faiicifultiesa ;  llie  lofty 
ceiling  was  originally  of  the  same  favorite  mate- 
rifti,  with  the  usual  frostwork  and  pensile  oma- 
meots  or  stalactites ;  which,  with  tlic  embellish- 
ments  of  vivid  coloring  and  gilding,  must  have 
been  gorgeous  in  the  extreme.  Untbrtunalely  it 
gave  way  during  an  earthquake,  and  brought 
down  with  it  an  immense  arch  which  traversed 
the  hall.  It  was  replaced  by  the  prcseut  vault 
or  dome  of  larch  or  cedar,  with  intersecting  ribs, 
the  whole  curiously  wrought  and  richly  colored  ; 
still  Oriental  in  its  character,  remindmg  one 
of  "  those  ceilings  of  cedar  and  vermilion  that 
we  read  of  in  the  Prophets  and  the  Arabian 
Nighta."* 

From  the  great  height  of  the  Tanlt  above  the 
windows,  the  upper  part  of  the  ball  is  almost  lost 
in  obscurity  ;  yet  there  is  a  magniUceoce  as  well 
as  solemnity  in  the  gloom,  as  through  it  we  have 
gleams  of  rich  gilding  and  the  brilliant  tinla  of 
the  Moorish  pendL 

The  royal  throne  was  placed  opposite  the  en- 
trance in  a  recess,  which  still  bears  an  inscription 
intimating  that  Yusef  I.  (the  monarch  who  com- 
pleted the  Alhambra)  made  this  the  throne  of  his 
empire.  Everything  in  this  noble  ball  seems  to 
have  been  calculated  to  surround  the  throne  with 
impressive  dignity  and  splendor ;  there  was  none 
of  the  elegant  voluptuousness  which   reigns  in 

•  Diqalurt's  PUlart  of  Bereukt. 
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Other  parts  of  the  piilnce.  The  tower  is  of  mas- 
sive alrenglh,  domineering  ovt-r  tlie  whole  edilice 
aiiil  overhanging  the  sleep  hill-side.  Oa  three 
Bides  of  the  Hall  of  Ambassadors  ure  win- 
dows cut  through  the  imiDense  thickness  of  the 
walls,  and  commanding  extensive  prospecls.  Tha 
balcony  of  the  central  window  especially  looks 
down  upon  the  verdant  valley  of  the  Darro,  with 
its  walks,  its  groves,  and  g^ens.  To  the  left 
it  enjoys  a  distant  prospect  of  the  Vega ;  while 
directly  in  front  rises  the  rival  height  of  the  Al- 
baycin,  with  its  medley  of  streets,  and  terraces, 
nud  gardens,  and  once  crowned  by  a  fortress  that 
vied  in  power  with  the  Alhambra.  "  HI  fated 
the  man  who  lost  all  this ! "  exclaimed  Charles 
v.,  as  ho  looked  forth  from  this  window  upon  the 
enchanting  scenery  it  commimds. 

The  balcony  of  Ilie  window  where  this  royal 
exclamation  was  made,  has  of  late  become  one 
of  my  favorite  resorts,  I  have  just  been  sealed 
there,  enjoying  the  close  of  a  long  brilliant  day. 
The  SLin,  as  he  sank  behind  the  purple  mountains 
of  Alhama,  sent  a  stream  of  effulgence  up  the 
valley  of  the  Darro,  that  spread  a  meluncholy 
pomp  over  the  ruddy  towers  of  the  Alhambra ; 
while  the  Vega,  covered  with  a  slight  sultry  i-a- 
por  that  caught  the  setting  ray,  seemctl  spread 
out  in  the  distance  like  a  golden  sea.  Not  a 
breath  of  air  disturbed  the  stillness  of  the  hour, 
and  though  the  faint  sound  of  music  and  merri- 
ment now  and  then  rose  from  the  gardens  of  the 
Darro,  it  but  rendered  more  impressive  the  mon- 
umenlal  silence  of  the  pile  which  overshadowed 
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me.  It  was  one  of  those  bours  and  scenes  in 
which  mernory  asserts  an  alinc«t  magical  power ; 
and,  like  the  evening  sun  beaming  on  these  moul- 
dering towers,  sends  back  her  retrospective  rays 
to  light  up  the  glories  of  the  paat. 

As  I  sat  wAldiing  the  effect  of  the  declining 
dflytight  upon  this  Afoorish  pile,  I  wrh  led  into  a 
conaideration  of  the  light,  elegant,  and  voluptuous 
character  prevalent  throughout  its  intei'nal  archi- 
tecture, and  to  contrast  it  with  the  grand  but 
gloomy  solemnity  of  the  Gothic  edifices  rearetl 
by  the  Spanish  conquerors.  The  very  architec- 
ture thus  bespeaks  the  opposite  and  irreconcilable 
natures  of  the  two  warlike  people  who  so  long 
battled  here  for  the  mastery  of  the  Peuinsuln.  By 
degrees  I  fell  into  a  course  of  musing  upon  the 
singular  fortunes  of  the  Arabian  or  Morisco- 
Spaoiards,  whose  whole  existence  is  as  a  tale  that 
is  told,  and  certainly  forms  one  of  the  most  anom- 
alous yet  splendid  episodes  in  history.  Poleut 
and  durable  as  was  their  dominion,  we  scarcely 
know  how  to  call  them.  They  were  a  nation 
without  a  legitimate  country  or  name.  A  remote 
wove  of  the  great  Arabian  inundation,  cast  upon 
the  shores  of  Europe,  they  seem  to  have  all  the 
impetus  of  the  first  rush  of  the  torrent.  Their 
careier  of  conquest,  from  the  rock  of  Gibraltar 
to  the  cliffs  of  the  Pyrenees,  was  as  rapid  and 
brilliant  as  the  Moslem  victories  of  Syria  and 
Egypt.  Nay,  had  they  not  been  checked  on  the 
plains  of  Toura,  all  France,  all  Europe,  might 
have  beeo  overrun  with  the  same  fikciUty  as  the 
empires  of  the  East,  and  the  Crescent  at    this. 
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day  have  glittered  wi  the  fanes  of  Paris  and 
London. 

Repelled  within  the  limits  of  the  Pyrenees, 
the  mixed  hordes  of  Asia  and  Africa,  that  formed 
this  great  irruption,  gave  up  the  Mosleiti  principle 
of  conquest,  and  sought  to  establish  in  Spain  a 
peaceful  and  permanent  dominion.  As  conquer* 
ore,  their  heroism  was  only  equalled  by  their  mod- 
eratioTi ;  and  in  both,  for  a  time,  they  excelled 
the  nations  with  whom  they  contended.  Severed 
from  their  nalive  homes,  they  loved  the  land 
given  them  as  they  supposed  by  Allah,  and  strove 
to  embellish  il  with  everything  that  could  admin- 
ister to  the  happiness  of  man.  Laying  the  foun- 
dations of  their  power  in  a  system  of  wise  and 
equitable  laws,  diligently  cultivating  the  arts  an 
sciences,  and  promoting  agriculture,  manufactures, 
and  commerce,  they  gradually  formed  an  empire 
unrivalled  for  its  prosperity  by  any  of  the  em- 
pires of  Christendom ;  and  diligently  drawing 
round  thero  the  graces  and  retinemenls  which 
marked  the  Arabian  empire  in  the  East,  at  the 
time  of  its  greatest  civilization,  they  diffused  the 
light  of  Oriental  knowledge  through  the  western 
regions  of  benighted  Europe. 

The  cities  of  Arabian  Spiun  became  the  re- 
sort of  Christian  artisans,  to  instruct  themselves 
in  the  useful  arts.  The  universities  of  Toledo, 
Cordova,  Seville,  and  Granada  were  sought  by 
the  pale  student  from  other  lands  to  Acquaint 
himself  with  the  sciences  of  the  Arabs  and  the 
treasured  lore  of  antiquity ;  the  lovers  of  the 
gay  science  resorted  to  Cordova  and  Granada,  tc 
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imbibe  llie  |)oeti7  and  music  of  tlie  East ;  and  tba 
>tet;l-clnd  warriors  of  the  North  hiistened  thither 
to  accomplish  themselves  in  the  graceful  exerdaes 
oud  courteous  usages  of  chivalry. 

If  the  Moslem  monuments  in  Sptun,  if  the 
Mosque  of  Cordova,  the  Alcazar  of  Seville,  and 
the  Alhambra  of  Granada,  still  bear  inscriptions 
fondly  boasting  of  the  power  and  permanency  of 
their  domioiou,  can  the  boast  be  derided  as  ar- 
n^aut  and  vain  ?  Generation  alter  generation, 
century  after  century,  passed  away,  and  still 
they  maintained  possession  of  the  land.  A  period 
elapsed  longer  than  (bat  which  has  passed  smce 
England  was  subjugated  by  the  Norman  Con- 
queror, and  the  descendants  of  Musa  and  Taric 
might  as  little  anticipate  being  driven  into  exile 
across  the  same  straits,  traversed  by  their  trium- 
phant ancestors,  as  the  descendants  of  Kollo  and 
William,  and  their  veteran  peers,  may  dream  of 
being  driven  ba«:k  to  the  shores  of  Normandy. 

With  all  this,  however,  the  Moslem  empire  in 
Spain  was  but  a  briUiant  exotic,  that  took  no  per- 
manent  root  in  the  soil  it  embellished.  Severed 
trom  all  their  neighbors  in  the  West  by  impass- 
able barriers  of  faith  and  manners,  and  separated 
by  seas  and  deserts  from  their  kindred  of  the 
East,  the  Morisco-Spaniards  were  an  isolated 
people.  Their  whole  existence  was  a  prolonged, 
though  gallant  and  cbivalric  struggle  for  a  foot- 
hold in  a  usurped  land. 

They  were  the  outposts  and  frontiers  of  Is* 
lamism.  The  Peninsula  was  the  great  battle* 
ground  where  the  Gothic  conquerors  of  the  Nortli 
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and  the  Moslem  conquerors  of  the  East  met  and 
Btrove  for  mastery  ;  and  the  fiery  courage  of  the 
Arab  was  at  length  subdued  by  the  obstinate  and 
persevering  valor  of  the  Goth. 

Never  was  the  annihilation  of  a  people  more 
complete '  than  that  of  the  Morisco-Spauiards. 
Where  are  they  ?  Ask  the  shores  of  Barbary 
end  its  desert  places.  The  exiled  remnant  of 
(heir  once  powerful  empire  disappeared  among 
the  barbarians  of  Africa,  and  ceased  to  be  a  na- 
tion. They  have  not  even  lefl  a  distinct  name 
behind  tliem,  though  for  nearly  eight  centuries 
they  were  a  distinct  people.  The  home  of  their 
adoption,  and  of  their  occupation  for  ages,  retuses 
to  acknowledge  them,  except  as  invaders  and 
usurpers.  A  few  broken  monumeuta  are  all  that 
remain  to  bear  witness  to  their  power  and  do- 
minion, as  solitary  roeks,  left  faj  in  the  interior, 
bear  testimony  to  the  extent  of  some  vast  inun- 
dation. Such  JB  the  Alhnmbra ;  —  a  Moslem  pile 
in  the  midst  of  a  Christian  land ;  an  Oriental 
palace  amidst  the  Giothic  edilicea  of  the  West ; 
an  elegant  memento  of  a  brave,  intelligent,  and 
graceful  people,  who  conquered,  ruled,  flourished, 
and  passed  away. 


«jrv  Google 


THE  JESUITS'  UBRAKT. 

ffi^^9lNCE  indulgiog  in  the  foregoing  rererie, 
PrJv  my  curioaity  has  been  aroused  to  know 
S^SSi  something  of  the  princes  who  lefl  be- 
hind them  Ibis  monument  of  Oriental  taate  and 
magnificence,  —  and  whose  names  still  appear 
among  tlie  inscriptions  on  its  walla.  To  gratify 
this  curiosity,  I  have  descended  from  this  region 
of  fancy  and  fable,  where  everything  is  liable  to 
take  an  imaginary  lint,  and  have  carried  my  re- 
searches among  the  dusty  tomes  of  the  old  Jes- 
uits' Library,  in  the  University,  Tliia  once 
boasted  repository  of  enidilion  is  now  a  mere 
shadow  of  its  former  self,  having  been  stripped 
of  its  manuscripts  and  rarest  works  by  the  French, 
when  masters  of  Granada ;  still  it  contains,  among 
many  porrderous  tomes  of  the  Jesuit  fathers, 
which  the  French  were  careful  to  leave  behind, 
several  curious  tracts  of  Spanish  literature  ;  and 
abo\e  all,  a  number  of  those  antiquated  parch- 
ment-bound chronicles  for  which  I  have  a  partic- 
ular vencrolion. 

In  this  old  library  I  have  passed  many  delight- 
ful hours  of  quiet,  undisturbed,  literary  foraging ; 
for  the  keys  of  the  doors  and  bookcases  were 
kindly  intrusted  to  me,  and  I  was  left  alone,  to 
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rummage  at  my  pleasure,  —  a  vkk  iudulgeoce  in 
these  saucluiiries  of  learning,  which  loo  oHen 
tantalize  the  thirsty  student  with  the  sight  of 
sealed  fountains  of  knowledge. 

In  the  course  of  these  visits  I  gleaned  a  van 
ely  of  fftcla  concerning  historical  chRraciers  con- 
nected with  the  Alhambi'a,  some  of  which  I  here 
subjoin,  Irusting  they  may  prove  acceptable  to 
the  reader. 
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1HE  Moore  of  Granada  regarded  the  Al- 
hambra  as  a  miracle  of  art,  and  had  a 
tradition  that  the  king  who  founded  it 
dealt  in  ni^c,  or  at  least  in  alclicmy,  by  means 
whereoi  he  procured  the  immense  sums  of  gold 
expended  in  its  erection.  A  brief  view  of  his 
Tciga  will  show  the  secret  of  his  wealth.  He  is 
known  in  Arabian  history  as  Muhnmed  Ibn-l- 
Ahraar;  but  his  name  in  general  is  written  sim- 
ply Alhamnr,  and  was  given  to  him,  we  are  told, 
on  account  of  his  ruddy  complexion.* 

He  was  of  the  noble  and  opulent  line  of  the 
Beni  Nasar,  or  tiibe  of  Naaar,  and  was  bom  in 
Arjona,  in  the  year  of  the  Hegtrtt  593  (a.  d. 
1195).  At  hie  birth  ihe  astrologers,  we  are  told, 
cast  his  horoscope  according  to  Oriental  custom, 
and  pronounced  it  highly  auspicious ;  and  a  san- 
toD  predicted  for  him  a  glorious  career.  No  ex- 
pense was  spared  in    fitting   bim  for    the    high 

*  El  parque  en  mu;  nibia  llomaban  lo  loa  Moroi  AbenaK 
hunu'.  que  quieradecirbermejo  •  •  ■  ■  et  porque  loa  Moros  la 
Uinubui  Benalhimar  que  qui«re  decir  bermejo  t«mo  toi  uiia- 
let  betmejtii,  uguD  que  ]o>  OTierou  ileepnes  las  Keyea  da 
UraouU.  —  Blkua,  Ci-onica  da  Alfomo  XL,  P.  1.  C.  U. 
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destinies  prognosticated.  Before  he  attained  tbe 
full  years  of  manhood,  tbe  famous  battle  of  the 
Navaa  (or  plaiDs)  of  Tolosa  shattered  tho  Moor- 
ish empire,  and  eventually  severed  the  Moslems 
of  Spain  from  the  Moslems  of  A&ica.  Factions 
soon  arose  among  the  former,  headed  by  warlike 
chiefs  ambitious  of  grasping  the  sovereignty  of  ' 
the  PeniusuhL.  AJbamar  became  engaged  in 
these  wars ;  he  was  the  general  and  leader  of 
the  Beni  Nasar,  and,  as  such,  he  opposed  and 
thwarted  the  ambition  of  Aben  Hud,  who  had 
raised  his  standard  among  the  warlike  mountains 
of  the  Alpuxaras,  and  been  proclaimed  king  of 
Murcia  and  Granada.  Many  conflicis  took  place 
between  these  warring  chieftains ;  Alhamar  dis- 
possessed his  rival  of  several  important  places, 
and  was  proclaimed  king  of  Jaen  by  his  soldiery ; 
but  he  aspired  to  the  sovereignty  of  the  whole  of 
Andalusia,  for  he  was  of  a  sanguine  spirit  and 
lofty  ambition.  Hb  valor  and  generosity  went 
hand  in  hand  ;  what  he  gained  by  the  one  he 
secured  by  the  other  ;  and  at  the  death  of  Aben 
Hnd  (a.  i>.  1238)  be  became  sovereign  of  ail  ihe 
territories  which  owed  alle^ance  to  that  powerful 
chief.  He  made  his  formal  entry  into  Granada 
in  the  same  year,  amid  the  enthusiastic  shouts 
of  tbe  multitude,  who  hailed  him  as  the  only  one 
capable  of  >iuiting  the  various  factions  which  pre- 
vailed, and  which  threatened  to  lay  the  empire  at 
the  mercy  of  the  Christian  princes. 

Alhamar  established  his  court  in  Granada  ;  he 
was  tlie  first  of  the  illustrious  line  of  Nnaar  that 
silt  ujion  II  throne.     He  look  immediate  measurea 
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to  pat  bis  little  kiugdom  in  a  posture  of  defence 
against  the  aseaulte  to  be  expected  from  his 
Christian  neighbors,  repairiog  and  strengthen' 
iDg  the  Irontter  posts  and  fortifying  the  capital. 
Not  content  with  the  provisions  of  the  Moslem 
law,  by  which  every  man  is  niRde  a  soldier,  he 
raised  a  regular  army  (o  garrison  his  strong- 
holds, allowing  every  soldier  stationed  on  the 
IroDtier  a  portion  of  land  for  the  support  of  him- 
self, his  horse,  and  his  &mily,  —  thus  interesting 
him  in  the  defence  of  the  soil  in  which  he  had  a 
property.  These  wise  precautions  were  justified 
by  eveuts.  The  Christians,  profiting  by  the  dis- 
memberment of  the  Moslem  power,  were  rapidly 
regaioing  their  ancient  territories.  James  the 
Conqueror  had  subjected  all  Valencia,  and  Fer- 
dinand the  Saint  sat  down  in  person  before  Jaen, 
the  bulwark  of  Granada.  Alharaar  ventured  to 
oppose  him  in  open  field,  but  met  with  a  signal 
defeat,  and  retired  discomfited  to  his  capital. 
Jaen  still  held  out,  and  kept  the  enemy  at  bay 
during  an  entire  winter,  but  Ferdinand  awore  not 
to  nuse  hb  camp  until  he  bad  gained  possession 
of  the  place.  Alhamar  found  it  impossible  to 
throw  reinforcements  into  the  besieged  city  j  he 
saw  that  its  faU  must  be  foUowed  by  the  invest- 
ment of  his  capital,  and  was  conscious  of  the 
insufficiency  of  hU  means  to  cape  with  the  potent 
sovereign  of  Castile.  Taking  a  sudden  resolution, 
therefore,  he  repaired  privately  to  the  Christian 
camp,  made  his  unexpected  appearance  in  the 
presence  of  King  Ferdinand,  and  Irankly  an- 
Donnced  himself  as  the  king  of  Granada.     "  I 
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come,"  said  be,  "  confiding  in  yam  good  faith,  U 
put  myself  under  your  protection.  Take  all  I 
possess  Rnd  receive  me  as  your  vassal ; "  so  say- 
ing, he  knelt  and  kissed  the  king's  hand  in  tokeo 
of  allegiimce. 

Ferdinand  was  won  by  this  instance  of  confid- 
ing faith,  and  determined  not  to  be  outdone  in 
generosity.  He  raised  his  lat«  enemy  from  the 
earth,  embraced  him  as  a  friend,  and,  refusing  the 
wealth  he  offered,  left  him  sovereign  of  his  domin- 
ions, under  the  feudal  tenure  of  a  yearly  tribute, 
attendance  at  the  Cortes  as  one  of  the  nobles  of 
the  empire,  and  service  in  war  with  a  certain 
number  of  horsemen.  He  moreover  conferred 
on  him  the  honor  of  knighthood,  and  armed  him 
with  his  own  bands. 

It  was  not  long  after  this  that  Alhamar  waa 
called  upon  for  his  military  services,  to  aid  King 
Ferdinand  in  his  famous  siege  of  Seville.  The 
Moorish  king  sallied  forth  with  five  liundred 
chosen  horsemen  of  Granada,  than  whom  none  in 
the  world  knew  better  how  to  manage  the  steed 
or  wield  the  lance.  It  waa  a  humiliating  service, 
however,  for  they  had  to  draw  the  sword  agvnst 
their  brethren  of  the  fiiith. 

Alhnmnr  gained  a  melancholy  distinction  by 
liis  prowess  in  this  renowned  conquest,  but  more 
true  honor  by  the  humanity  which  he  prevailed 
upon  Ferdinand  to  introduce  into  the  usages  of 
war.  When  in  1248  the  famous  city  of  Seville 
surrendered  to  the  Castilian  monarch,  Alhamai 
returned  sad  and  full  of  care  to  hia  dominions. 
Me  saw  the  gathering  ills  that  menaced  the  Mos- 
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lem  canae  ;  and  uttered  an  ejnculntion  often  uaed 
b^  him  in  moments  of  anxiety  ami  trouble,  — 
"How  straitened  niid  wretched  would  Ite  our  life, 
if  OQF  hope  were  not  so  spncioua  and  exiensive." 
"  Que  angoste  y  miserabile  seria  nuc^tra  vida,siDO 
iiiera  t&ii  dilatada  y  espaciosa  iiueatra  e^peraoza  1 " 

A3  Ke  approHched  Granada  on  his  return  he 
beheld  arches  of  triumph  which  had  been  erected 
iu  honor  of  hb  martial  exploits.  The  people 
thronged  forth  to  see  him  with  impatient  joy,  for 
his  benij;nant  rule  had  won  all  hearLs.  Wher- 
ever he  passed  be  was  hailed  with  acclamations  as 
"El  GJialib!"  (the  conqueror).  Alhamar  gave 
a  meltmcholy  shake  of  the  head  on  hearing  the 
appellation.  "  Wa  le  ghalib  He  Alah  !  "  (there  is 
no  donqueror  but  God)  exclaimed  he.  From 
that  time  forward  this  exclamation  became  his 
motto,  and  the  motto  of  his  descendants,  and  ap- 
pears U>  this  day  emblazoned  on  his  escutcheons 
in  the  halb  of  the  Alhambra. 

Alhanmr  had  purchased  peace  by  submission 
to  the  Christian  yoke ;  but  he  was  conscious  that, 
with  elements  so  discordant  and  motives  for  hos- 
tility so  deep  and  ancient,  it  could  not  be  pei^ 
raanent.  Acting,  therefore,  upon  the  old  maxim, 
"  Arm  thyself  in  peace  and  clothe  thyself  in  sum- 
mer," he  improved  the  present  interval  of  tran- 
quillity by  fortifying  bis  dominions,  replenishing 
his  arsenals,  and  promoting  those  useful  arts 
which  give  wealth  and  real  power.  He  confided 
the  command  of  his  various  cities  to  such  as  had 
distiDguished  themselves  by  valor  and  prudence, 
and  who  seemed  meet  acceptable  to  the  pei^le. 
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He  organized  a  vigilant  police,  and  established 
rigid  rules  for  the  adrainistrntion  of  justice.  The 
poor  and  the  distressed  always  found  ready  ad- 
mission to  his  presence,  and  he  attended  person- 
ally to  their  ossistnnce  and  redress.  He  erected 
liospitals  for  the  blind,  the  aged,  and  inlirm,  aud 
nil  those  incapable  of  labor,  and  visited  tliem  fre- 
quently ;  not  on  set  days  with  pomp  and  form,  so 
OS  to  give  time  for  everything  to  be  put  in  order, 
and  every  abuse  concealed,  but  suddenly,  and 
unexpectedly,  informing  himself,  by  actual  obser- 
vation and  close  inquiry,  of  the  treatment  of  the 
sick,  and  the  conduct  of  those  appointed  to  ad- 
minister to  their  relief.  He  founded  schools  and 
colleges,  which  he  visited  in  the  same  manner, 
inspecting  personally  the  instruction  of  the  youth. 
He  established  butcheries  and  public  ovens,  that 
the  people  might  be  furnished  with  wholesome 
provisions  at  just  and  regular  prices.  He  intro- 
duced abundant  streams  of  water  into  the  city, 
erecting  baths  and  fountains,  and  constructing 
aqueducts  and  canals  to  irrigate  and  fertilize  the 
Vega.  By  these  means  prosperity  and  abun- 
dance  prevailed  in  this  beautiful  city ;  its  gates 
were  thronged  with  commerce,  and  ils  warehouses 
filled  with  luxuries  and  merchandise  of  every 
dime  and  couutry. 

He  moreover  gave  premiums  and  privileges  to 
the  best  artisans ;  improved  the  breed  of  horses 
aud  other  domestic  animab ;  encouraged  hus- 
bandry ;  and  increased  the  natural  fertility  of  the 
soil  twofold  by  his  protection,  making  the  lovely 
valleys  of  his  kingdom  to  bloom    like   gardens. 
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He  fostered  also  the  growth  and  fabricfttion  of  sillc, 
nutil  the  looms  of  Grauada  surpassed  even  those 
of  Syria  iu  the  fioeness  and  beauty  of  their  pro- 
ductions. He  moreover  caused  the  mines  of 
gold  and  silver  and  other  metats,  found  in  the 
mountainous  regions  of  his  dominions,  Co  be  dili- 
gently vrorked,  and  was  the  first  king  of  Grauada 
who  struck  money  of  gold  aud  silver  with  his 
name,  taking  great  care  that  the  coins  should  be 
skilfully  executed. 

It  was  towards  the  middle  of  the  thirteenth 
century,  and  jast  after  his  return  from  the  siege 
of  Seville,  that  he  commenced  the  splendid  palace 
of  the  Alhambraj  superintending  the  building 
of  it  in  person ;  miogluig  frequently  among  the 
artisis  and  workmen,  and  directing  their  labors. 

Though  thus  magnificent  in  his  works  and 
great  in  his  enterprises,  he  was  simple  in  his 
person  and  moderate  in  his  enjoyments.  Hia 
dress  was  not  merely  void  of  splendor,  but  so 
plain  as  not  to  distinguish  him  from  his  subjects. 
His  harem  boasted  but  few  beauties,  and  these 
he  vbited  but  seldom,  though  they  were  enter- 
tained with  great  magnificence.  His  wives  were 
daughters  of  the  principal  nobles,  and  were  treated 
by  him  as  friends  and  rational  companions.  What 
is  more,  he  managed  to  make  them  live  in  friend- 
ship with  one  anothei'.  He  passed  much  of  his 
time  in  his  gardens ;  especially  in  those  of  the 
Alhambra,  which  he  had  stored  with  the  rarest 
plants  and  the  most  beautiful  and  aromatic  flow- 
ers. Here  he  delighted  himself  in  reading  his- 
tories, or  in  causmg  them  to  be  read  and  related 
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to  him,  and  sometimes,  in  intervals  of  leisure,  em- 
ployed himself  in  the  instruction  of  his  three 
Bona,  for  whom  he  had  provided  the  most  learned 
and  vii-tuous  masters. 

As  he  hitd  frankly  and  voluntarily  offered  him- 
self a  trihutary  vas^il  to  Ferdinand,  so  he  always 
remained  loyal  to  his  word,  giving  him  repeated 
proo&  of  fidelity  and  attachment  When  that 
renowned  monarch  died  in  Seville  in  1254,  Al- 
hamar  sent  ambassadors  to  condole  with  his  sno- 
cessor,  Alonzo  X.,  and  with  them  a  galhint  train 
of  a  hundred  Moorish  cavaliers  of  distinguished 
rank,  who  were  to  attend  round  the  royal  bier 
during  the  funeral  ceremonies,  each  bearing  a 
lighted  taper.  This  grand  testimonial  of  respect 
was  repeated  by  the  Moslem  monarch  during  the 
remainder  of  his  life  on  each  anniversary  of  the 
death  of  King  Ferdinand  el  Santo,  when  the 
hundred  Moorish  knights  repaired  from  Granada 
to  Seville,  and  took  their  stations  with  lighted 
tapers  in  the  centre  of  the  sumptuous  cathedral 
round  the  cenotaph  of  the  illustrious  deceased. 

Alhamar  retained  his  faculties  and  vigor  to  an 
advanced  age.  In  his  seventy-ninth  year  (a.  d. 
1'272)  he  took  the  field  on  horseback,  accompa- 
nied by  the  flower  of  his  chivalry,  to  resist  on 
invasion  of  his  territories.  As  the  army  sallied 
forth  from  Granada,  one  of  tlie  principal  adalides, 
or  guides,  who  rode  in  the  advance,  accidentally 
broke  his  lance  against  the  arch  of  the  gate. 
The  counsellors  of  the  king,  alarmed  by  this  cir- 
ctunstaiice,  which  was  considered  an  evil  omen, 
entreated    him    to    return.     Their   supplications 


«jrv  Google 


ALBAMAS.  99 

were  in  Tain.  The  king  pereiated,  and  at  noon- 
tide the  omen,  say  the  Moorish  chroniclers,  was 
fatallj  fulfilled.  Alhamar  was  suddenly  struck 
with  illness,  and  had  nearly  fallen  from  lii;'  horse. 
He  was  placed  on  a  litter,  and  borne  back  to- 
wards Granada,  but  his  illness  increased  to  such 
a  degree  that  they  were  obliged  to  pitch  his  lent 
in  the  Vega.  His  physicians  were  filled  with 
consternation,  not  knowing  what  remedy  to  pre- 
scribe. In  a  few  hours  he  died,  vomiting  blood 
and  in  violent  convulsions.  The  Cnstilinn  prince, 
Don  Philip,  brother  of  Alonzo  X.,  was  by  his 
side  when  he  expired.  His  body  was  embalmed, 
enclosed  in  a  silver  coffin,  aad  buried  in  the  Al- 
hambra  in  a  aepnlchre  of  precious  marble,  amidst 
the  unfeigned  lamentations  of  his  subjects,  who 
bewailed  him  as  a  parenL 

I  have  said  that  he  was  the  first  of  the  illus* 
trious  line  of  Nasar  that  sat  upon  a  throne.  I 
may  add  that  he  was  the  founder  of  a  bi^Uiant 
kingdom  which  will  ever  be  famous  in  history 
and  romance  as  the  last  rallying-place  of  Mos- 
lem power  and  splendor  in  the  Peninsula.  Though 
his  undertakings  were  vast,  and  his  expenditures 
immense,  yet  his  treasury  was  always  full ;  and 
this  seeming  contradiction  gave  rise  to  the  story 
that  be  was  versed  in  magic  art,  and  possessed 
of  the  secret  for  transmuting  baser  metals  into 
gold.  Those  who  have  attended  to  his  domestic 
polity,  as  here  set  forth,  will  easily  understand 
the  natural  magic  and  simple  alchemy  which  mada 
his  ample  treasury  to  oversow. 
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HE  FIHISHBB  (a  THB  ALBiMBU 

Bo    the  foregoing  particulars,  concenuDg 

n  the  Moslem  princes  who  once  reigned 
"a  these  halls,  I  shall  add  a  brief  notice 
of  the  monarch  who  completed  and  embeltisbed 
the  Alhambra.  Yusef  Abul  Hngig  (or,  as  it  is 
sometimes  written,  Haiis)  was  another  prince  of 
the  noble  line  of  Nttsar.  He  ascended  the  throne 
of  Granada  in  the  year  of  grace  1333,  and  is 
described  by  Moslem  writers  as  having  a  noble 
presence,  great  bodily  strength,  and  a  fair  com- 
plexion ;  and  the  majeety  of  his  countenaace  in- 
ereased,  say  they,  by  suffering  his  beard  to  grow 
lo  a  dignified  length  and  dyeing  it  black.  His 
maniiera  were  gentle,  affable,  and  urbane ;  he 
carried  (he  benignity  of  his  tuiture  into  war&re, 
prohibiting  all  wanton  cruelty,  and  enjoining 
mercy  and  protection  towards  women  and  children, 
the  aged  and  infirm,  and  all  friars  and  other  per- 
sons of  holy  and  recluse  life.  But  though  be 
possessed  the  courage  common  to  generous  apir- 
it»,  the  bent  of  his  genius  was  more  for  peace  than 
war,  and  though  repeatedly  obliged  by  circum' 
stances  to  take  up  arms,  he  was  genendly  unfor- 
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Among  other  ill-starred  eaterpriAed,  he  un- 
dertook a  great  campaign,  in  coojuuction  witi' 
the  Uug  of  Morocco,  against  iha  kings  of 
Castile  aod  Portugal,  but  was  defeated  in  the 
meniorable  battle  of  Salado,  which  had  nearly 
proved  a  death-blow  to  the  Moslem  power   in 

Tiisef  obtained  a  long  truce  after  this  defeat, 
and  now  bis  character  shone  forth  in  tt9  true  lus- 
tre. He  had  an  excellent  memory,  and  had 
stored  hb  mind  with  science  and  erudition ;  his 
taste  was  altogether  elegant  a>:d  refined,  and  he 
was  accounted  the  beat  po&i  of  his  time.  Devot- 
ing himself  to  tiie  iiistruciion  of  his  people  and 
the  improveineni  of  their  morals  and  raaoners, 
he  estaiilished  schools  in  all  the  villages,  with 
simple  and  uniform  systems  of  education ;  he 
obliged  everv  hamlet  of  more  than  twelve  houses 
lo  have  9  mosque,  and  purified  the  ceremonies  of 
religion,  and  the  festivals  and  popular  amnse- 
meats,  from  various  abuses  and  indecorums  whicl 
had  crept  into  them.  He  attended  vigilantly  td 
the  police  of  the  city,  establbhing  nocturnal  guard* 
wid  patrols,  and  superintending  all  municiptt 
concerns.  His  attention  was  also  directed  to 
irards  finishing  the  great  archilectoral  works  coir 
menced  by  his  predecessors,  and  erecting  other- 
on  his  own  plans.  The  Alharabrn,  which  han 
been  founded  by  the  good  Alhamar,  was  now 
completed.  Tusef  constructed  the  beautiful  Gate 
of  Justice,  forming  the  grand  entrance  to  the  for- 
tress, which  he  finished  in  1348.  He  likewise 
ftdomed  many  of  the  courts  and  halls  of  the  pal- 
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aoe,  aa  may  be  Been  by  the  inscriptions  on  the 
walls,  in  which  his  name  repeatedly  occurs.  He 
built  also  the  noble  Alcaztir  or  citadel  of  Malaga, 
now  unforlunalelj  a  mere  mass  of  crumbliDg 
ruins,  bul  which  most  probably  exhibited  in  its 
interior  similar  elegance  and  magnilicence  with 
the  Alhambra. 

The  genius  of  a  sovereign  stamps  a  diameter 
upon  his  time.  The  nobles  of  Granada,  imitat- 
ing the  elegant  and  graceful  taste  of  Yusef,  soon 
filled  tlie  city  of  Granada  with  magnificent  pal- 
aces i  the  halls  of  which  were  paved  with  Mosaic, 
the  wnlls  and  ceilings  wrought  in  fretwork,  and 
delicately  gilded  and  painted  with  azure,  vermilion, 
and  other  brilliant  colors,  or  minut«ly  inlaid  with 
cedar  and  other  precious  woods ;  specimens  of 
which  have  survived,  in  all  their  lustre,  the  lapse 
of  several  centuries.  Many  of  the  houses  had 
fountains,  which  threw  up  jets  of  water  to  refresh 
and  cool  the  air.  They  had  lofty  towers  niso,  of 
wood  or  stone,  curiously  carved  and  omaraeuled, 
and  covered  with  plates  of  metal  that  glittered  in 
the  sun.  Such  was  the  refined  and  delicate  taste 
in  architecture  that  prevailed  among  this  elegant 
people  ;  insomuch  that,  to  use  the  beautiful  simile 
of  an  Arabian  writer,  "  Granada,  in  the  days  of 
Yusef,  was  as  a  silver  vase  filled  with  emeralds 
and  jacinths." 

One  anecdote  will  be  sufficient  to  show  tlia 
magnanimity  of  this  generous  prince.  The  long 
truce  which  had  succeeded  Ihc  battle  of  Salado 
was  at  an  end,  and  every  effort  of  Yusef  to  renert 
it  was  in  vain.     His  deadly  foe,  Alfonzo  XI.  of 
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Castile,  took  the  field  with  great  force,  and 
(iege  to  Gibraltar.  Yusef  reluctantly  took 
arms,  and  sent  troops  to  the  relief  of  the  p 
Id  the  niid^t  of  bis  anxiety,  he  received  ti^ 
that  his  dreaded  foe  had  suddeuty  fatleu  a  vi 
to  the  plague.  Inatead  of  manifesting  exulti 
on  the  occnsioti,  Yusef  called  to  mind  the  % 
qualities  of  the  deceased,  and  was  touched 
a  noble  sorrow.  "  Alas  !  "  cried  he,  "  the  ft 
has  lost  one  of  its  most  excellent  princes ;  a 
ereign  who  knew  how  to  honor  merit,  whetbi 
friend  or  foe  !  " 

The  Spanish  chroniclers  themselves  bear 
ness  to  this  magnanimily.  According  to  I 
accounts,  the  Moorish  cavaliers  partook  of 
sentiment  of  their  king,  and  put  on  mouminj 
the  death  of  Altbiizo.  Even  those  of  Gibra 
who  had  been  so  closely  invested,  when 
knew  that  the  hostile  monarch  lay  dead  in 
camp,  determined  among  themselves  that  no 
tile  movement  should  be  made  against  the  C 
tians.  The  day  on  ivliich  the  camp  was  hti 
up,  and  the  army  departed  bearing  the  corps 
Alfonzo,  the  Moors  issued  in  multitudes  : 
Gibraltar,  and  stood  mute  and  melancholy,  Wi 
iiig  the  mournful  pixgeanL  The  same  rever 
for  the  deceased  was  observed  by  all  the  Mo< 
commanders  on  the  frontiers,  who  suffered 
funeral  train  to  pass  in  safety,  bearing  the  <x 
of  the  Christian  sovereign  from  Gibralta 
Seville.* 

■  "  Y  loa  mon»  que  estabao  en  la  villa  7  CaMillo  dc 
iltu  despuea  que  sopleran  que  el  Rej  Don  Alonio  en 
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Tusef  did  not  long  survive  the  enem^  he  bad 
so  geaerously  deplored.  In  the  year  1364,  as  he 
waa  one  tiny  pmyiug  in  the  royal  mosque  of  the 
AJhambra,  n  maniac  rushed  suddenly  from  behiiid 
and  plunged  a  dagger  in  bis  side.  The  cries 
of  the  kiug  brought  hia  guards  and  courtiers  to 
his  assbtiince.  They  found  him  weltering  in  his 
blood.  He  made  some  signs  as  if  to  speak,  but 
his  words  were  unitilelligible.  They  bore  him 
seuseless  to  the  royal  apartments,  where  he  ex- 
pired almost  immediately.  The  murderer  was 
cut  to  pieces,  and  his  limbs  burnt  in  public  to 
gratify  the  fury  of  the  populace. 

The  body  of  the  king  was  interred  in  a  superb 
sepulchre  of  white  marble  ;  a  long  epitaph,  in 
letters  of  gold  upon  an  azure  ground,  recorded 
his  virtues.  "  Here  lies  a  king  and  martyr,  of 
an  illustrious  line,  getitle,  learned,  and  virtuous  ; 
renowned  for  the  graces  of  his  person  and  his 
manners  ;  whose  clemency,  piety,  and  benevolence 
were  extolled  throughout  the  kingdom  of  Gra- 
nada. He  was  a  great  prince  ;  an  illustrious 
captdn  ;  a  sharp  sword  of  the  Moslems ;  a  val- 
iant standard-bearer  among  the  most  potent  mon- 
archs,"  i&c. 

The  mosque  still  exists  which  once  resounded 
with  the  dying  cries  of  Yusef,  but  die  monnmeot 
whii^  recorded  his  virtues  has  long  since  disap- 

•no,  ordenarDD  entre^i  que  nintcuna  iion  fucsae  osado  it  f^ci 
aingnn  movimientfl  contra  lo«  (Jlipistianos,  ni  mover  peleai 
oonUa  ellos,  eetovieron  todoa  quedoa  y  dezim  entra  cUoi 
qui  aquel  diunuriera  un  noble  nj  j  Gnu  prinsip*  dal 


«jrv  Google 


7USEF  ABUL  HAG/G. 


105 


peured.  His  name,  however,  remnios  inscribed 
among  the  delicate  and  graceful  ornaments  of 
ihe  Aihambra,  and  will  be  perpetuated  in  connec- 
tion with  this  renowned  pile,  which  it  was  hia 
pride  and  delight  to  beantify. 


«jrv  Google 


THE   MYSTERIOUS   CHAMBERS. 

^9^91$  I  was  rambling  one  day  about  Uie 
WMVJ^  Moorish  balls,  my  attcDtion  whs.  for  the 
^.wM  jjrst  time,  attrncted  to  a  door  in  a  re- 
mote "iiilery,  communicating  apparently  with  some 
part  of  the  Alhambra  which  I  had  not  yet  ex- 
plored. I  attempted  to  open  it,  but  it  was  locked. 
1  knocked,  but  no  one  iinswered,  and  the  sound 
seemed  to  reverberate  through  empty  chambera. 
Here  then  was  a  mystery.  Here  was  the 
haunted  wing  of  the  castle.  How  was  I  to 
get  at  the  dark  secrets  here  shut  up  from  the 
public  eye  ?  Should  I  come  privately  at  night 
with  lamp  and  sword,  according  to  the  prying 
custom  of  heroes  of  romance  ;  or  should  I  en- 
deavor to  draw  the  secret  from  P^pe  ihe  stutter- 
ing gardener;  or  the  ingenuous  Dolores,  or  the 
loquiic'ions  Mateo  ?  Or  should  I  go  frankly  and 
openly  to  Dame  Antoaia  the  chatelaine,  and  ask 
her  all  about  it  ?  I  chose  the  latter  course,  as 
being  the  simplest  though  the  least  romantic; 
iind  found,  somewhat  to  my  disappointment,  that 
there  was  no  mystery  in  the  case.  I  was  wel- 
come to  explore  the  apartment,  and  there  was 
the  key. 
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Thus  provided,  I  returned  forthwith  to  the  door. 
It  opeD«d,  US  I  hdxl  siirmised,  to  a  range  of  va- 
cant chambers ;  but  they  were  quite  different 
froiti  the  rest  of  the  palace.  The  aruhitec- 
ture,  though  rich  and  antiquated,  was  European. 
There  was  nothing  Moorbh  about  it  The  first 
two  rooms  were  lofty ;  the  ceilings,  broken  in 
many  phices,  were  of  cedar,  deeply  panelled  and 
skilfally  carved  with  fruits  and  flowers,  intermin' 
gled  with  grotesque  masks  or  faces. 

The  wails  had  evidently  in  ancient  limes  been 
hung-  with  damask ;  but  now  were  naked,  and 
scrawled  over  by  that  class  of  aspiring  travellers 
who  defile  noble  monuments  with  their  worthless 
names.  The  windows,  dismantled  and  open  to 
wind  and  weather,  looked  out  into  a  charming 
little  secluded  garden,  where  an  alabaster  foun- 
ItuD  sparkled  among  roses  and  myrtles,  and  was 
surrounded  by  orange  and  citron  trees,  some  of 
which  flung  their  branches  into  the  chambers. 
Beyond  these  rooms  were  two  saloons,  longer 
but  less  lofly,  looking  also  into  the  garden.  In 
the  compaitments  of  the  panelled  ceilings  were 
baskets  of  fruit  and  garlands  of  flowers,  painted 
by  no  mean  hand,  and  in  tolerable  preservation. 
The  walls  also  had  been  painted  in  fresco  in  the 
Italian  style,  but  the  paintings  were  nearly 
obliterated  ;  the  windows  were  in  the  anme  shat- 
tered slate  with  those  of  the  other  chambers. 
This  ^clfiil  suite  of  rooms  terminated  in  an 
open  gallery  with  balustrades,  running  at  right 
angles  along  another  aide  of  the  garden.  The 
whole  apartment,  so  delicate  and  elegant  in   its 
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decoradona,  8o  choice  and  sequestered  tn  its  situ- 
ation along  this  retired  little  garden,  aud  so  difler- 
eat  in  architecture  from  the  neighboring  halls, 
awakened  an  interest  in  its  history.  I  found  on 
tnquiiy  that  it  was  an  apartment  fitted  up  by 
Italian  artists  in  the  early  part  of  the  last 
century,  at  the  time  when  Philip  V.  and  his 
second  wife,  the  beautiful  Elizabetla  of  Famese, 
daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Parma,  were  expected 
at  the  Alhambra.  It  was  destined  for  the  queen 
and  the  ladies  of  her  train.  One  of  the  loftiest 
chambers  had  been  her  sleeping-room.  A  nar- 
row staircase,  now  walled  up,  led  up  to  a  delight- 
ful belvidere,  originally  a  mirador  of  the  Moorish 
sultanas,  communicating  with  the  harem ;  but 
which  WHS  fitted  up  as  a  boudoir  for  the  fair 
Elizabetta,  and  still  retains  the  name  of  elloeador 
de  la  Seyna,  or  the  queen's  foiletie. 

One  window  of  the  royal  sleeping-room  oom- 
manded  a  prospect  of  the  Gieneralife  and  its  em- 
bowered terraces ;  another  looked  out  into  the 
liltle  secluded  garden  I  have  mentioned,  which 
was  decidedly  Moorish  in  its  character,  and  also 
had  its  history.  It  was  in  fact  the  garden  of 
Lindaraza,  so  of^  mentioned  in  descriptions  of 
the  Alhambra;  but  who  this  Lindaraxa  was  I 
had  never  heard  explained.  A  little  research 
gave  me  the  few  particulars  known  about  her. 
She  was  a  Moorish  beauty  who  flourished  in  the 
court  of  Muhamed  the  Left-Handed,  aud  was 
the  daughter  of  his  loyal  adherent,  the  alcnyde 
of  Malaga,  who  sheltered  him  in  his  city  when 
driven  from  the  throne.     On  regaining  hb  crown, 
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the  alcalde  was  rewarded  for  bis  fidelity.  His 
daughter  had  her  apartment  in  the  Alhambra, 
and  was  given  by  the  king  in  marriage  to 
Nflsar,  a  young  Cetimerien  prince  descended 
from  Aben  Hud  the  Just.  Their  espousals  were 
doubtless  celebrated  in  the  royal  palace,  and  their 
Inneymoon  may  have  passed  among  these  very 
bowers,* 

Pour  centuries  had  elapsed  since  the  &ir 
Lindarasa  passed  away,  yet  how  much  of  the 
fragile  beauty  of  the  scenes  she  inhabited  re- 
mained !  The  garden  still  bloomed  in  which  she 
delighted  ;  the  tbunlain  still  presented  the  crystal 
mirror  in  which  her  chomis  may  once  have  been 
reflected ;  the  alabaster,  it  b  true,  had  lost  its 
whiteness ;  the  basin  beneath,  overrun  with  weeds, 
had  become  the  lurking-place  of  the  lizard,  but 
there  was  something  in  the  very  decay  that  en- 
hooced  the  interest  of  the  scene,  speaking  as  it 
did  of  that  mutability,  the  Irrevocable  lot  of  man 
and  all  his  works. 

The  desolation  too  of  these  chambers,  once  the 
abode  of  the  prond  and  elegant  Elizabetts,  had  a 
more  touching  charm  for  me  than  if  I  had  be- 

•  Dna  de  l«e  coa»a  en  que  tieaen  preciBa  inlerreucion  Im 
'Bajaa  Maroa  as  ea  el  manimonio  de  eue  grandea;  de  squi 
Dice  que  todos  Im  eefiores  llegudu  a  U  persona  real  ei  easan 
an  palac'io,  ^elempre  huvoau  quarto  destinado  para  esCs  cere- 
One  of  the  tliinga  in  which  the  Moorish  kings  interftred 
iraa  in  Che  marriage  of  their  nobles:  beace  it  came  that  all 
ilie  Knun  attached  to  the  royal  person  were  married  in  the 
pilace ;  and  then  wai  always  a  chamber  deitiaad  for  tha  cece- 
nmy- —  Pattaipor  Gnaiadn,  Paaeo  XXI. 
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held    them  in  their  prisUne  splendor,    glittering 
with  the  pageantry  of  a  court. 

When  I  returned  to  ray  quarters,  in  the  gov- 
ernor's apfirtment,  everything  seemed  tame  and 
commonplncc  after  the  poetic  region  I  had  left. 
The  tliought  suggested  itself:  Why  could  I  not 
change  my  quarters  to  these  vacant  chambers? 
that  would  indeed  be  living  in  the  Alhambra,  sur- 
rounded by  its  gardens  and  fountains,  as  in  Uio 
time  of  the  Moorish  sovereigns.  I  proposed  the 
change  lo  Dame  Antonia  and  her  family,  and  it 
occasioned  vast  surprise.  They  could  not  con- 
ceive any  rational  inducement  for  the  choice  of 
an  apartment  so  forlorn,  remote,  and  solitary. 
Dolores  exclaimed  at  its  frightful  loneliness; 
nothing  but  bats  and  owls  flitting  aboui, — and 
then  a  fox  and  wildcat  kept  in  the  vaults  of  the 
neighboring  totlis,  and  roamed  about  at  night. 
The  good  Tia  had  more  reasonable  objections. 
The  neighborhood  was  infested  by  vagrants  ; 
gipsies  swarmed  in  the  caverns  of  the  adjacent 
hills  ;  the  palace  was  ruinous  and  easy  to  be 
entered  in  many  places ;  the  rumor  of  a  stranger 
quartered  atone  in  one  of  the  remote  and  ruined 
apartmenti,  out  of  the  hearing  of  the  rest  of  the 
inhabitants,  might  tempt  unwelcome  visitors  in 
the  night,  especially  as  foreigners  were  always 
supposed  to  be  well  stocked  with  money.  I  was 
not  to  be  diverted  from  my  humor,  however,  and 
my  will  was  law  with  these  good  people.  So, 
cailing  in  the  assistance  of  a  carpenter,  and  the 
ever  officious  Mateo  Ximenes,  the  doors  and  win- 
dows were  soon    placed    in  a  state  of  tolerable 
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Becnrity,  and  Ihe  steepiDg-room  of  the  Btaiely 
Eltzabetta  prepared  for  my  reception.  Mateo 
kiodly  volunteered  as  a  body-giini'd  to  sleep  in 
my  antechamber ;  but  I  did  not  think  it  worth 
while  to  put  his  valor  to  the  proof. 

With  all  the  hardihood  I  had  assumed  and  all 
the  precautions  I  had  taken,  I  must  confess  the 
first  night  passed  in  these  quarters  was  inexpres- 
sibly dreary.  I  do  not  think  it  was  so  much  the 
apprehension  of  dangers  from  witlioitt  that  af- 
fected me,  as  tlie  character  of  the  place  itself,  with 
all  its  strange  associations :  the  deeds  of  violence 
committed  there ;  the  tragical  eQ<1s  of  many  of 
those  who  had  once  reigned  tlieie  in  splendor. 
As  1  passed  beneath  the  fated  halls  of  the  tower 
of  Comares  on  the  way  to  my  chamber,  I  culled 
to  mind  a  quotation,  that  used  to  thrill  me  in 
the  days  of  boyhood ; 

"  Fate  eiU  on  these  daik  battlements  and  frowns; 
And,  as  tlie  porta)  opena  to  receive  me, 
A  voice  in  sullen  ecliaea  through  tbe  courts 
Telia  of  a  nameless  deed!  " 

The  whole  family  escorted  me  to  my  chamber, 
Bud  took  leave  of  me  as  of  one  engaged  on  a  per- 
ilous enterprise  ;  and  when  I  heiird  their  retreat- 
ing steps  die  away  along  the  waste  antechambers 
and  echoing  galleries  ;  and  ttirned  the  key  of  my 
door,  I  was  reminded  of  those  hobgoblin  stories, 
where  the  hero  is  left  to  accomplish  the  adven- 
tme  of  an  enchanted  house. 

Even  the  thoughts  of  the  &ir  Elizabetta  and 
the  beauties  of  her  court,  who  had  once  graced 
these  chambers,  now,  by  a  perversion  of  fancy, 
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«dded  to  the  gloom.  Here  was  the  scene  of 
their  transient  gayetj  and  lovelincsM  ;  here  were 
ihe  very  traces  of  their  elegance  ami  enjoyment ; 
nut  'That  and  wtiere  were  they  ?  Dust  and 
ftshes !  tenants  of  the  tomb  \  phantoms  of  the 
inemory ! 

A  vague  and  indescribable  awe  was  creeping 
over  me.  I  wonid  fain  have  ascribed  it  to  the 
thoughts  of  robbers  awakened  by  the  evening's 
conversation,  but  I  felt  it  was  something  niore 
unreal  and  absurd.  The  long-buried  superstitions 
of  the  nursery  were  reviving,  and  asserting  their 
power  over  my  imagination.  Everything  began 
to  be  affected  by  the  working  of  my  mind.  The 
whispering  of  tlie  wind  among  the  citron-ttees 
beneath  my  window  had  something  sinister.  I 
cast  my  eyes  into  the  garden  of  Lindaraxa  ;  the 
groves  presented  a  gulf  of  almdows  ;  the  thickets, 
indistinct  and  ghastly  shapes.  I  was  glad  to 
close  the  window^  but  my  chamber  itself  became 
infected.  There  was  a  slight  rustling  noise  over- 
head ;  a  bat  suddenly  emerged  from  a  broken 
panel  of  the  ceiling,  flitting  about  the  room  and 
athwart  my  solitary  lamp  ;  and  as  the  fateful  bird 
almost  flouted  my  face  with  hia  noiseless  wing, 
the  grotesque  faces  carved  in  high  relief  in  the 
cedar  ceiling,  whence  he  had  emerged,  seemed  to 
mope  and  mow  at  me. 

Itousing  myself,  and  half  smiling  at  this  tem- 
porary weakness,  I  resolved  to  brave  it  out  in 
the  true  spirit  of  the  hero  of  the  enchanted 
house ;  so,  taking  lamp  in  hand,  I  sallied  forth  to 
make   a   tour   of  the    palace.     Notwithstanding 
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every  mentftl  exertion  the  tnsk  visa  a  severe  one. 
I  had  U>  traverse  waste  halls  an<I  mysterious  gal- 
leries, where  the  rays  of  the  lamp  extended  but 
a  short  diatauce  around  me.  I  walked,  as  it 
were,  iu  a  mere  halo  of  liglit,  walled  in  by  im- 
penetrable darkness.  The  vaulted  corridors  were 
as  caverns;  the  ceilings  of  the  halls  were  lost  in 
l^oom.  I  recalled  all  that  had  been  said  of  the 
danger  from  interlopers  in  these  remote  and 
ruined  apartments.  Might  not  some  vagrant  foe 
be  lurking  before  or  behind  mc,  in  the  outer 
darkness  ?  My  own  shadow,  cast  upon  the  wall, 
began  to  disturb  me.  The  echoes  of  my  own 
footsteps  along  the  corridors  maile  me  pause  and 
look  round.  I  was  traversing  scenes  fraught 
with  dismal  recollections.  One  dark  passage  led 
down  to  the  mosque  where  Yusef,  the  Moorish 
monarch,  the  finisher  of  the  Alhambra,  had  been 
basely  murdered.  In  another  place  I  trod  the 
gallery  where  another  monarch  had  been  struck 
down  by  the  poniard  of  a  relative  whom  he  had 
thwarted  in  his  love. 

A  low  murmuring  Bound,  as  of  stifled  voices 
and  clanking  chains,  now  reached  me.  It  seemed 
to  come  from  the  Hall  of  the  Abcncerragea. 
I  knew  it  to  be  the  rush  of  water  through  subter- 
ranean cbaimels,  but  it  sounded  strangely  in  the 
night,  and  reminded  me  of  the  dismal  stories  to 
vrbicb  it  had  given  rise. 

Soon,  however,  my  ear  was  assailed  by  sounds 
too  fearfully  real  to  be  the  work  of  fancy.  As 
I  was  crossing  the  Hall  of  Ambassadors,  low 
TDoaos  and  broken  ejaculations  rose,  aa  it  were, 
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from  beneath  inj  feet  I  paused  and  listened. 
They  then  appeared  to  be  oulside  of  Ihc  tower 
—  then  again  within.  Then  broke  fortli  bowl- 
ings as  of  an  aniina]  —  then  stiHed  shrieks  aod 
inarticulate  ravings.  Heard  in  that  dead  hour 
and  singular  place,  the  effect  was  thrilling.  I 
had  no  desire  for  further  perambulation  ;  but  re- 
turned to  my  chamber  with  infinitely  more  alao> 
rity  than  I  had  sallied  forth,  and  drew  my  breath 
more  freely  when  once  more  within  its  walla  and 
the  door  bolted  behind  me.  When  I  awoke  in 
the  morning,  with  the  aun  shining  in  at  my  window 
and  lighting  up  every  part  of  tlio  building  with  his 
cheerful  aud  trulh-lelling  beams,  I  c«uld  scarcely 
recall  the  shadows  and  fancies  conjured  up  by  the 
gloom  of  the  preceding  night ;  or  believe  that  the 
scenes  around  me,  so  naked  and  apparent,  could 
.  have  been  clothed  with  such  imaginary  horrors. 

Still,  the  dismal  bowlings  and  ejoculatiooB  I 
bad  heard  were  not  ideal ;  they  were  soon  ac- 
counted for,  however,  by  my  handmaid  Dolores: 
being  the  ravings  of  a  poor  maniac,  a  brother  of 
her  aunt,  who  was  subject  to  violent  paroiysms, 
during  which  he  was  confined  in  a  vaulted  room 
beneath  the  Hall  of  Ambassadors. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  evenings  a  thorough 
change  took  place  in  the  scene  and  its  associaticHiB. 
The  moon,  which  when  I  took  possession  of  my 
new  apartments  was  invisible,  gradually  gaiaod 
each  evening  upon  the  darkness  of  the  night,  and 
at  length  rolled  in  fuU  splendor  above  the  towers, 
pouring  a  flood  of  tempered  light  into  every  conr* 
and  hidL      The  garden  beneath  my  window,  b6 
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tan  HTapped  in  gloom,  was  gentlj  lighted  np ; 
the  orange  and  dtrOD  trees  were  tipped  with 
Bilrer  ;  the  founbu'n  spu'kled  in  the  inooiibeams, 
and  eren  the  blush  of  the  rose  was  foimly  visible. 

I  now  felt  the  poetic  merit  of  the  Arabic  in- 
BcriptioD  on  the  ntdls,  —  "  How  beauteous  ia  this 
garden  ;  where  the  flowers  of  the  earth  vie  with 
the  stars  of  heaven.  What  can  compare  with 
Uie  vase  of  yon  alabaster  fountain  filled  with 
crystal  water  P  nothing  but  the  moon  in  her 
fulness,  shining  Jn  the  midst  of  an  nncbnded 
iky!" 

On  such  heavenly  nights  I  would  sit  for  hoars 
ftt  my  window  inhaling  the  sweetnees  of  the  ga^ 
den,  and  musing  on  the  checkered  fortunes  of 
those  whose  history  was  dimly  shadowed  ont  in 
die  elegant  memorials  around.  Sometimes,  when 
all  was  quiet,  and  the  clock  from  the  distant  ca- 
thedral  of  Giranada  struck  the  midnight  hour,  I 
have  sallied  ont  on  another  tonr  and  wandered 
over  the  whole  building  ;  but  how  different  from 
my  first  tour !  No  longer  dark  and  mysleriona  i 
no  longer  peopled  with  shadowy  foes  ;  no  longer 
recalling  scenes  of  violence  and  murder ;  all  was 
open,  spacions,  beautiful  ;  everything  called  up 
pleasing  and  romantic  fancies  ;  Lindaraxa  once 
more  walked  in  her  garden ;  the  gay  chivalry  of 
Moslem  Granada  once  more  glittered  about  the 
Court  of  Lions  I  Who  can  do  justice  to  a  moon- 
light night  in  such  a  climate  and  such  a  place  7 
The  temperature  of  a  summer  midnight  in  An- 
daltisia  is  perfectly  ethereal.  We  seem  lifted  up 
into  a  purer  a^osphere  ;  we  feel  a  serenity  of 
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eoul,  a  buoyancy  of  spirits,  nn  elaaticity  <^ 
Ihune,  which  render  mere  existence  happiness. 
But  when  moonlight  is  added  to  all  ihis,  tho 
effect  is  like  encliautment.  Under  ita  plasdo 
swa^  the  Alhambra  eeems  to  regtua  its  pristiiie 
glories.  Every  rent  and  chasm  of  time ;  every 
mouldering  tint  and  weaUier-atmn  is  gone  ;  the 
marble  resumes  its  original  whiteness ;  the  long 
colonnades  brighten  in  the  moonbeams ;  the  halls 
are  illuminated  with  a  soilened  radiance,  —  we 
tread  the  enchanted  palace  of  an  Arabian  tale  I 

What  a  delight,  at  such  a  time,  to  ascend  to 
the  little  aiiy  pavilion  of  the  queen's  toilet 
(el  tocador  de  la  reyna),  which,  like  a  bird-cage, 
overhangs  the  valley  of  the  Darro,  and  gaze  from 
its  light  arcades  upon  the  moonlight  prospect ! 
To  the  right,  the  swelling  mountains  of  the 
1  Nevada,  robbed  of  their  ruggedness  and 
1  into  a  feiry  land,  with  their  snowy  sum- 
mits gleaming  like  silver  clouds  against  the  deep 
blue  sky.  And  then  to  lean  over  the  parapet  of 
the  Tocador  and  gaze  down  upon  Granada  and 
the  Albaycin  spread  out  like  a  map  below  ;  all 
buried  in  deep  repose ;  the  white  palaces  and  con- 
vents sleeping  in  the  moonshine,  and  beyond  all 
these  the  vapory  Vega  fading  away  like  a  dream- 
land in  the  distance. 

Sometimes  the  Sunt  click  of  castanela  rise 
from  the  Alameda,  where  some  gay  Andnlusiaus 
are  dancing  away  the  summer  night.  Sometimes 
the  dubious  tones  of  a  guitar  and  the  notes  of 
an  amorous  voice,  tell  perchance  the  whereabout 
of  some  moonstruck  lover  serenading  his  lady's 
irindow. 
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Such  is  a  faint  picture  of  tlte  mooDlighl  nigbU 
I  have  passed  loitering  about  the  courts  and  balls 
and  balconies  of  this  moat  suggestive  pile ;  "  feed- 
iog  mj  fancy  with  sngared  auppositions,"  and  en- 
jojring  that  mixture  of  reverie  and  sensatioD 
which  steal  away  existence  in  a  southern  climate  g 
eo  that  it  has  been  almost  morning  beforeil  have 
retired  to  bed,  and  been  lulled  to  sleep  by  the  fell- 
ing waters  of  the  fountain  of  Liadaraxa. 
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IT  is  a  serene  and  beantiful  monung :  die 
aun  has  not  gained  suflident  power  to 
doBtroj  the  freshDess  of  the  m'ght. 
What  a  morning  to  mount  to  the  eammit  of  the 
Tower  of  Comar«8,  and  take  a  btrdWye  view  of 
Granada  and  ita  environs  I 

Come  then,  worthj  reader  and  comrade,  follon- 
my  steps  into  this  veatibule,  ornamented  with 
rich  tracery,  which  opens  into  the  Hall  of  Am- 
bassadors. We  will  not  enter  the  hall,  however, 
but  turn  to  this  small  door  opening  into  the  wall. 
Have  a  care  !  here  are  steep  winding  steps  and 
but  scanty  light ;  jet  up  this  narrow,  obscure,  and 
spiral  staircase,  the  proud  monarchs  of  Granada 
and  their  queens  have  often  ascended  to  the  bat- 
tlements to  watdi  the  approach  of  invading  ar- 
mies, or  gaze  with  anxious  hearts  on  the  batdes  in 
the  Vega. 

At  length  we  have  reached  the  terraced  roof, 
arid  may  take  breath  for  a  moment,  while  we 
cast  a  general  eye  over  the  splendid  panorama  of 
city  and  conntry ;  of  rocky  mountain,  verdant 
valley,  and    fertile   plain;    of  castle,    cathedral, 
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Uoorish  towers,  And  Giothic  domeH,  crumbling 
ruins,  and  blooming  groves.  Lei  us  approach  the 
battlements,  aud  cast  our  e^ea  immediately  below. 
See,  on  this  side  we  have  the  whole  plaiu  of  the 
Alhaiubra  Ifud  open  to  us,  aud  can  look  down 
into  its  courts  and  gardens.  At  the  foot  of  the 
tower  is  the  Court  of  the  Alberca,  with  its  great 
tank  or  fishpool,  bordered  witli  flowers ;  and  yon- 
der is  the  Court  of  Lions,  with  its  famous  foun- 
tain, and  lis  light  Moorish  arcades;  and  in  the 
centre  of  the  pile  is  the  little  garden  of  Linda- 
raxa,  buried  m  the  heart  of  the  building,  with 
its  roaes  and  citrous  and  shrubbery  of  emerald 

That  belt  of  battlements,  studded  with  square 
towers,  stragglbg  round  the  whole  brow  of  the 
hill,  b  the  outer  boundary  of  the  fortress.  Some 
of  the  lowers,  you  may  perceive,  are  in  niins,  and 
their  massive  fragments  buried  among  vines,  fig- 
trees,  and  aloes. 

Let  us  look  on  this  northern  side  of  the  tower. 
It  is  a  giddy  height ;  the  very  foundations  of  the 
tower  rise  above  the  groves  of  the  steep  hill-side. 
And  see  !  a  long  fissure  in  the  massive  walls 
shows  that  the  tower  lias  been  rent  by  some  of 
the  earthquakes  which  from  time  to  time  have 
thrown  Granada  into  consternation ;  and  which, 
sooner  or  laler,  must  reduce  this  crumbling  pile 
to  a  mere  mass  of  ruin.  The  deep  narrow  glea 
below  us,  which  gradually  widens  us  it  opens 
%>m  the  mountains,  is  tlie  valley  of  the  Darro ; 
you  see  the  little  river  winding  its  way  nnder 
smhowered    terraces,  and    among   orchards   and 
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Qower-gordens.  It  is  a  atream  famous  in  <A6 
times  for  yieldiug  gold,  aud  its  saads  nre  still 
sifW  occnsioDally,  in  search  of  the  precious  ore. 
Ssme  of  tliose  white  paviliotis,  which  here  and 
there  gleam  from  among  groves  and  vineyards, 
were  rustic  retreats  of  the  Moors,  to  enjoy  the 
refreshincnt  of  their  gui'dens.  Well  have  tiiey 
been  compared  by  one  of  iheir  poets  to  so  many 
pearls  set  in  a  bed  of  emeralds. 

The  airy  palace,  with  its  tall  white  towers  and 
long  arcades,  which  breasts  yon  mountain,  among 
pompous  groves  and  hanging  gardens,  is  the  Gen- 
eralife,  a  summer  palace  of  tlie  Moorish  kings, 
to  which  they  resorted  during  the  sullry  months 
to  enjoy  a  still  more  breezy  region  than  that  of 
the  Alhambru.  The  naked  summit  of  the  height 
above  it,  whei'e  you  beliold  some  shapeless  ruins, 
is  the  Silla  del  Mono,  or  scat  of  the  Moor,  bo 
called  &ora  having  been  a  retreat  of  the  unfor- 
tunate Boabdil  during  the  time  of  an  insurrec- 
tion, where  he  seated  himself,  aud  looked  down 
mournfully  upon  his  rebellious  city. 

A  murmuiing  sound  of  water  now  and  then 
rises  from  the  valley.  It  is  from  the  aqueduct 
of  yon  Moorish  mill,  nearly  nt  the  foot  of  the 
hill.  The  avenue  of  trees  beyond  is  the  Ala- 
meda, along  the  bank  of  the  Darro,  a  favorite 
resort  in  evenings,  and  a  rendezvous  of  lovers  in 
the  summer  nights,  when  the  guitar  may  be  heard 
at  a  late  hour  Irom  the  beiiches  along  its  walks. 
At  preseut  you  see  none  but  a  few  loitering 
monks  there,  and  a  group  of  water-carriers.  The 
latter  are  burdened  with  water -jars  of  ancieot 
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Oriental  construction,  sucb  as  were  used  by  the 
Moors.  Tliey  have  been  Glled  at  the  cold  and 
limpid  Bering  cnlled  the  fountaia  of  AvellanoB. 
Yon  mountain  path  leads  to  the  fountain,  a  favor- 
ite resort  of  Moslems  as  well  as  Christiana;  for 
this  is  said  to  be  the  Adioamar  (Ayiiu-l-ndamar), 
tlie  "  Fountain  of  Tears,"  mentioned  bj  Ibu 
Batuta  the  traveller,  and  celebrated  in  the  his- 
tories and  romances  of  the  Moors. 

You  start!  'tis  nothing  but  a  hawk  that  we 
have  Grightened  from  hie  nest.  This  old  tower 
is  a  complete  breeding-place  for  vagrant  birds ; 
the  swallow  and  martlet  abound  in  every  chink 
and  cranny,  and  circle  about  it  the  whole  day 
long ;  wlule  at  night,  when  all  other  birds  have 
gone  to  rest,  the  moping  owl  comes  out  of  its 
lurking-place,  and  utters  its  boding  cry  from  the 
battlements.  See  how  the  hawk  we  have  dis- 
lodged sweeps  away  below  us,  skimming  over 
the  tups  of  tlie  trees,  and  sailing  up  to  the  ruins 
above  the  Generalife  ! 

I  see  you  raise  your  eyes  to  the  snowy  sum 
mit  of  yon  pile  of  mountains,  shining  like  a  white 
summer  cloud  in  the  blue  sky.  It  is  the  Sierra 
Nevada,  the  pride  and  delight  of  Granada  ;  the 
source  of  her  cooling  breezes  and  perpetual  verd- 
ure ;  of  her  gushing  fountains  and  perennial 
streams.  It  is  this  glorious  pile  of  mountains 
which  gives  to  Grannda  that  combiniition  of  de- 
lights so  rare  in  a  southern  city,  —  the  fresh  vege- 
tation and  temperate  airs  of  a  northern  climate, 
with  the  vivi^ng  ardor  of  a  tropical  sun,  and 
(he  cloudless  azure  of  a  southern  sky.     It  is  this 
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atrial  trensury  of  bdow,  which,  melting  in  pro- 
portioD  to  the  increase  of  the  Bummer  heat,  sends 
down  I'iviilels  aud  streams  through  every  glen 
and  gorge  of  the  Alpuxarras,  diffusing  emerald 
verdure  and  fertility  throughout  a  chain  of  haippy 
and  sequestered  valleys. 

Those  mountains  may  be  well  called  the  glory 
of  Granada.  They  dominate  the  whole  extant 
of  Andalusia,  and  may  be  seen  from  its  most  dis- 
tant parts.  The  muleteer  hails  them,  as  he  views 
their  frosty  peaks  from  the  sultry  level  of  the 
plain ;  and  the  Spanish  mariner  on  the  deck  of 
his  bark,  far,  far  off  on  the  bosom  of  the  blue 
Mediterranean,  watches  them  with  a  pensive  eye, 
thinks  of  delightful  Granada,  and  chanU,  in  low 
voice,  some  old  romance  about  the  Moors. 

See  to  the  south  at  the  foot  of  those  mountains 
a  line  of  arid  hills,  down  which  a  long  train  of 
mnles  is  slowly  moving.  Here  was  tiie  closing 
scene  of  Moslem  domination.  From  the  summit 
of  one  of  those  hills  the  unfortunate  Boabdil 
cast  back  hb  last  look  upon  Granada,  and  gave 
vent  to  the  agony  of  his  soul.  It  is  the  spot 
famous  in  song  and  story,  "  The  last  sigh  of  the 

Further  this  way  these  arid  bills  slope  down 
into  the  luxurious  Vega,  from  which  he  had  just 
emerged :  a  blooming  wilderness  of  grove  and 
garden,  and  teeming  orchard,  with  the  Xenil 
winding  through  it  in  silver  links,  a:id  feeding 
iimumerable  rills  ;  which,  conducted  through  an- 
cient Moorish  channels,  mauilain  tlie  landsci^ 
in  perpetual  verdure.      Hero  were  the  beloved 
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bowers  and  gardens,  and  rural  pavilioDS,  for . 
which  the  unfortunate  Moors  fought  with  such 
desperate  valor.  The  very  hovels  and  rude 
graoges,  now  inhabited  by  boore,  show,  by  the 
remains  of  arabesques  and  other  tasteful  decora- 
tion, that  they  were  elegant  residences  in  the 
dnya  of  the  Moslems.  Behold,  in  the  very  cen- 
tre of  this  eventfid  plain,  a  place  which  in  a 
manner  links  the  history  of  the  Old  World 
with  that  of  the  New.  Ton  line  of  waits  and 
towers  gleaming  in  the  morning  sua,  is  the  city 
of  Sauta  Fe,  built  by  the  Catholic  sovereigns 
during  the  siege  of  Granada,  after  a  couflngratiou 
had  destroyed  their  camp.  It  was  lo  these  walls 
Columbus  was  called  back  by  the  heroic  queen, 
and  within  them  the  treaty  was  concluded  which 
led  to  the  discovery  of  the  Western  World. 
Behind  yon  promontory  to  the  west  is  the  bridge 
of  Finos,  renowned  for  many  a  bloody  fight  be- 
tween Moors  and  Christians.  At  this  bridge  the 
messenger  overtook  Columbus  when,  deepairiug 
of  success  with  the  Spanish  sovereigns,  he  was 
departing  to  carry  his  project  of  discovery  to  the 
court  of  France. 

Above  the  bridge  a  range  of  mountains  bounds 
the  Vega  to  the  west,  —  the  ancient  barrier  be- 
tween Granada  and  the  Christian  territories. 
Among  their  heights  you  may  still  discern  war- 
rior towns ;  their  gray  walls  and  battlements 
seeming  of  a  piece  with  the  rocks  on  which  they 
are  built.  Here  and  there  a  solitary  atalaya,  or 
watchtower,  perched  on  a  mountaiu  peak,  looks 
down  as  it  were  from  the  sky  into  the  valley  on 
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aither  aide.  How  oflen  have  these  atalayas  given 
notice,  by  fire  at  night  or  smoke  by  day,  of  an 
approaching  foe !  It  was  down  a  cragged  defile 
of  thesn  mountains,  called  the  Pass  of  Lope,  that 
the  Christian  armies  descended  into  the  V«^ 
Bound  the  base  of  yon  gray  and  naked  moun- 
tain (the  mounbkin  of  Elvira),  stretching  its 
bold  rocky  promontory  into  the  bosom  of  the 
plain,  the  invading  squadrons  would  come  burst- 
ing into  view,  with  flaunting  banners  and  clangor 
of  drum  and  trumpet. 

Five  hundred  years  have  elapsed  since  Ismael 
ben  Ferrag,  a  Moorish  king  of  Granada,  beheld 
from  this  very  tower  an  invasion  of  the  kind, 
and  an  insulting  ravage  of  the  V^a ;  on  which 
occasion  he  displa3%d  an  instance  of  chivalrous 
magnanimity,  otlen  witnessed  in  the  Moslem 
princes ;  "  whose  history,"  says  an  Arabian  writer, 
"  abounds  in  generous  actions  and  noble  deeds 
that  will  last  through  all  succeeding  ages,  and 
live  forever  in  the  memory  of  man."  —  But  let 
us  sit  down  on  this  parapet,  and  I  will  relate  the 
anecdote. 

It  was  in  the  year  of  Grace  1319,  that  Ismael 
ben  Ferrag  beheld  from  this  tower  a  Christian 
camp  whitening  the  skirts  of  yon  mountain  of 
Elvira.  The  royal  princes,  Don  Juan  and  Don 
Pedro,  regents  of  Castile  duriug  the  minority  of 
Alfonso  XI.,  had  already  laid  waste  the  country 
from  Alcnudete  to  Alcalii  la  Seal,  capturing  the 
castle  of  lUora  and  setting  fire  to  its  suburbs,  and 
they  now  carried  their  insulting  mvagea  to  the 
very  gates  of  Granada,  defying  the  king  to  aally 
fbrUi  and  give  them  battle. 
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Isnutel,  though  a  joiiDg  and  intrepid  prince, 
hesitated  to  accept  the  challenge.  He  had  not 
euflicieat  force  at  hand,  and  awaited  the  arriTal 
of  troops  eummoneU  from  the  neighboring  towns. 
The  Christian  princes,  mistaking  his  motives, 
gave  up  all  hope  of  drawing  him  forth,  and  hav- 
ing glutted  themselves  with  ravage,  struck  their 
tents  and  began  their  homeward  march.  Don 
Pedro  led  the  van,  and  Don  Juan  brought  np 
the  rear,  but  their  march  was  confused  and  irreg- 
ular, the  army  being  greatly  encumbered  by  the 
spoils  and  captives  they  had  taken. 

By  thb  time  King  Ismael  had  received  his 
expected  resources,  and  pntting  them  under  the 
command  of  Osmyn,  one  of  the  bravest  of  his 
generals,  bi-nt  them  forth  in  hot  pursuit  of  the 
enemy.  The  Christiana  were  overtaken  in  the 
defiles  of  the  mountains.  A  pajiic  seized  them  ; 
they  were  completely  ronted,  and  driven  with 
great  slaughter  across  the  borders.  Both  of  the 
princes  loat  their  lives.  The  body  of  Don  Pedro 
was  carried  off  by  his  soldiers,  but  that  of  Don 
Juan  was  lost  in  the  darkness  of  the  night.  His 
son  nTote  to  the  Moorish  king,  entreating  that 
the  body  of  his  father  might  he  sought  and  hon- 
orably  treated.  lemael  forgot  in  a  moment  that 
Don  Juan  was  an  enemy,  who  bad  carried  ravage 
end  insult  to  the  very  gate  of  his  capital ;  fae 
•ttly  thought  of  him  as  a  gallant  cavalier  and  a 
ray^l  prince.  By  his  command  diligent  search 
was  made  for  the  body.  It  was  found  in  a  bar- 
renco  and  brought  to  Granada.  Tlicre  Ismael 
caused  it  to  be  laid  out  in  state  on  a  lofly  bier, 
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Burrounded  bf  torches  and  tapers,  in  one  of  these   . 
halls  of  the   Alhambra.     Osmyn  and    other  of 
Cae  noblest  cavaliers  were  appointed  as  a  gtuurd 
of  honor,  and  the  ChriBtian  captives  were  assem 
bled  to  praj  around  it. 

In  the  mean  time,  Ismael  wrote  to  the  son  of 
Prince  Juan  to  send  a  convoy  for  the  body,  as> 
suring  him  it  should  be  faithfully  delivered  up^ 
In  due  time,  a  band  of  Christian  cavaliers  arrived 
for  the  purpose.  They  were  honorably  received 
and  entertained  by  Ismael,  and,  on  their  depart- 
ure with  the  body,  the  guard  of  honor  of  Mos- 
lem cavaliers  escorted  the  funeral  train  to  die 
frontier. 

But  enough ;  —  the  son  is  high  above  the  moim- 
tains,  and  pours  his  full  fervor  on  our  heads. 
Already  the  terraced  roof  is  hot  beneath  our 
feet;  let  us  abandon  it,  and  refresh  onrselves 
under  the  Arcades  by  the  Foontaln  of  the  Lionel 
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!IE  have  had  a  acene  of  a  petty  tribula- 
1  in  the  Albambra,  which  has  thrown 
I  a  cloud  DTer  the  sunuy  countenance  of 
Dolores.  This  little  damsel  lias  a  female  passion 
for  pels  of  all  kinda ;  and  from  the  superahundant 
kiudness  of  her  disposition  one  of  the  ruined 
courts  of  the  Alhambra  ia  thronged  with  her  fa- 
vorites. A  stately  peacock  and  his  ben  seem  to 
hold  regal  sway  here,  over  pompous  turkeys, 
querulous  guinea-fowls,  and  a  rabble  rout  of 
common  cocks  and  hens.  T^e  great  delight  of 
Dolores,  however,  has  for  some  time  past  been 
centred  in  a  youtbful  pair  of  pigeons,  who  have 
lately  entered  into  the  holy  state  of  vredlock,  and 
even  supplanted  a  tbrloise-ahell  cat  and  kittens 
in  her  affections. 

A3  a  tenement  for  them  wherein  to  commence 
honsekeepiug,  she  had  fitted  up  a  small  chamber 
a^acent  to  the  kitchen,  the  window  of  which 
looked  into  one  of  the  quiet  Moorish  courts. 
Here  they  lived  in  happy  ignorance  of  any  world 
beyond  U»e  court  and  its  annny  roofs.  Never 
hod  they  aspired  to  soar  above  the  battlements, 
or  to  mount  to  the  summit  of  the  towers.  Their 
firtnons  onion  was  at  length  crowned   by  two 
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spotless  and  milk-white  eggs,  lo  the  great  ju^  of 
their  cherishing  little  mistress.  Nothing  could 
be  more  praiseworthy  than  tlie  conduct  of  the 
young  niarried  folks  on  this  interesting  occasion. 
They  took  turas  to  ait  upon  the  nest  until  the 
egga  were  hatched,  and  .while  their  callow  prog- 
eny required  warmth  and  shelter ;  —  while  one 
thus  stayed  at  home,  the  other  foraged  abroad  for 
foo4i,  and  brought  home  abundant  supplies. 

This  scene  of  conjugal  felicity  has  suddenly  met 
with  a  reverse.  Early  this  morning,  as  Dolores 
was  feeding  the  male  pigeon,  she  took  a  fancy  (o 
give  him  a  peep  at  the  great  world.  Opening  a 
window,  therefore,  whicli  looks  down  upon  the 
valley  of  the  Darro,  she  launched  him  at  once 
beyond  the  walb  of  the  Alhambro.  For  the 
first  time  in  his  life  the  astonished  bird  had  to 
try  the  full  vigor  of  his  wings.  He  swept  down 
into  the  valley,  and  then  rising  upwards  with  a 
surge,  soured  almost  to  tlie  clouds.  Never  before 
had  he  risen  to  such  a  height,  or  experienced 
such  delight  in  flying ;  and,  like  a  young  spend- 
thrift  just  come  to  his  estate,  he  seemed  giddy  with 
excess  of  liberty,  and  with  the  boundless  (ield  of 
action  suddenly  opened  to  hira.  For  the  whole 
day  he  has  been  circling  about  in  capricious 
flights,  from  tower  to  tower,  aud  tree  to  tree. 
Every  attempt  has  been  vain  to  lure  him  back 
by  acalleriug  grain  upon  the  roofs ;  he  seems  to 
have  lust  all  tliought  of  home,  of  bb  tender  help- 
mate, and  his  callow  young.  To  add  to  the  anx- 
iety of  Dolores,  he  has  been  joined  by  two  polo- 
mat  ladrones,  or  robber  pigeons,  whose  instinct 
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it  IB  to  entice  wandering  pigeons  to  their  own 
dove-cotes.  The  fugitive,  like  nmny  other  thought- 
less youths  on  their  first  launchiug  upon  the  world, 
seems  quite  fascinated  with  these  knowing  but 
graceless  compauious,  who  have  undertaken  to 
show  him  life,  and  introduce  him  to  society.  He 
has  been  soaring  with  them  over  all  the  roofs  and 
steeples  of  Granada.  A  thunder-storm  has  passed 
over  the  city,  but  he  has  not  sought  his  home ; 
night  has  closed  in,  and  still  he  comes  not.  To 
deepen  the  pathos  of  the  affair,  the  female  pigeon, 
after  remmning  several  hours  on  the  nest  without 
being  relieved,  at  leugth  went  forth  to  seek  her 
recreant  mate  ;  but  stayed  away  so  long  that  the 
young  ones  perished  for  wont  of  the  warmth  and 
shelter  of  the  parent  bosom.  At  a  late  hour  in 
the  evening,  word  was  brought  to  Dolores  that 
the  truant  bird  had  been  iieen  upon  the  towers  of 
the  Generalife.  Now  it  happens  that  the  Admin- 
ittrador  of  that  aucient  palace  has  likewise  a 
dove-cote,  among  the  inmates  of  which  are  said 
to  be  two  or  three  of  these  inveigling  birds,  the 
terror  of  all  neighboring  pigeon-fanciers.  Do- 
lores immediately  concluded  flint  the  two  (ealh- 
ered  sharpers  who  liud  been  seen  with  her  fugi- 
tive were  these  bloods  of  the  Generalife.  A 
council  of  war  was  forthwith  held  iu  the  chamber 
of  Tia  Antonia.  The  Generalife  is  a  distinct 
jurisdiction  from  the  Alhambra,  and  of  course 
some  punctilio,  if  not  Jealousy,  exists  between 
their  custodians.  It  was  determined,  therefore, 
to  send  Pepe,  tbe  stuttering  lad  of  the  gardens, 
u  ambassador  to  the  Administrador,  requesting 
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that  if  such  fugitive  should  be  found  in  his  do- 
minions, he  might  be  given  up  as  a  subject  of  the 
Alhambra.  F^pe  departed  accordingly,  on  hU 
diplomatic  expedition,  through  the  moonlit  groves 
and  avennea,  bat  returued  in  on  hour  with  the 
nfflicting  intelligence  that  no  such  bird  was  to  be 
found  in  the  dove-cote  of  the  Gieneralife.  The 
Adcninistrador,  however,  pledged  his  sovereign 
word  that  if  such  vagraat  should  appear  there, 
even  at  midnight,  he  should  instantly  be  arrested 
and  sent  back  prisoner  to  his  little  black-eyed 
mistress. 

Thus  stands  the  melancholy  affair,  which  has 
occasioned  much  distress  throughout  the  palace, 
and  has  sent  the  inconsolable  Dolores  to  a  sleep- 
less pillow. 

"  Sorrow  endureth  for  a  night,"  says 

the  proverb,  "  but  joy  Cometh  in  the  morning." 
The  first  object  that  met  my  eyes,  on  leaving  my 
room  this  morning,  was  Dolores,  with  the  truant 
pigeon  in  her  hands,  and  her  eyes  sparkling  with 
joy.  He  had  appeared  at  an  early  hour  on  the 
Imttlemenls,  hovering  shyly  about  from  roof  lo 
roof,  but  at  length  entered  the  window,  and  sur- 
rendered himself  prisoner.  He  gained  little 
credit,  however,  by  bis  return  ;  for  the  ravenous 
manner  in  which  be  devoured  the  food  set  before 
him  showed  that,  like  the  prodigal  son,  he  had 
been  driven  home  by  sheer  famine  Dolores  up- 
braided him  for  his  &ithless  conduct,  calling  him 
all  manners  of  vagrant  names,  though,  womau- 
like,  she  fondled  him  at  the  same  time  to  her 
bosom,  and  covered  him  with  kisses.     I  observed, 
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bowerer,  that  she  had  taken  care  to  clip  hie  wings 
bo  preveut  all  future  eoarings  ;  —  a  precaution 
which  I  mentioa  for  the  benefit  of  all  those  who 
hare  truant  lovers  or  wandering  husbands.  More 
than  one  valuable  moral  might  be  drawn  &om 
the  etoiy  of  Dolores  and  her  pigeon. 
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J  HAVE  spoken  of  a  balcony  of  Uie  cen- 
Iml  window  of  the  Hall  of  Ambassa- 
dors. It  served  as  a  kind  of  observa- 
tory, where  I  used  often  to  take  my  seat,  and  con- 
sider not  merely  the  heaven  above  but  the  earth 
beneath.  Besides  the  magniRcent  prospect  which 
it  commanded  of  mountain,  valley,  aud  vega, 
there  waa  a  little  busy  scene  of  human  life  laid 
open  to  inspection  immediately  below.  At  the 
foot  of  the  hill  was  an  alameda,  or  public  walk, 
which,  though  not  so  fashionable  «a  ihe  more 
modem  and  splendid  paseo  of  the  Xeuil,  still 
boasted  a  varied  aud  picturesque  concourse. 
Hither  resorted  the  small  gentry  of  the  suburbs, 
together  with  priests  and  friars,  who  walked  for 
appetite  and  digestion  i  majos  and  majas,  the 
beans  and  belles  of  the  lower  classes,  in  their 
Audalusiau  dresses  ;  swaggering  cotitrabaodistas, 
and  sometimes  half-muffled  and  mysterious  loung- 
ers of  the  higher  ranks,  on  some  secret  assig- 
nation. 

It  was  a  moving  picture  of  Spanish  life  and 
character,  which  I  delighted  to  study ;  and  as  the 
astronomer  has  bis  grand  telescope  witii  wbicb  to 
sweep  the  skies,  and,  as  it  were,  bring  the  stoia 
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nearer  for  his  iDBpection,  so  I  had  a  smaller  one, 
of  pocket  size,  for  the  use  of  my  observatory, 
with  which  I  could  sweep  the  regions  helow,  and 
bring  the  countenances  of  the  motley  groups 
so  close  AS  almost,  at  times,  to  make  me  think 
I  could  divine  their  conversation  by  the  play  and 
expression  of  their  features.  I  was  thus,  in  a 
manner,  an  invisihle  observer,  and,  without  quit- 
ting my  solitude,  could  throw  myself  in  an  in- 
stant into  the  midst  of  society,  —  a  rare  advao- 
tt^  to  oue  of  somewhat  shy  and  quiet  habits, 
and  fond,  like  myself,  of  observing  the  drama  of 
life  without  becoming  au  actor  in  the  scene. 

There  wa.'j  a  considemble  suburb  lying  below 
the  Alliambra,  filling  the  narrow  gorge  of  the 
valley,  and  extending  up  the  opposite  hill  of  the 
Albaycin.  Many  of  the  houses  were  built  in  the 
Moorish  style,  round  patios,  or  courts,  cooled  by 
fountains  and  open  to  the  sky ;  and  as  the  inhal^ 
ilants  passed  much  of  their  time  in  these  courts, 
and  on  the  terraced  n>o&  during  the  summer  sea- 
son, it  follows  that  many  a  glance  at  their  domes- 
tic life  might  be  obtained  by  an  aerial  spectator 
like  myself,  who  could  look  down  on  them  from 
the  clouds. 

I  enjoyed  in  some  degree  the  advantages  of 
the  student  in  the  femous  old  Spanish  story,  who 
beheld  all  Madrid  unroofed  for  his  inspection ; 
and  my  gossiping  squire,  Mateo  Ximenes,  offi- 
ciated occasionally  as  my  Asmodeus,  to  give  me 
anecdotes  of  the  different  mansions  and  their  in- 
habitants. 

I  preferred,  however,  to  form  conjectural  his- 
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iries  for  myself,  tutd  thus  would  sit  for  honrs, 
reaving,  frum  casual  incidents  and  indications 
aaaing  under  my  eye,  a  whole  tjssue  of  schemes, 
itrigues,  and  occupations  of  the  busy  mortals 
elow.  Tbere  was  scarce  a  pretty  face  or  a  strik- 
ig  figure  that  I  d^y  saw,  about  which  I  had 
ot  thus  gradually  framed  a  dramatic  story,  thon^ 
ame  of  ray  characters  would  occasionally  act  in 
irect  opposition  to  the  part  assigned  them,  and 
isconcert  the  whole  drama.  Reconnoitring  one 
ay  with  my  ghaa  the  streete  of  the  Albaycio,  I 
leheld  the  procession  of  a  novice  about  to  take 
he  veil  ;  and  remarked  several  circumstances 
rhich  excited  the  strongest  sympathy  in  the  fate 
f  the  youthful  being  thus  about  to  be  consigned 
a  a  living  tomb.  I  ascertained  to  my  satis&ction 
bat  she  was  beautiful,  and,  &om  the  paleness  of 
ler  cheek,  that  she  was  a  victim  rather  than  a 
'otary.  She  was  arrayed  in  bridal  garments, 
nd  decked  with  a  chaplet  of  white  flowers,  but 
ler  heart  evidently  revolted  at  this  mockery  of  a 
piritual  union,  and  yearned  ailer  its  earthly 
3Tes.  A  tall  stem-looking  man  walked  near 
ler  in  the  procession :  it  was,  of  course,  the  ty- 
annical  father,  who,  from  some  bigoted  or  sordid 
ootive,  had  compelled  this  sacrifice.  Amid  the 
rowd  was  a  dark  handsome  youth,  in  Andalusian 
;arb,  who  seemed  to  fix  on  her  an  eye  of  agony. 
t  was  doubtless  the  secret  lover  from  whom  she 
ras  forever  to  be  separated.  My  indignation  rose 
s  I  noted  the  malignant  expression  painted  on 
he  cotmtenances  of  the  attendant  monks  and  friars, 
rhe  procession  arrived  at  die  chapel  of  ^e  oon- 
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vent ;  the  snn  gleamed  for  the  last  lime  upon  the 
chaplet  of  the  poor  novice,  as  she  crossed  the 
fatal  threshold  and  disappeared  witliio  the  build- 
iug.  The  IhroQg  poured  iu  with  cowl,  niid  cross, 
and  minstrelsy ;  the  lover  paused  for  a  moment 
at  the  door.  I  could  divine  the  tumult  of  hia 
feelings  ;  but  he  mastered  them,  and  entered. 
There  was  a  long  inlerval.  I  pictured  to  myself 
the  scene  passing  witltin  :  the  poor  novice  d&- 
spoiled  of  her  transient  finery,  and  clothed  in 
the  conventual  garb ;  the  bridal  chaplet  taken 
from  her  brow,  and  her  beautiful  head  shorn  of 
ita  long  silken  tresses.  I  heard  her  murmur  the 
irrevocable  vow.  I  saw  ber  extended  on  a  bier ; 
the  death-paJl  spread  over  her ;  the  funeral  ser- 
vice performed  that  proclaimed  her  dead  to  the 
woT^d  ;  her  sighs  were  dronned  in  the  deep  tones 
of  the  OT^m,  and  the  plaintive  requiem  of  the 
nuns ;  the  father  looked  on,  unmoved,  without  a ' 
tear;  the  lover  —  no — my  imagination  refused 
to  portray  the  anguish  of  the  lover  —  there  the 
picture  remained  a  blank. 

AAer  a  time  the  throng  again  poured  forth, 
and  dispersed  various  ways,  to  enjoy  the  light 
of  the  sun  and  mingle  with  the  stirring  scenes  of 
life ;  but  the  victim,  with  her  bridal  chaplet,  was 
no  bnger  there.  The  door  of  the  convent  closed 
that  severed  her  &om  the  world  forever.  I  saw 
tbe  &ther  and  the  lover  issue  forth ;  they  were 
■B  earnest  conversation.  The  latter  was  vehe- 
ment in  his  gesticulations ;  I  expected  some  vio- 
lent termination  to  my  drama  ;  but  on  angle  of  a 
boiling   interfered  and   closed  tbe  scene.     My 
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eye  alterwerds  was  frequently  turned  to  chat  coi^ 
veot  with  painful  intcruat.  I  remarked  late  at 
night  a  solitary  light  twlnkliug  from  a  remote 
lattice  of  one  of  ita  towers.  "  There,"  said  I, 
"  the  unhappy  nun  sits  weeping  in  her  cell, 
while  perhaps  her  lover  paces  the  street  below 
in  unavailing  anguish." 

—  The  utficious  Mateo  interrupted  my  medita- 
tions and  destroyed  in  an  instant  the  cobweb 
e  of  ray  fiincy.  With  Ms  usual  zeal  he  had 
1  facts  concerning  the  scene,  which  put 
my  fictions  all  to  flight.  The  heroitte  of  my  ro- 
mance WBS  neither  young  nor  handsome ;  she  had 
no  lorer  ;  she  had  entered  the  convent  of  her 
own  free  will,  as  a  respectable  asylum,  and  waB 
one  of  the  most  cheerful  residents  wilhin  its 
walla. 

It  was  some  little  while  before  I  could  forgive 
the  wrong  done  me  by  the  nun  ui  being  thus 
happy  in  her  cell,  in  contradiction  to  all  the  rules 
of  romance ;  I  diverted  my  spleen,  however,  by 
watching,  for  a  day  or  two,  the  pretty  coquetries 
of  a  dark-eyed  brunette,  who,  from  the  covert  of 
a  balcony  shrouded  with  flowering  ahrubs  and  a 
silken  awning,  was  carrying  on  a  myaierious  cor- 
respondence with  a  handsome,  dark,  well-whis- 
kered cavalier,  who  lurked  frequently  in  the 
etroet  beneath  her  window.  Sometimes  I  saw 
liim  at  an  early  hour,  stealing  forth  wrapped  to 
the  eyes  in  a  mantle.  Sometimes  he  loitered  at  a 
comer,  iu  various  disguises,  apparently  WMting 
for  a  private  signal  to  slip  into  the  bouse.  Then 
there  was  the  tinkling  of  a  guitar  at  night  and 
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%  lanlem  shifted  &om  place  to  place  in  the  bal- 
cony. I  imagined  another  intrigue  like  that  of 
AlroaTJva,  but  was  again  disconcerted  in  all  mj 
Buppositions.  The  supposed  lover  turned  out  to 
be  the  husband  of  the  ladj,  and  a  noted  contra- 
bandidta  ;  and  all  his  mysterious  signs  and  move* 
meats  had  doubtless  some  smuggling  scheme  in 

—  I  occasionallj  amused  myself  with  noting 
from  tbb  balcony  the  gradual  changes  of  the 
scenes  below,  according  to  the  different  stages  of 
the  day. 

Scarce  has  the  gray  dawn  streaked  the  sky, 
and  the  earliest  cock  crowed  from  the  cottages  of 
the  hill-side,  when  the  suburbs  give  sign  of  re- 
viving animation ;  for  the  fresh  hours  of  dawn- 
ing are  precious  in  the  summer  season  in  a  sultry 
dimale.  All  are  anxious  to  get  the  start  of  the 
sun,  in  the  business  of  the  day.  The  muleteer 
drives  forth  his  loaded  train  for  the  journey ;  the 
traveller  sliiigs  his  carbine  behind  his  saddle, 
and  mounts  his  steed  at  the  gate  of  the  hostel ; 
the  broivD  peasant  from  the  country  urges  forward 
his  loitering  beasts,  laden  with  panniers  of  sunny 
fruit  and  fresh  dewy  vegetables,  for  already  the 
thrifty  housewives  are  hastening  to  the  market. 

The  sun  is  up  and  sparkles  along  the  valley, 
tipping  the  transparent  foliage  of  the  groves. 
Ilie  matin  bells  resound  melodiously  through  the 
pure  bright  air,  annount^ng  the  hour  of  devotion. 
The  muleteer  halts  hb  burdened  animals  before 
the  chapel,  thrusts  his  staff  through  his  belt  be- 
hind, and  enteta  with  hat  in  hand,  smoothing  tua 
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x>al-black  hair,  to  hear  a  mass,  and  to  pnt  Dp  « 

irayer  for  a  prosperouB  waj&ring  across  the  sierra. 
4jid  now  steals  forth  on  fairy  foot  the  gentle 
^eBora,  in  trim  baequifia,  with  restless  fan  in 
land,  and  dark  eye  flashiog  from  beneath  the 
rfHcefully  folded  mantilla  ;  she  seeks  some  well- 
reqiiented  church  to  offer  up  her  morning  orisons ; 
jur  the  nicely  at^usted  dress,  the  dainty  shoe 
ind  cobweb  stocking,  the  raven  treseea  exquisitely 
^raided,  the  fresh-plucked  rose,  gleaming  among 
ibem  like  a  gem,  show  that  earth  divides  with 
[leaven  the  empire  of  her  thoughts.  Keep  an 
iye  upon  her,  careful  mother,  or  vir^n  aunt,  or 
iiigilant  duemia,  whichever  you  may  be,  that  walk 
:«hind  1 

As  the  morning  advances,  the  din  of  labor  aug- 
ments on  every  side  ;  the  streets  are  thronged 
irith  man,  and  steed,  and  beast  of  burden,  and 
there  is  a  hum  and  murmur,  like  the  bui^s  of 
Ibe  ocean.  As  the  sun  ascends  to  his  meridian, 
the  bum  and  buslle  gradually  decline  ;  at  the 
height  of  noon  diere  is  a  pause.  The  panting 
2ity  einka  into  lassitude,  and  for  several  honre 
there  ia  a  general  repose.  The  windows  are 
closed,  the  curtains  drawn,  the  inhabitants  retired 
into  the  coolest  rectf^rea  of  their  mansions;  the 
full-fed  monk  snores  in  bis  dormitory ;  the  brawny 
porter  lies  stretched  on  the  pavement  beside  his 
burden  ;  the  peasant  and  the  laborer  sleep  be- 
neath the  trees  of  the  Alameda,  lulled  by  tbc 
sultry  chirping  of  the  locust.  The  streets  are 
Jeserted,  except  by  the  water-carrier,  who  re- 
freshes the  ear  by  prodaiming  the  merits  of  his 
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Bparkling  beverage,  "colder  than  the  moantoin 
Boow  {mas  fiia  que  la  nieoe)." 

Aa  the  suu  declines,  there  b  agaui  a  gradual 
reviving,  and  when  the  vesper  bell  rings  out  hia 
nnking  knell,  all  nature  eeems  to  rejoice  that  the 
tyrant  of  the  day  has  &llen.  Now  begins  the 
bustle  of  enjoyment,  when  the  citizens  pour  forth 
to  breathe  the  evening  air,  and  revel  away  the 
brief  twilight  in  the  walks  and  gardens  of  t^e 
I>arro  and  Xenil. 

As  night  closes,  the  c^ridous  scene  assumes 
uew  features.  Light  after  light  gradually  twin- 
kles fortli ;  here  a  taper  from  a  balconied  window ; 
there  a  votive  lamp  before  the  image  of  a  Saint. 
Thus,  by  degrees,  the  city  emerges  from  the  per- 
vading gloom,  and  sparkles  with  scattered  lights, 
like  the  starry  firmament.  Now  break  forth 
from  court  and  garden,  and  street  and  lane,  the 
tinkling  of  innumerable  guitars,  and  the  clicking 
of  castanets  ;  blending,  at  this  lofty  height,  in  a 
&int  but  general  concert  "  Enjoy  t^e  moment " 
b  the  creed  of  the  gay  and  amorous  Andalusion, 
and  at  no  time  does  he  practise  it  more  zealously 
than  on  the  balmy  nights  of  Bummer,  wooing  hb 
mistress  with  the  dance,  the  lore-ditty,  and  the 
passionate  serenade. 

I  was  one  evening  seated  in  the  balcony,  en- 
joying the  li^t  breeze  tliat  came  rustling  along 
the  side  of  the  hill,  among  the  tree-tops,  when 
my  humble  hbtoriogn^her  Mateo,  who  was  at 
my  elbow,  pointed  out  a  spacious  house,  in  an  ob- 
Kore  street  of  the  Albaydn,  about  which  he  re- 
lated, as  nearly  as  I  can  recollect,  the  following 
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a  [{EKE  was  once  upon  e.  time  a  poor 
mnson,  or  bricklayer,  in  Gmoada,  who 
kept  all  the  saints'  days  and  holidays, 
I  Saint  Monday  into  the  bargain,  and  yet,  wilh 
hie  devotion,  liu  grew  poorer  and  poorer,  and 
lid  scarL-ely  earn  bread  for  his  numerous  family. 
e  night  he  was  roused  from  his  first  sleep  by 
uockjug  at  his  door.  He  opened  it,  and  be- 
d  before  him  a  tall,  meagre,  cadaverousJookiog 
est. 

"  '  Hark  ye,  honeat  friend  ! '  said  the  stranger ; 
have  observed  that  you  die  a  good  Christian, 
I  one  to  be  trusted  ;  will  you  undertake  a  job 
J  very  uight  ?  ' 

< '  Witli  all  my  heart,  Sefior  Padre,  on  condi- 
1  that  I  am  paid  accordingly.' 
' '  That  you  shall  be  ;  but  you  must  sufier 
irself  to  be  blindfolded.' 
'  To  this  the  mason  made  no  objection.  So, 
ng  hoodwinked,  be  was  led  by  the  priest 
ough  various  rough  lanes  and  winding  passages, 
,il  ihey  stopped  before  the  portal  of  a  house. 
e  priest  then  applied  a  hey,  turned  a  creaking 
k,  and  opened  what  sounded  like  a  ponderous 
IF.     They  entered,   the  door  was  cloeed    and 
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boiled,  and  the  mason  was  conducted  through  an 
echoing  corridor  and  a  spacious  hall  to  an  inte- 
rior part  of  the  building.  Here  the  bandage  was 
removed  from  his  eyes,  and  he  found  himself  in 
a  palio,  or  court,  dimly  lighted  by  a  single  lamp. 
In  the  centre  was  the  dry  basin  of  an  old  Moor- 
ish fountain,  under  which  the  priest  requested 
him  to  form  a  small  vault,  bricks  and  mortar 
beuig  at  hand  for  the  purpose.  He  accordingly 
worked  all  night,  but  without  flaishing  the  job- 
Just  before  daybreak  the  priest  put  a  piece  of 
gold  into  his  hand,  and  having  again  blindfolded 
him,  conducted  hiro  back  to  his  dwelling. 

" '  Are  you  willing,'  said  he,  '  to  return  and 
complete  your  work  ?' 

" '  Gladly,  Senor  Padre,  provided  I  am  so  well 
paid.' 

" '  Well,  then,  to-morrow  at  midnight  I  will 
call  again.' 

'^  He  did  so,  and  the  vault  was  completed. 

" '  Now,'  said  the  priest, '  you  must  help  me  to 
bring  forth  the  bodiui  that  are  to  be  buried  in 
this  vault' 

"  The  poor  mason's  hwr  rose  on  his  head  at 
theae  words :  he  followed  the  priest,  with  trem- 
bling steps,  into  a  retired  chamber  of  the  mimsion, 
expecting  to  behold  some  ghastly  spectacle  of 
death,  but  was  relieved  on  perceiving  three  or 
four  portly  jtirs  standing  in  one  corner.  They 
were  evidently  full  of  money,  and  it  was  with 
great  labor  that  he  and  the  priest  carried  them 
forth  and  consigned  them  to  their  tomb.  The 
vault  was  then  closed,  the  pavement  replaced,  atid 
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all  traces  of  the  work  were  obliterated.  Tbe 
mason  was  again  hoodwinked  and  led  forth  hj  a 
ronte  difftirent  from  that  by  whidi  he  had  come. 
After  they  had  wandered  for  a  long  time  throng 
a  perplexed  maze  of  lanea  and  alleys,  they  halted. 
The  priest  then  put  two  pieces  of  gold  into  hia 
hand :  '  Wait  here,'  said  he,  '  until  you  hear  the 
cathedral  bell  toll  for  matins.  If  you  presume 
to  uncover  your  eyes  before  thai  time,  evil  will 
befall  you : '  so  saying,  he  departed.  The  mason 
waited  faithfully,  amusing  himself  by  weighing 
the  gold  pieces  in  his  hand,  and  clinking  them 
against  each  other.  The  moment  the  cathedral 
bell  rang  its  matin  peal,  he  uncovered  his  eyes, 
and  found  himself  on  tbe  banks  of  tbe  Xeiul; 
whence  he  made  the  best  of  his  way  home,  and 
revelled  with  his  family  for  a  whole  fortnight  on 
the  profits  of  bis  two  nights'  work ;  after  which 
he  was  as  poor  as  ever. 

"  He  continued  to  work  a  little,  and  pray  a 
good  deal,  and  keep  saints'  days  and  holidays, 
from  year  to  year,  while  his  family  grew  up  as 
gaunt  and  ragged  as  a  crew  of  gipsies.  As  he 
was  seated  one  evening  at  the  door  of  his  hovel, 
he  was  accosted  by  a  rich  old  curmudgeon,  who 
was  noted  for  owning  many  houses,  and  being  a 
griping  landlord.  The  man  of  money  eyed  him 
for  a  moment  from  beneath  a  pair  of  anxious 
shagged  eyebrows. 

"  '  I  am  told,  friend,  that  you  are  very  poor.' 

"'There  is  no  denying  the  feet,  seSor,  —  it 
speaks  tor  itself.' 

" '  I  presume,  then,  that  you  will  be  glad  of  a 
job,  and  will  work  checqi.* 
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"■As  cheap,  my  maater,  as  any  mason  'm 
Granada.' 

"  '  That 's  what  I  want.  I  have  an  old  house 
fallen  into  decay,  which  costs  me  more  money  than 
it  is  worth  to  keep  it  in  repair,  for  nobody  will 
live  in  it ;  so  I  must  contrive  to  patch  it  up  and 
keep  it  together  at  as  small  expense  as  possible.' 

"  The  mason  was  accordingly  conducted  to  a 
lai^  deserted  house  that  seemed  going  to  ruin. 
Passing  through  several  empty  halls  and  cham- 
bers, he  entered  an  inner  court,  where  his  eye 
was  caught  by  an  old  Moorish  fountain.  He 
paused  for  a  moment,  for  a  dreaming  recollection 
of  the  place  came  over  him. 

*^ '  Pray,'  said  he,  '  who  occupied  this  house 
formerly  ? ' 

"  '  A  pest  upon  him  I '  cried  the  landlord ;  '  it 
was  an  old  miserly  priest,  who  cared  for  nobody 
but  himself.  He  was  said  to  be  immensely  rich, 
and,  havmg  no  relations,  it  was  thought  he  would 
leave  all  his  treasures  to  the  Church.  He  died 
suddenly,  and  the  priests  and  fiiars  thronged  to 
take  possession  of  bis  wealth  ;  but  nothing  could 
they  find  but  a  few  ducats  in  a  leathern  pnrse. 
The  worst  luck  has  fallen  on  me,  for,  since  hia 
death,  the  old  fellow  continues  to  occupy  my 
house  without  paying  rent,  and  there  is  no  taking 
the  law  of  a  dead  man.  The  people  pretend  to 
bear  the  clinking  of  gold  all  uight  in  the  chamber 
where  the  old  priest  slept,  as  if  he  were  counting 
ever  his  money,  and  sometimes  a  groaning  and 
moaning  aboat  the  court  Whether  true  or  false, 
these  stories  have  brought  a  bad  name  on  my 
house,  and  not  a  tenant  will  remain  in  it.' 


rv  Google 


144      THE  ADVENTURE  OF   TEE  MASON. 

" '  EnougV  said  the  masoa  stnrdily  :  'letnw 
live  in  j^ur  house  rent-free  until  some  better 
tenant  present,  and  I  will  engage  to  put  it  in  re- 
pair, and  to  quiet  the  troubled  spirit  that  distnrba 
it.  I  am  a  good  Christian  and  a  poor  man,  and 
am  not  to  be  daunted  by  the  Devil  himself,  even 
though  he  should  come  in  the  shape  of  a  big  bag 
of  money ! ' 

"  The  offer  of  the  honest  mason  was  gladly  ac- 
cepted ;  he  moved  with  his  family  into  the  house, 
and  fulfilled  all  his  engagements.  By  little  and 
little  he  restored  it  to  ils  former  state ;  the  clink- 
ing of  gold  was  no  more  heard  at  night  in  the 
chamber  of  the  defunct  priest,  but  began  to  be 
heard  by  day  in  the  pocket  of  the  living  masoiL 
In  a  word,  he  increased  rapidly  in  wealth,  to  the 
admiration  of  all  his  neighbors,  and  became  one 
of  the  richest  men  in  Granada :  he  gave  large 
sums  to  the  Church,  by  way,  no  doubt,  of  satisfy- 
ing his  conscience,  and  never  revealed  the  secret 
of  the  vault  lutil  on  his  death-bed  to  his  son  and 
heir." 
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IHE  pecoliar  charm  of  this  old  dream; 

n  palace  !s  its  power  of  calling  up  vi^ue 
cries  and  picturinga  of  the  past,  and 
thus  cloihing  naked  realities  with  the  illusions  of 
the  memory  aud  the  ima^nation.  As  I  delight 
to  walk  in  these  "  vain  shadows,"  I  am  proue  to 
seek  those  parts  of  the  Alhambra  which  are  moat 
favorable  to  this  phantasmagoria  of  the  mind ; 
and  none  are  more  so  than  the  Court  of  LtooB, 
and  its  surroutuling  balls.  Here  the  iiandof  time 
has  fallen  (he  lightest,  and  the  traces  of  Moorish 
elegance  and  splendor  exist  in  almost  (heir  origi- 
nal brilliancy.  Earthquakes  have  shaken  the 
foundations  of  this  pile,  and  rent  lis  rudest  towers ; 
yet  see !  not  one  of  those  slender  columns  has 
been  displaced,  not  an  arch  of  that  light  and 
fra^le  colonnade  ^ven  way,  and  all  the  fairy 
fretwork  of  these  domes,  apparently  as  unsub- 
stantial as  the  crystal  fabrics  of  a  moniing'a  frost, 
exist  after  the  lapse  of  centuries,  almost  as  fresh 
as  if  from  the  hand  of  the  Moslem  artist.  I 
write  in  the  midst  of  these  mementos  of  the  past, 
in  the  fresh  hour  of  early  morning,  in  the  fated 
HaL  of  the  Abencerrages.  The  blood-stained 
fountain,  the  legendary  monument  of  their  mas- 
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Mere,  is  before  me;  the  lofty  jet  almost  casta 
its  dew  upon  my  paper.  How  difficult  to  recon- 
cile the  aucient  tale  of  violence  and  blood  with 
the  gentle  and  peaceful  scene  around !  Every- 
thing  here  appears  calculated  to  inspire  kind  and 
hi^py  feelings,  for  everything  is  delicate  and 
beautiful.  The  very  light  falb  tenderly  from 
above,  through  the  lantern  of  a  dome  tinted  and 
wrought  as  if  by  foiry  hands.  Through  the  am- 
ple aud  fretted  arch  of  the  portal  I  behold  tlie 
Court  of  Lions,  with  brilliant  sunshine  gleaming 
along  its  colonnades  and  sparkling  in  its  fountains. 
The  lively  swallow  dives  into  the  court,  and, 
rising  with  a  surge,  darts  away  twitteiiug  over 
the  roofs ;  the  busy  bee  toils  humming  among 
the  ilower  -  beds  ;  and  painted  butterflies  hover 
from  plant  to  plant,  and  flutter  up  and  sport  with 
each  other  in  the  suuuy  air.  It  needs  but  a 
slight  exertion  of  the  fancy  to  picture  some  pen- 
sive beauty  of  the  harem,  loitering  in  these  se- 
cluded haunts  of  Oriental  luxury. 

He,  however,  who  would  behold  this  scene 
under  an  aspect  more  in  unison  with  its  fortunes, 
let  him  come  when  the  shadows  of  evening  tem- 
per ttie  brightness  of  the  court,  and  throw  a  gloom 
into  the  surrounding  halls.  Then  nothing  can 
be  more  serenely  melancholy,  or  more  in  har- 
mony with  tlie  tale  of  departed  grandeur. 

At  such  times  I  am  apt  to  seek  the  Hall  of 
Justice,  whose  deep  shadowy  arcades  extend  across 
the  upper  end  of  the  court  Here  was  per- 
formed, in  presence  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  and 
their  triumphant  court,  the  pompous  ceremonial 
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of  high  mass,  od  takiog  poaaesaion  of  the  Alham- 
bra.  The  vt:iy  croBs  is  still  to  be  seen  upon  the 
wall,  where  the  altar  was  erected,  and  where 
officiated  the  Grand  Cordiual  of  Spain,  and  others 
of  the  highest  religious  dignitaries  of  the  land. 
I  pictnre  to  myself  the  scene  when  this  place  was 
filled  with  the  conquering  host,  that  mixture  of 
mitred  prelate  and  shaven  monk,  and  steel-clad 
knight  and  -  nlken  courtier ;  when  crosses  and 
crosiers  and  religious  standards  were  mingled 
with  proud  ormot^l  ensigns  and  the  banners  of 
the  haughty  cliie&  of  Spain,  and  flaunted  in  tri- 
umph  through  these  Moslem  halls.  I  picture  to 
myself  Columbus,  the  future  discoverer  of  a 
world,  taking  his  modest  stand  in  a  remote  corner, 
the  humble  and  neglected  spectator  of  the  pageanL 
I  see  in  imagination  tbe  Catholic  sovereigns  pros- 
trating themselves  before  the  altar,  and  pouring 
forth  thanks  for  their  victory ;  while  the  vaults 
resound  with  sacred  minstrelsy,  and  the  deep- 
toned  Tc  Deum. 

The  transient  illusion  is  over,  —  the  pageant 
melts  from  the  fancy,  —  monarch,  priest,  and  war- 
rior return  into  oblivion  with  the  poor  Moslems 
over  whom  they  exulted.  The  hiUl  of  their 
triumph  is  waste  and  desolate.  The  hat  9un 
about  its  twilight  vault,  and  the  owl  hoots  from 
the  neighboring  tower  of  Comares. 

Entering  the  Court  of  the  Lions  a  few  even- 
ings since,  I  was  almost  startled  at  beholding  a 
^nihaned  Moor  quietly  seated  neai'  tbe  fountain. 
For  a  moment  one  of  the  fictions  of  the  place 
seemed  realized :  an  enchanted  Moor  had  broken 
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Ihe  spell  of  centuries,  ond  become  visible.  Ho 
proved,  however,  lo  he  h  mere  ordinary  mortal ; 
A  native  of  Tetutin  iu  Barbary,  who  had  a 
shop  in  the  Zacatin  of  Graoada,  where  be  sold 
rhubarb,  trinkets,  and  perfumes.  As  he  spoke 
Spanish  fluently,  I  was  enabled  to  hold  con- 
versation with  him,  and  found  him  shrewd  and 
intelligent.  He  told  me  that  he  came  up  Ihe 
hill  occasionally  in  the  summer,  to  pass  a  part 
of  the  day  in  the  Alhambra,  which  reminded 
him  of  the  ol<l  palaces  in  Barbaiy,  being  built 
(md  adorned  in  similar  s^le,  though  with  more 
magnificence. 

As  we  walked  about  the  palace,  he  pointed 
out  several  of  the  Arabic  inscriptions,  as  possess- 
ing much  poetic  beauly. 

"  Ah,  senor,"  said  he,  "  when  the  Moors  held  Gra- 
nada, they  were  a  gayer  people  than  they  are  now- 
adays. They  thought  only  of  love,  music,  and 
poetry.  They  made  stanzas  upon  every  occasion, 
and  set  tliem  all  to  music.  He  who  could  make 
the  best  verses,  aud  she  who  had  the  most  tune- 
ful voice,  might  be  sure  of  favor  and  preferment. 
In  those  days,  if  any  one  asked  for  bread,  the 
reply  was,  make  me  a  couplet  i  and  the  poorest 
beggar,  if  he  begged  in  rhyme,  would  often  be 
rewarded  with  a  piece  of  gold." 

"  And  is  the  popular  feeling  for  poetry,"  said 
I,  "  entirely  lost  among  you  ?  " 

"  By  no  means,  seBor  j  Ihe  people  of  Barbary, 
oven  tiose  of  the  lower  classes,  still  make  coup- 
lets, and  good  ones  too,  as  in  old  times ;  but 
bileut  is  nut  rewarded  as  it  was  then ;  the  ricli 
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prefer  the-  jingle  of  their  gold  to  the  eoiiiid  of 

As  he  was  talking,  bis  eye  caught  one  of  the 
iDscriplions  which  foretold  perpetuity  to  the  power 
and  glory  of  the  Moslem  monnrcbs,  the  masters 
of  this  pile.  He  shook  his  head,  and  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  as  he  interpreted  il.  "  Such  might 
have  beeu  the  case,"  said  he ;  "  the  Moslems 
might  still  have  been  reigning  in  the  Albambra, 
had  not  Boabdil  been  a  traitor,  and  given  up  his 
capital  to  the  Christiana.  The  Spanish  monarchs 
would  never  have  been  able  to  conquer  it  by 
open  force." 

I  endeavored  to  vindicate  the  memory  of  the 
unlucky  Boabdil  from  this  aspersion,  and  to  show 
that  the  dissensions  which  led  to  the  downfall  of 
the  Moorish  throne  originated  in  the  cruelty  of 
his  tiger-hearted  fatlicr ;  but  the  Moor  would 
admit  of  no  palliation. 

"  Muley  Abul  Ilnssan,"  said  he,  "  might  have 
been  cruel ;  but  he  was  brave,  vigilant,  and  pat- 
riotic. Had  he  been  properly  seconded,  Granada 
would  still  have  been  ours  ;  but  his  son  Boabdil 
thwarted  hb  pliius,  crippled  his  power,  sowed 
treason  in  his  palace,  luid  dissension  in  hb  camp. 
May  the  curse  of  God  light  upon  him  for  lus 
treachery ! "  With  these  words  tlie  Moor  lefi 
the  Albambra. 

The  indignation  of  my  turhaned  companion 
agrees  with  an  anecdote  related  by  a  friend,  who, 
<n  the  course  of  a  tour  in  Barbary,  had  an  inter- 
Hew  with  the  Facha  of  Tetuan.  The  Moorish 
governor  was  particular  in    hb    inquiries  abonr 
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Spain,  and  especially  concerning  the  fiivored  re- 
lion  of  Andalusia,  the  delights  of  Granada,  and 
he  remains  of  its  royal  palace.  The  replies 
mkeued  all  those  fond  recollections,  so  deeply 
herished  by  the  Moors,  of  the  power  and  splen- 
or  of  their  ancient  empire  in  Spain.  Tnming 
0  bis  Moslem  attendants,  the  Facba  stroked  his 
leard,  and  broke  forth  in  passionate  lamentations, 
hat  such  a  sceptre  should  have  fallen  from  the 
way  of  true  believers.  He  consoled  himself^ 
lonever,  with  the  persuasion,  that  the  power  and 
irosperity  of  the  Spanish  nation  were  on  the 
ecline  ;  that  a  time  would  come  when  the  Moots 
rould  conquer  their  rightful  domains ;  and  tliat 
lie  day  was  perhaps  not  far  distant  when  Mo- 
ammedan  worship  would  again  be  offered  up  in 
lie  Mosque  of  Cordova;  and  a  Mohammedan 
rince  sit  on  his  throne  in  the  Alhambra. 

Such  is  the  general  aspiration  and  belief  among 
:ie  Moors  of  Barbary ;  wtio  consider  Spain,  or 
indaluz,  as  it  was  anciently  called,  their  rightful 
erilage,  of  which  they  have  been  despoiled  by 
:eachery  and  violence.  These  ideas  are  fostered 
nd  perpetuated  by  the  descendants  of  the  exiled 
loors  of  Granada,  scattered  among  the  cities 
f  Barbary.  Several  of  these  reside  in  Tetuan, 
reserving  their  ancient  names,  such  as  Paez  and 
ledina,  and  refraining  from  internmrriage  with 
ny  families  who  cannot  claim  the  same  high  ori- 
in.  Tfieir  vaunted  lineage  is  regarded  with  a 
egree  of  popular  deference  rarely  shown  in 
[ohammedan  communities  to  any  hereditary  dis- 
nctiouf  excepting  in  the  royal  line. 
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These  fiuniliea,  it  is  said,  contioue  to  sigh 
ikfler  the  terrestrial  paradise  of  their  ancestors, 
and  to  put  up  prayers  ia  their  mosques  on  Fri- 
daja,  imploring  Allah  to  hasten  the  time  when 
Gmnada  shall  be  restored  (o  the  faithful :  an 
eveat  to  which  they  look  forward  as  fondly  and 
confidently  as  did  the  Christian  crusaders  to  the 
recovery  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre.  Nay,  it  is 
Added,  that  some  of  them  retain  the  ancient  maps 
and  deeds  of  the  estates  and  gardens  of  their  an- 
cestors at  Granada,  aud  even  the  keys  of  the 
bonses ;  holding  them  as  evidences  of  their  he- 
reditary  chums,  to  be  produced  at  the  anticipated 
day  of  restoration. 

My  couversatioQ  with  the  Moors  set  me  to 
musing  on  the  fate  of  Bonbdil.  Never  was  sur- 
name more  applicable  than  that  bestowed  upon 
him  by  hb  subjecls  of  el  Zogoybi,  or  the  Unlucky. 
His  misfortunes  began  almost  in  his  cradle,  and 
ceased  not  even  with  his  death.  If  ever  he 
cherished  the  desire  of  leaving  an  honorable  name 
on  the  historic  page,  how  cruelly  has  he  been  de- 
frauded of  his  hopes!  Who  is  there  that  has 
turned  the  least  attention  to  the  romantic  history 
of  the  Moorish  domination  in  Spain,  without 
kindling  with  indignation  at  the  alleged  atrocities 
of  Boabdil  ?  Who  has  not  been  touched  with 
the  woes  of  his  lovely  and  gentle  queen,  sub- 
jected by  him  to  a  trial  of  life  and  death,  on  a 
%be  charge  of  infidelity  ?  Who  has  not  beea 
•hoeked  by  his  alleged  murder  of  his  sister  and 
her  two  children,  in  a  transport  of  passion? 
Who  has  not  lelt  hia  blood  boU  at  the  Inhimiau 
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niussacre  of  the  gallant  Abencerrages,  thirty-six 
of  whom,  it  ig  affirmed,  he  ordered  to  be  beheaded 
in  the  Court  of  Lions  ?  All  these  charges  h«ve 
been  reiterated  in  various  forms;  they  \a.ve 
passed  inU)  ballads,  dramas,  and  romances,  until 
they  have  taken  too  thorough  possession  of  the 
public  mind  to  be  eradicated.  There  is  not  a 
foreigner  of  education  that  viaita  the  Alhambra, 
but  aska  for  the  founlaiu  where  the  Abencerrages 
were  beheaded  ;  and  gazes  with  horror  at  the 
grated  gallery  where  the  queen  is  said  to  have 
been  confined  ;  not  a  peasant  of  the  Vega  or  the 
Sierra,  but  sings  the  story  in  nide  couplets,  to 
the  accompaniment  of  his  guitar,  while  his  hearers 
learn  to  execi'ate  the  very  name  of  BoabdiL 

Never,  however,  was  name  more  foully  and 
unjustly  slundcrci^.  I  have  examined  all  the  au- 
thentic chronicles  and  letters  writlea  by  Spanish 
authore,  contemporary  with  Boabdil ;  some  of 
whom  were  in  the  confidence  of  the  Catholic 
sovereigns,  and  actually  present  in  the  camp 
throughout  the  war,  I  have  eiamined  all  the 
Arabian  authorities  I  could  get  access  to,  through 
the  medium  of  translation,  and  have  found  nothing 
to  justify  these  dark  and  hatefiil  accusatioos- 
The  moat  of  tliese  tales  may  be  traced  to  a  work 
commonly  culled  '■  The  Civil  Wars  of  Granada," 
containing  a  pretended  history  of  the  feuds  of  the 
Zegries  and  Abcncerragea,  during  the  last  etru^le 
of  the  Moorish  enipire.  The  work  appeared  orig- 
inally in  SpaiiLsh,  and  professed  to  be  translated 
trom  the  Arabic  by  one  Gincs  Perez  de  Hita,  an 
inhabitant  of  Murcia.     It  has  smce  passed  into 
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various  Itmgufkges,  wnA  Florian  has  taieo  from  it 
much  of  the  fable  of  his  Gionsalvo  of  Cordova; 
it  has  thus,  in  a  great  measure,  usurped  the  au- 
thority of  real  history,  and  is  currently  l>eUeved 
by  the  people,  and  especially  the  peasantry  of 
Granada.  The  whole  of  it,  however,  is  a  mass 
of  fiction,  mingled  with  a  few  disiigiired  truths, 
which  give  it  an  air  of  veracity.  It  beiu^  inter- 
nal evidence  of  its  falsity ;  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  Moors  being  extravagantly  mis- 
represeuled  in  it,  and  scenes  depicted  toUdiy  in- 
compatible with  tlieir  habits  and  their  faith,  and 
which  never  could  have  been  recorded  by  a  Ma' 
bometan  writer. 

I  confess  there  seems  to  me  something  almost 
criminal  in  the  wilful  perversions  of  this  work : 
great  latitude  is  undoubtedly  to  be  allowed  to 
romantic  ficdou,  but  there  are  limits  which  it 
must  not  pass ;  and  the  uames  of  the  distinguished 
dead,  which  belong  to  history,  are  no  more  to 
be  calumniated  than  those  of  the  illustrious  living. 
One  would  have  thougLi,  too,  that  lie  unfortunate 
Boabdil  had  sofiered  enough  for  his  Justifiable 
hostility  to  the  Spaniards,  by  being  stripped  of 
liis  kingdom,  without  having  hia  name  thus  wan- 
tonly traduced,  and  rendered  a  by-word  and  a 
theme  of  infamy  in  his  native  land,  and  in  the 
very  mansion  of  his  fathers ! 

If  the  reader  is-  BufBciently  interested  in  these 
qnestJODs  to  tolerate  a  little  historical  detail,  the 
following  fads,  gleaned  from  what  appear  to  be 
authentic  sources,  aiid  tracing  the  fortunes  of  the 
Abeocerrages,  may  serve  to  exculpate  the  uufor 
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GRAND  line  ,oF  distinction  existed 
among  the  Mwlems  of  Spain,  between 
I  those  of  Oriental  origin  and  those  from 
Western  Africft.  Among  the  former  the  Ambs 
considere<l  themselves  the  purest  race,  tis  being 
descended  from  the  oountiymen  of  the  Prophet, 
who  first  rtused  the  standard  of  Islam  ;  among  the 
latter,  the  most  warlike  and  powerful  were  the 
Berber  tribes  irom  Mount  Atlas  and  the  deserts 
of  Sahara,  commonly  known  as  Moors,  who  sub- 
dued the  tribes  of  the  sea-coast,  founded  the  city 
of  Morocco,  and  for  a  long  time  disputed  with 
the  Oriental  races  the  control  of  Moslem  Spain. 
Among  the  Oriental  races  the  Abencerrages 
held  a  dbtinguished  rank,  priduig  themselves  on 
a  pare  Arab  descent  from  the  Beni  Seny,  one  of 
the  tribes  who  were  Ansares  or  Companions  of 
the  Prophet.  The  Abencerrages  flourished  for  a 
time  at  Cordova ;  but  probably  repaired  to  Gra- 
nada after  the  downfall  of  the  Western  Caliphat ; 
it  was  there  they  attained  their  historical  and 
romantic  celebrity,  being  foremost  among  the 
splendid  chivalry  which  graced  the  court  of  the 
Alhambra. 
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Their  highest  and  most  druigerous  prosperitj 
was  during  the  precarioua  reign  of  Muhatned 
Nasar,  aurnamed  £1  Hayzari,  or  the  Left-handed. 
That  ill-eloired  monarch,  when  he  ascended  the 
throne  in  1423,  lavished  his  fuTors  upon  this  gallant 
line,  making  the  head  of  the  tribe.  Jusef  Aben 
Zeragh,  his  vizier,  or  prime  minister,  and  ndvancing 
his  relatives  and  friends  to  the  most  distiuguished 
poets  about  the  court.  This  gave  great  ofTenoe 
to  other  tribes,  and  caused  intrigues  among  their 
chiefs.  Muhamed  lost  popularity  also  bj  his 
maimers.  He  was  vain,  inconsiderate,  and  haugh- 
ty; disdained  to  mingle  among  his  subjects;  ibr- 
bade  those  jousts  and  toumameuta,  the  delight  of 
high  and  low,  and  passed  his  time  in  the  luxu- 
rious retirement  of  the  Albambnu  The  conse- 
quence was  a  popular  insurrection  :  the  palace 
was  stormed  ;  the  king  escaped  through  the  gar- 
dens, fled  to  the  sea-const,  crossed  in  disguise  to 
Aiiica,  and  took  refuge  with  his  kinsman,  the  eov> 
ereign  of  Tunis. 

Muhamed  el  Zagner,  cousin  of  the  fugitive 
monarch,  took  possession  of  the  vacant  throne. 
He  pursued  a  different  course  from  his  predecee- 
Bor.  He  not  only  gave  f^tes  and  tourneys,  but 
.entered  the  lists  himself,  in  grand  and  sumptuons 
array;  he  distinguished  himself  in  managing  his 
horse,  in  tilling,  riding  at  the  ring,  and  other 
chivalrous  exercises ;  feasted  with  his  cavaliers, 
and  made  them  magnificent  presents. 

Those  who  had  been  in  favor  with  his  prede- 
cessor, now  experienced  a  reverse ;  he  manifested 
such  hostility  to  them  that  more  than  five  bun- 
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AreA  of  the  principal  cavaliers  left  the  city.  Ju- 
Hef  Aben  Zeragh,  with  forty  of  the  Abencerrages, 
abandoned  Granada  in  the  oight,  and  sought  the 
coart  of  Juan  the  king  of  Castile.  Moved  by 
(beir  representations,  that  young  and  generous 
monarch  wrote  letters  to  the  sovereign  of  Tunis, 
tuviting  him  to  assist  in  punishing  the  usurper 
and  restoring  the  exiled  king  to  his  throne.  The 
&ithfal  and  indefatigable  vizier  accompanied  ihe 
bearer  of  these  letters  to  Tunis,  where  he  re- 
joined his  exiled  sovereign.  The  letters  were 
Buccessliil.  Muhamed  el  Hayzari  landed  in  An- 
daliisia  with  five  hundred  African  horse,  and  was 
joined  by  tlie  Abencerrages  and  others  of  his 
adherents  and  by  his  Christian  allies  ;  wherever 
he  appeared  the  people  submitted  to  him  ;  troops 
sent  agiunst  him  deserted  lo  his  slandard  ;  Gra- 
nada was  recovered  without  a  blow  ;  the  usurper 
retreated  to  the  Alhambra,  bat  was  beheaded  by 
his  own  soldiers  (1428),  after  reiguing  between 
two  and  three  years. 

£1  Hayzan,  once  more  on  the  throne,  heaped 
honors  on  the  loyal  vizier,  through  whose  faithful 
services  he  bad  been  restored,  and  once  more  the 
liue  of  the  Abencerrages  basked  in  the  sunshine 
of  royal  favor.  El  Hayzari  sent  ambassadors  to 
King  Juan,  thanking  him  for  his  aid,  and  propos- 
ing a  perpetual  league  of  amity.  The  king  of 
Castile  required  homage  and  yearly  tribute. 
These  the  left-handed  monarch  refused,  suppos- 
ing the  youthful  king  too  much  engaged  in  dvil 
war  to  enforce  his  cltums.  Again  the  kingdom 
jf  Granada  was  harassed  by  invasions,  and  its 
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Vega  laid  waste.  Varions  battles  took  place 
with  various  success.  But  El  Hayzari'a  greatest  ^ 
danger  was  near  at  home.  There  was  at  thai 
time  in  Granada  a  cavalier,  Don  Pedro  Yenegas 
bj  name,  a  Moslem  hj  &itli,  but  Christian  by 
descent,  whose  early  history  borders  on  romance. 
He  was  of  the  noble  house  of  Luque,  but  cap- 
tured when  a  child,  eight  years  of  age,  by  GA 
Yahiu  Ahiayar,  prince  of  Almeria.*  who  adopted 
him  as  his  son,  educated  him  in  the  Moslem 
faith,  and  brought  him  up  among  his  children, 
the  Celtimerian  princes,  a  proud  family,  descended 
in  direct  line  from  Aben  Hud,  one  of  the  early 
Granadian  kings.  A  mutual  attachment  sprang 
up  between  Don  Pedro  and  the  princess  CeU- 
merien,  a  daughter  of  Cid  Yahia,  famous  for  her 
beauty,  and  whose  name  is  perpetuated  by  the 
ruins  of  her  palace  in  Granada  —  stUI  bearing 
traces  of  Moorish  elegance  and  luxury.  In 
process  of  time  they  were  married  ;  and  thus  a 
scion  of  the  Spanish  house  of  Luque  became 
engrafted  on  the  royal  stock  of  Aben  Hitd. 

Such  is  the  early  story  of  Don  Pedro  Venegas, 
who  at  the  time  of  wiiich  we  treat  was  a  man 
mature  in  years,  and  of  an  active,  ambitious  spirit 
He  appears  to  have  hc<!n  the  soul  of  a  oouspiracy 
set  on  foot  nboul  this  litne.  lu  lopple  Muhamed  the 
Left-handed  from  his  unsteady  throne,  and  elevate 
in  his  place  Yusef  Aben  Alharaar,  the  eldest  of 
the  Celtimerian  princes.  The  aid  of  the  king  of 
Castile  was  to  be  secured,  and  Don  Pedro  pro- 
ceeded on  a  secret  embassy  to  Cordova  for  the 
•  Alcaotan,  ffiX.  Grmad.,  O.  a,  p.  SM,  note. 
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ptirpoee.  He  infonned  King  Juan  of  the  extent 
of  (he  conspiracy ;  that  Yii3«f  Abun  Alhamar 
could  bring  a  large  force  to  hia  atandard  as  soon 
as  be  should  appear  in  the  Vega,  and  would  ac- 
knowledge himself  his  vassal,  if  with  hia  aid  bo 
should  attain  the  crown.  The  aid  was  prumised, 
and  Don  Pedro  hastened  back  to  Granada  with 
the  tidings.  The  conspirators  now  left  the  dty, 
a  few  at  a  time,  under  various  pretexts  ;  and 
when  King  Juan  passed  the  frontier,  Yusef  Aben 
Alhamar  brought  eight  thousand  men  to  hie 
standard,  and  kissed  his  hand  in  token  of 
allegiimce. 

It  is  needless  to  recount  the  various  battles  by 
which  the  kingdom  was  desolated,  and  the  vari- 
ous intrignea  by  which  one  half  of  it  was  roused 
to  rebellion.  The  Abenceirages  stood  by  the  fail- 
ing fortunes  of  Muhamed  throughout  the  stxug- 
gle ;  their  last  stand  was  at  Loxa,  where  their 
chief,  the  vizier  Yusef  Aben  Zeragh,  fell  bravely 
fightjng,  and  many  of  their  noblest  cavaliers  were 
slain  ;  in  fact,  in  that  disastrous  war  the  fortunes 
of  the  family  were  nearly  wrecked. 

Again  the  ill-starred  Muhamed  was  driven 
from  hia  throne,  and  took  refuge  in  Malaga,  the 
alcayde  of  which  still  remained  true  to  him. 

Yusef  Aben  Alhamar,  commonly  known  as 
Yusef  IL,  entered  Granada  in  triumph  on  the 
first  of  January,  1432,  but  he  found  it  a  melan- 
dioly  city,  where  half  of  the  inhabitants  were  in 
mourning.  Not  a  noble  family  but  had  lost 
some  member ;  and  in  the  slaughter  of  the  Ab- 
encerragee  at  Loxa  had  fidlen  some  of  tlia 
brightest  of  the  chivalry. 


«jrv  Google 


1 


160  TUSEF  ABEN  ALHAUAR. 

T^e  roynl  pngeant  pA^aed  throug)i  silent  etreeta, 
and  the  bnrren  hoinnge  of  a  court  in  tlie  halb  of 
the  Alhambiii  ill  supplied  the  wiuit  uf  sJucere 
and  popular  dbvution.  Yusef  Abeu  Athaniar 
felt  the  insecurity  of  his  position.  The  deposed 
moutirch  was  at  hand  iu  Malaga  ;  the  sovereign 
of  Tunis  espoused  hia  cause,  and  pleaded  with 
the  Christian  monarchs  in  his  favor ;  above  all, 
Yusef  felt  his  own  unpopularity  in  Granada; 
previous  fatigues  had  impaired  his  health,  a  pro- 
found melancholy  settled  upon  him,  and  in  the 
course  of  six  moiitlis  he  sank  into  the  grave. 

At  the  news  of  his  deatli,  Muhamed  the  Left- 
handed  hastened  from  Malaga,  and  ogwn  was 
placed  on  the  throne.  From  the  wrecks  of 
the  Abencerrages  he  chose  as  vizier  Abdelbar, 
one  of  the  worthiest  of  that  magnanimous  line. 
Through  his  advice  he  restrained  his  vindictive 
feelings  and  adopted  a  concilialory  policy.  Ho 
pardoned  most  of  his  enemies,  Yusef,  the  de- 
funct usurper,  had  left  three  children.  His  estates 
were  apportioned  among  them.  Aben  Celim, 
the  eldest  son,  was  confirmed  in  the  title  of  Prince 
of  Almeria  and  Lord  of  Marchena  in  the  Alpux- 
arras.  Ahmed,  the  youngest,  was  made  Senor 
of  Luchar  ;  and  Eqnivila,  the  daughter,  received 
rich  patrimonial  lands  in  the  fertile  Vega,  and 
various  houses  and  shops  in  the  ZaCBt4n  of  Gra- 
nada. The  vizier  Abdelbar  counselled  the  king, 
DKireover,  to  secure  the  adherence  of  the  family 
by  matrimonial  connections.  Au  aunt  of  Mu- 
hamed was  accordingly  given  in  marriage  to 
Aben  Celim,  while  the    prince  Nasar,   yoimgei 
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brother  of  the  deceased  iisuqier,  received  the 
hand  of  the  beautiful  Lindtinixtt,  daughter  of 
Mnbamed's  faithful  adIiercDt,  the  alcayde  of 
Malaga.  This  was  the  Lindaroxa  whose  name 
still  designates  one  of  the  gardens  of  the  Al- 
hambra. 

Don  Pedro  de  Yenegas  alone,  the  husband  of 
the  princess  Cetiraerien,  received  no  favor.  He 
was  considered  as  having  produced  the  late 
troubles  by  his  intrignes.  The  Abencerrages 
lAarged  him  with  the  reverses  of  their  family  and 
the  deaths  of  so  many  of  their  bravest  cavaliers. 
The  king  never  spoke  of  him  but  by  the  oppro- 
brious appellation  of  the  Toniudizo,  or  Renegade. 
Finding  himaeif  in  danger  of  arrest  and  punish- 
ment, he  took  leave  of  his  wife,  the  princess,  his 
two  sons,  Abnl  Cacim  and  Reduan,  and  his 
daughter,  Cetiraerien,  and  fled  to  Jaen.  There, 
like  hiB  brother-in-law,  the  usurper,  he  expiated 
his  intrigues  and  irregular  arabition  by  profound 
humiliation  and  melancholy,  and  died  in  1434  a 
penitent,  because  a  disappointed  man.* 

Muhamed  el  Hayaori  was  doomed  to  further 
reverses.  He  had  two  nephews,  Aben  Osmyn, 
Bumamed  el  Anaf,  or  the  Lame,  and  Aben  Ismael. 
The  former,  who  was  of  an  ambitious  spirit, 
resided  in  Almeria  ;  the  latter  in  Granada,  where 
he  had  many  friends.  He  was  on  the  point  of 
espousing  a  beautiful  girl,  when  his  royal  uncle 
interfered  and  gave  her  to  one  of  his  favorites. 
Enraged  at  this   despotic  act,  the  prince  Aben 
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Ismael  took  horse  and  weapons  and  iiallied  frnm 
Granada  for  the  froiilier,  followed  by  numerous 
cavaliers.  The  a^r  gave  general  disgust,  espe- 
dally  to  the  Abencerrages  who  were  attached  ia 
the  prince.  No  Booner  did  tidings  reach  Aben 
Osmyn  of  the  public  discontent  than  bia  ambi- 
tion  WHS  aroused.  Throwing  himself  suddenly 
into  Granada,  he  raised  a  popular  tumult,  sur- 
prised his  uncle  in  the  Alhambra,  compelled  him 
to  abdicate,  and  proclaimed  himself  king.  This 
occurred  in  September,  1445.  The  Abencerrages 
dOw  gave  up  the  fortunes  of  the  left-banded  king 
as  hopeless,  and  himself  as  incompetent  to  rule. 
Led  by  their  kinsman,  the  vizier  Abdelbar.  and 
accompanied  by  many  other  cavaliers,  they  aban- 
doned [he  court  and  took  post  in  MontefiHo. 
Thence  Abdelbar  wrote  to  Prince  Aben  Ismael, 
who  hftd  taken  refuge  in  Castile,  inviting  him  lo 
the  camp,  offering  to  support  his  pretensions  lo 
the  throne,  and  advising  him  lo  leave  Castile 
secretly,  lest  his  departure  should  be  opposed  by 
King  Juan  II.  The  prince,  however,  confiding 
in  the  generosity  of  tlie  Gaslilian  monarch,  told 
frankly  the  whole  matter.  He  was  not  mistaken. 
King  Juan  not  merely  gave  him  permission  to 
depart,  but  promised  him  aid,  and  gave  him  letters 
to  that  effect  to  his  commanders  on  the  frontiers. 
Aben  Ismael  departed  with  a  brilliant  escort,  ar- 
rived in  safety  at  Montefrio,  and  was  proclaimed 
king  of  Granada  by  Abdelbar  and  hia  partisans, 
the  most  important  of  whom  were  the  Abencer- 
rages.  A  long  oourse  of  civil  wars  ensued  be- 
tween   the   two    cousins,  rivals  for    thf  throne 
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A.ben  Osmyn  was  aided  by  the  kings  lF  Navarre 
uid  Aragon,  while  Juao  JI.,  at  war  with  his  rebel- 
lious sabjects,  could  give  little  aasistauce  to  Aben 
Ismael. 

Thua  for  several  years  the  country  was  torn 
by  internal  strife  aDd  desolated  by  foreign  inroads, 
HO  that  scarce  a  field  but  was  stained  with  blood. 
Aben  Osmyn  was  brave,  and  often  signalized 
himself  in  arms ;  but  he  was  cruel  and  despotic, 
and  ruled  with  au  iron  hand.  He  offended  the 
nobles  by  his  caprices,  and  the  populace  by  bis 
tyranny,  while  his  rival  cousin  conciliated  all 
hearts  by  his  benignity.  Hence  there  were  con- 
tiunal  desertions  from  Granada  to  the  fortified 
Gamp  at  Moiitefrio,  and  the  party  of  Aben  Ismael 
was  constantly  gaining  strength.  At  length  the 
king  of  Castile,  having  made  peace  with  the  kings 
of  AragOQ  and  Navarre,  was  enabled  to  send  a 
choice  body  of  troops  to  the  assistance  of  Aben 
IsmaeL  The  latter  now  left  his  trenches  in 
Uontefrio,  and  took  ihe  field.  The  combined 
forces  inarched  npon  Granada.  Aben  Osmyn 
sallied  forth  to  the  encounter.  A  bloody  biitllo 
ensued,  in  which  both  of  the  rival  cousins  fought 
with  heroic  valor.  Aben  Osmyn  was  defeated 
and  driven  back  to  his  gates.  He  summoned  tJie 
inhabitants  to  arms,  but  few  answered  to  bis  cull ; 
his  cruelty  had  alienated  all  hearts.  Seeing  bis 
fortunes  at  an  end,  he  determined  to  clos&  his 
career  by  a  signal  act  of  vengeance.  Shutting 
himself  up  in  the  Alhambra,  he  summoned 
thither  a  number  of  the  principal  cavaliers  whom 
he  suspected  of  disloyalty.    As  they  entered,  they 
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«  one  bj  one  put  h>  death.  Tbia  is  supposed 
some  to  be  the  massacre  which  gave  its  &tal 
le  to  the  hall  uf  the  Abenccrrages.  Having 
petrated  thb  atrocious  act  of  vengeance,  and 
ring  by  the  shouts  of  the  populace  that  Aben 
laet  was  already  proclaimed  king  in  the  dty, 
escaped  with  his  satellites  by  the  Gerro  del 

and  the  valley  of  the  Darro  to  the  Alpuiatra 
iintains ;  where  he  and  his  followers  led  a  kind 
robber  life,  laying  villages  and  roads  onder 
tributioQ. 

Lbeii  Ismael  II.,  who  thus  attained  the  throne 
.454,  secured  the  friendship  of  King  Juan  IL 
lets  of  homage  and  magniticent  preseuts.  He 
e  liberal  rewards  to  those  who  had  been  faith- 

to  him,  and  consoled  the  families  of  those 
I  had  fallen  in  his  cause.     During  his  reign, 

Abencerrages  were  again  among  the  most 
ired  of  the  brilliant  chivalry  that  graced  his 
rt  Aben  Ismael,  however,  was  not  of  a. 
like  spirit ;  his  reign  was  distinguished  rather 
kvorks  of  public  utility,  the  ruins  of  some  of 
ch  are  still  to  be  seen  on  the  Cerro  del  Sol. 
u  the  same  year  of  1454  Juan  II.  died,  and 

succeeded  by  Henry  IV.  of  Castile,  auruanied 
Impotent.  Aben  Ismael  neglected  to  renew 
league  of  amity  with  him  which  had  eicisled 
I  his  predecessor,  as  he  found  it  to  be  unpop- 
'  with  the  people  of  Granada.  King  Henry 
inled  the  omissions,  and,  under  pretext  of 
!&Ta  of  tribute,  made  repealed  forays  into  the 
fdom  of  Granada.  He  gave  countenance  also 
Lben  Oamyn  and  his  robber  hordes,  and  took 
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some  of  them  into  pay  ;  but  his  proud  cavaliers 
refused  to  sssociata  with  infidel  outlaws,  and  de- 
terniiaed  to  seize  Aben  Osmyn ;  who,  however, 
made  his  escape,  first  to  Seville,  and  thence  to 
Castile. 

In  the  year  1456,  ou  the  occasiou  of  a  great 
foray  ioto  the  Vega  by  the  Christiaus,  Aben 
lamael,  to  secure  a  peace,  agreed  to  pay  the  king 
of  Castile  a  certain  tribute  annually,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  liberate  six  hundred  Chrbtiiui  cap- 
lives ;  or,  should  the  number  of  captives  &II 
short,  to  make  it  up  in  Moorish  hosCagea.  Aben 
Ismael  fulfilled  the  ri^rous  terms  of  the  treaty, 
and  reigned  for  a  number  of  years  with  more 
tranquillity  than  usually  felt  to  the  lot  of  the 
monarchs  of  that  belligerent  kingdom.  Granada 
eiyoyed  a  great  state  of  prosperity  during  his 
reign,  and  was  the  seat  of  festivity  and  splendor. 
His  sultana  was  a  daughter  of  Cid  Hiaya  Abra- 
ham Alnayar,  prince  of  Almeria ;  and  he  had 
by  her  two  sons,  Abul  Hassan,  and  Abi  Abdallah, 
sumamed  £1  Zagal,  the  father  and  uncle  of 
Boabdil.  We  approacli  now  the  eventful  period 
signalized  by  the  conquest  of  Granada. 

Multsy  Abul  Hassjiii  succeeded  to  the  throne 
on  the  death  of  his  father  iu  146o.  One  of  his 
first  acta  was  to  refuse  payment  of  the  degrading 
tribute  exacted  by  the  Cnstilian  moiiarcli.  His 
reAisal  was  one  of  the  causes  of  the  subsequent 
disastrous  war.  I  confine  myself,  however,  to 
bets  connected  with  the  fortunes  of  the  Abencer- 
rages  and  the  charges  advanced  against  BoahdiL 

The    reader   will    recollect    tltat    Don    l'edrr> 
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Venegaa,  euraamed  El  Tomndizo,  when  he  fled 
from  Granada  in  1433,  left  behind  him  two  sons, 
Abul  Cacim  and  Redutm,  and  a  daughter,  Ceti- 
merieo.  They  always  enjoyed  a  distinguished 
rank  in  Granada,  from  their  royal  descent  by  the 
mother's  Bide,  and  from  being  connected,  throngb 
the  princes  of  Almeria,  with  the  last  and  the 
present  king.  The  sons  had  distinguished  them- 
eelves  by  their  talents  and  bravery,  and  the 
daughter  Cetimerien  was  married  to  Od  Hiaya, 
grandson  of  King  Yueef  and  brother-in-law  of 
El  Zagal.  Thus  powerfully  connected,  it  b  not 
surprising  to  find  Abul  Cacim  Venegas  advanced 
to  the  post  of  vizier  of  Mnley  Abul  Hassan,  and 
Keduan  Venegas  one  of  his  moat  &Tored  generals. 
Their  rise  was  regarded  with  an  evil  eye  by  the 
Abencerrages,  who  remembered  the  disasters 
brought  upon  their  family,  and  the  deaths  of  so 
many  of  their  line,  in  the  war  fomented  by  the 
intrigues  of  Don  Pedro,  in  the  days  of  Yusef 
Aben  Alhainar.  A  feud  had  existed  ever  since 
between  the  Abencerrages  and  the  house  of  Ven- 
egas. It  was  soon  to  be  aggravated  by  a  formi- 
dable schism  which  took  place  in  the  royal  harem. 
Mnley  Abul  Hassan,  in  hia  youthful  daya,  had 
married  his  cousin,  the  Princess  Ayxa  la  Horra, 
daughter  of  his  uncle,  the  ill-starred  sullan,  Mu- 
hamed  the  Lefl-handed  ;  •  by  her  he  had  two 
sons,  the  eldest  of  whom  was  Boabdil,  heir  pre- 
sumptive to  the  throne.  Unfortunately  at  an 
advanced  age  he  took  another  wife,  Isabella  de 
Solia,  a  young  and  beautiful  Christian  capUve ; 
•  AlUokkari,  B.TUI.  C.T. 
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better  kuown  by  her  Moorish  appellation  of 
Zoraya ;  by  her  he  had  nhn  two  sous.  Two 
bciioQS  were  produced  in  (he  palace  by  the  ri- 
raby  of  the  sultanas,  who  were  each  anxious  to 
eecure  for  their  children  the  successioa  to  the 
throne.  Zomya  was  supported  by  the  vizier 
Abul  Cacim  Venegas,  bia  brother  Beduan  Vene- 
gas,  and  their  numerous  connectioos,  partly 
through  sympathy  with  her  as  being,  like  them- 
aelves,  of  Christian  lineage,  and  partly  because 
they  saw  she  was  the  favorite  of  the  doting 
monarch. 

The  Abencerrages,  on  the  contrary,  rallied 
round  the  sultana  A3rsa  ;  partly  through  heredi- 
tary opposition  to  the  family  of  Venegas,  but 
chiefly,  no  doubt,  through  a  strong  feeling  of 
loyalty  to  her  as  daughter  of  Muhamed  Alhay- 
eari,  the  ancient  benefactor  of  their  line. 

The  dissensions  of  the  palace  went  on  increas- 
ing. Intrigues  of  nil  kinds  took  place,  as  to 
usual  in  royal  palace?^.  Suspicions  were  artfully 
instilled  in  the  mind  of  Muley  Abul  Hassan 
that  Ayxa  was  engaged  in  a  plot  to  depose  him 
and  put  bet  son  Boabdil  on  the  throne.  In  his 
fint  transports  of  r^e  be  confined  them  both  in 
the  tower  of  Comares,  threatening  the  life  of 
Boabdil.  At  dead  of  night  the  anxious  mothei 
bwered  her  son  from  a  window  of  the  tower  by 
the  8car&  of  herself  and  her  female  attendants ; 
Bitd  some  of  her  adherents,  who  were  in  waiting 
iritL  swift  hoises,  bore  him  away  to  the  Alpux- 
airas.  It  is  this  imprisonment  of  the  sultana 
Ayxa  which  posuUy  gave  rise  to  the  &ble  of 
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ueen  of  Boabdil  being  confioed  by  him  in  a 
'  to  be  tried  for  her  life.  No  other  shadow 
ground  exists  for  it,  and  here  we  find  the 
t  jailer  was  his  lather,  and  ibe  captive  sul- 
hia  mother. 

le  massacre  of  the  Ahencerrages  in  the  halls 
e  Albambra  is  placed  by  some  about  this 
and  attributed  also  lo  Mulcy  Abul  Hassan, 
spicion  of  their  being  concerned  in  the  Ood- 
iy.  The  sacrifice  of  a  number  of  the  cava- 
af  that  line  is  said  to  have  been  suggested 
e  vizier  Abul  Cacim  Venegaa,  as  a  means 
'iking  terror  into  the  rest.*  If  such  were 
'  the  case,  the  barbarous  measure  proved 
Ive.  The  Ahencerrages  continued  intrepid, 
)y  were  loyal,  in  iheir  adherence  to  the  cause 
'xa  and  her  son  Boabdil,  throughout  the  war 
I  ensued,  while  the  Venegas  were  ever  fore- 
in  the  ranks  of  Muley  Abul  Hassan  and 
igal.  The  ultimate  fortunes  of  these  rival 
es  is  worthy  of  note.  The  Venegas,  in  the 
Iruggle  of  Granada,  were  am(Hig  those  who 
itled  lo  the  conquerors,  renounced  the  Mos- 
reed,  returned  to  the  faith  from  which  their 
tor  had  apostatized,  were  rewarded  with 
;  and  estates,  intermarried  with  Spanish 
es,  and  have  left  posterity  among  the  nobles 
B  laud.  The  Ahencerrages  remained  true 
ir  &itli,  true  (o  their  king.,  true  to  their  des- 
I  cause,  and  weut  down  with  the  fouuUcriug 

caaUra,  BiiL  Graaad.,  c.  IT.     See  tiaa  Al  HsUuri, 
'ohama.  JiyaaUUt,  B.  VUI.  c  7,  with 
PasGual  de  Guy nDgas. 
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wreck  of  Moslem  domination,  leaving  nothing  be- 
hind them  but  a  gallant  and  romantic  name  in 
history. 

In  this  historical  ontline,  I  trust  I  have  shown 
enough  to  put  the  fable  concerning  Boabdil  and 
the  Abencerrages  in  a  true  light  The  story  of 
the  accusation  of  his  queen,  and  his  cruelty  to 
his  sister,  are  equally  void  of  foundation.  In  his 
domestic  relations  he  appears  to  have  been  kind 
aud  afiectiooate.  History  ^ves  him  but  one 
wife,  Moray  ma,  the  daughter  of  the  veteran 
alcayde  of  Loxa,  old  Aliatar,  famous  in  song  and 
Btory  for  his  exploits  in  border  warfere  ;  and  who 
fell  in  that  disastrous  foray  into  the  Christian 
lands  in  which  Boabdil  was  taken  prisoner. 
Morayma  was  true  to  Boabdil  throughout  all  his 
vicissitudes.  When  ho  was  dethroned  by  the 
CasUlian  monarchs,  she  retired  with  him  to  the 
petty  domain  allotted  him  in  the  valleys  of  the 
Alpnxarraa.  It  was  only  when  (dispossessed  of 
tliin  by  the  jealous  precautions  and  subtle  chi- 
canery of  Ferdinand,  and  elbowed,  as  it  were, 
out  of  hb  native  land)  he  was  preparing  to  em- 
bark  for  Africa,  that  her  heedth  aud  spirits,  ex- 
hausted by  anxiety  and  long  suffering,  gave  way, 
and  she  felt  into  a  lingering  illuess  aggravated 
by  corroding  melancholy.  Bonbdil  was  constant 
and  affectionate  to  her  to  the  last;  the  sailing  of 
the  ships  was  delayed  for  several  weeks,  to  the 
great  annoyance  of  the  suspicious  Ferdinand. 
At  length  Morayma  sank  into  the  grave,  evidently 
the  vititim  of  a  broken  heart,  and  the  event  wos 
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^SHB^HILE  m^  mind  waa  still  waim  with  the 
R%f9H  '*"''J^'^'  °^  ""^  unfortunate  Boabdil,  I 
^SsiH  set  forth  to  trace  the  mementos  of  hint 
ftill  existing  in  this  scene  of  his  sovereignty  and 
misfortunes.  In  the  Tower  of  Comares,  iiniuedi- 
ately  under  the  Hall  of  Ambdssadore,  pre  two 
vaulted  rooms,  separated  by  a.  narrow  passage ; 
these  are  said  to  have  been  the  prisons  of  him- 
self  and  his  mother,  the  virtuous  Ayxa  la  Hona ; 
indeed,  no  other  part  of  the  tower  would  have 
served  for  the  purpose.  The  external  walls  of 
these  chambers  are  of  prodigious  thickness,  pierced 
with  small  windows  secured  by  iron  bars.  A 
narrow  stone  gallery,  with  a  low  parapet,  extends 
along  three  sides  of  the  tower  just  below  the 
windows,  but  at  a  considerable  height  &om  the 
grouod.  From  this  gallery,  it  is  presumed,  the 
queen  lowered  her  son  with  the  scarfe  of  herself 
and  her  female  attendants  during  the  darkness 
of  the  night  to  the  bill-side,  where  some  of  his 
faithful  adherents  waited  with  fleet  steeds  to  bear 
him  to  the  mounttuns. 

Between  three  and  four  hundred  years  have 
elapsed,  yet  this  scene  of  the  drama  remains  al- 
moBt  nnchanged.     As    I  paced  tbe  gallery,  my 
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imagiualioti  pictured  the  tuixious  queen  le&uiiig 
over  the  parapet,  listeoing,  with  the  throbbmgg 
of  B  tnother'a  heart,  to  the  last  echoes  of  the 
horses'  hoors  as  her  son  scoured  along  the  narrow 
valley  of  the  Darro. 

I  next  sought  the  gate  by  which  Boabdil  made 
his  last  exit  from  the  Alhambnt,  when  about  to 
surreniler  his  capital  and  kingdom.  With  the 
melancholy  caprice  of  a  broken  spirit,  or  perhaps 
with  some  superstitious  feeling,  he  i-equcsted  of 
the  Catholic  monarchs  that  no  one  afterwards 
might  be  permitted  to  pass  through  it.  His 
prayer,  according  to  aucient  chronicles,  was  com- 
plied with,  through  the  sympathy  of  Isabella,  and 
the  gate  was  walled  up.* 

I  inquired  for  some  time  in  rain  for  such  a 
portal ;  at  length  my  humble  attendant,  Mateo 
Ximenes,  said  it  must  be  one  closed  up  with 
gtone.^,  which,  according  to  what  he  had  heard 
from  his  father  and  grandfather,  was  the  gateway 
by  which  King  Chico  had  left  the  fortress. 
There  was  a  mystery  about  it,  and  it  bad  never 
been  opened  within  the  memory  of  the  oldest 
iu  habitant. 

He  conducted  me  to  the  spot.     The  gateway  is 

*  A;  una  puertaen  la  Alliambra  par  la  qual  lalio  Cbico 
'Ray  de  las  Kloros,  quaiido  si  rindio  prisiooera  b1  Ref  de  Es- 
paiiB  D.  Feroaiido,  y  le  cntngti  la  ciudad  con  el  caatjilo. 
Pidia  esla  principe  como  por  merced,  7  en  memaria  de  lis 
importance  conquiala,  al  qu«  qaedasse  siempre  cerrada  taU 

□empo  no  BoUmente  no  Be  abrio  la  puerta  sina  tamblcu  M 
oonatruyo  junto  a  ella  fiierte  bastion — Moreri'e  Euloricai 
Dicliansry,  Spaouli  Edition,  Vol.  I.  p.  3T3. 
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in  the  centre  of  what  was  once  an  immense  pile, 
called  the  Tower  of  the  Seven  Floors  {la  Torre 
de  hi  lieie  tuehi).  It  is  fumous  iu  the  neighbor- 
hood aa  the  scene  of  stran^  apparitions  and 
Moorish  enchantments.  According  to  Swinbnme 
the  traveller,  it  was  originally  the  great  gate  of 
entrance.  The  antiquaries  of  Granada  pronounce 
it  the  entrance  to  that  quarter  of  the  royal  resi- 
dence where  the  king's  body-guards  were  sta- 
tioned. It  therefore  might  well  form  an  immedi- 
ate entrance  and  exit  to  the  palace ;  while  the 
grsnd  Gate  of  Justice  served  as  the  entrance  of 
state  to  the  fortress.  When  Boabdil  sallied  by 
this  gate  lo  descend  to  the  Vega,  where  he  was 
to  surrender  the  keys  of  the  city  (o  the  •  Spanish 
sovereigns,  he  left  his  vizier  Aben  Comiza  to 
receive,  at  the  Gate  of  Justice,  the  detachment 
from  the  Christian  army  and  the  officers  to  whom 
the  fortress  was  to  be  given  up.* 

The  once  .edoubtable  Tower  of  the  Seven 
Floors  is  now  a  mere  wreck,  having  been  blown 
up  with  gunpowder  by  the  French,  when  they 
abandoned  the  fortress.  Great  masses  of  the 
wall  lie  scattered  about,  buried  in  luxuriant 
herbage,  or  overshadowed  by  vines  and  lig-trees. 
The  arch  of  the  gateway,  though  rent  by  the 
shock,  Blill  remains ;  but  the  last  wish  of  poor 
Boabdil  has  again,  though  uuintentioually,  been 

*  Tbe  minor  detiHa  ot  the  saireader  of  Granada  hava 

been  Mated  in  ditferent  wajB  ereo  \>y  ejs-nitneasea.  The 
tDthor,  in  hit  reraed  edition  of  the  Cunqual,  has  andeavored 
(a  a^jnit  them  according  to  the  Istesl  and  apparently  beat  an- 
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(iilfilled,  for  the  portal  has  been  dosed  up  by 
loose  stones  gathered  from  the  rains,  and  remains 
impassable. 

Mounting  my  horse,  I  followed  up  the  route 
of  Ihe  Moslem  monarch  from  this  place  of  hia 
esit.  Crossing  the  hill  of  Los  Mnrtyros,  and 
keeping  along  the  garden  -  wall  of  a  convent 
bearing  the  same  name,  I  descended  a  rugged 
ravine  beset  b^  thickets  of  aloes  and  Indiaa  figs, 
and  lined  with  caves  and  hovels  swarming  with 
gipsies.  The  descent  was  so  steep  and  broken 
that  I  was  fain  to  alight  and  lead  my  horse.  By 
this  via  dvhrota  poor  Boabdil  took  his  sad  de- 
parture to  avoid  passing  through  the  cily ;  partly, 
perhaps,-  through  unwillingness  that  iU  inhabi- 
tants should  behold  his  humiliation ;  but  chiefiy, 
iu  all  probability,  lest  it  might  cause  some  popu- 
lar agitation.  For  the  last  reason,  undoubtedly, 
the  detacbment  sent  to  take  po^.session  of  the 
fortress  ascended  by  the  same  route. 

Emerging  from  this  rough  ravine,  so  full  of 
melancholy  associations,  and  passing  by  the  pueria 
de  log  molinos  (the  gate  of  the  milk),  1  issued 
forth  upon  the  public  promenade  called  the 
Prado  ;  and  pursuing  the  course  of  the  Xenil, 
arrived  at  a  -small  clinpel,  once  a  mosque,  now 
the  Hermitage  of  San  Sebastian.  Here,  accord- 
ing to  tradition,  Boabdil  surrendered  the  keys  of 
Granada  to  King  Ferdinand.  I  rode  slowly 
thence  across  the  Vega  to  a  village  where  tlie 
family  and  household  of  the  unhappy  king  awaited 
turn,  for  he  had  sent  them  forward  on  the  preced- 
ing night  from  the  Alhambra,  that  his  mother  and 
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wife  might  not  participate  in  his  personal  humili- 
ation, or  be  exposed  to  the  guze  of  the  conquerors. 
Pollowiiig  ou  ia  the  route  of  the  nielnjicholy  band 
of  royal  exiles,  I  arrived  at  tlie  foot  of  a  chain 
of  barren  and  dreary  heights,  forming  the  skii"t 
of  the  Alpuxarra  Hountains.  From  the  summit 
of  one  of  these  the  unfortuuate  Boabdil  took  bis 
last  look  at  Granada  ;  it  bears  a  name  expressive 
of  his  sorrows.  La  Oattta  de  las  Lammas  (the 
hill  of  tears).  Beyond  it,  a  sandy  road  winds 
across  a  roggod  cheerless  waste,  doubly  dismal  to 
the  unhappy  monarch,  as  it  led  to  exile. 

I  spurred  my  horse  to  the  summit  of  a  rock, 
where  Boabdil  uttered  his  last  sorrowful  excla- 
mation, as  he  turned  his  eyes  from  taking  their 
farewell  gaze :  it  is  still  denorainaled  el  idcimo 
ttupiro  del  Mora  (the  last  sigh  of  the  Moor). 
Who  can  wonder  at  his  anguish  at  being  expelled 
tmia  such  a  kingdom  and  such  an  abode  ?  With 
the  Alhambra  he  seemed  to  be  yielding  up  all  the 
honors  of  his  line,  and  all  the  glories  and  delights 
of  life. 

It  was  here,  too,  that  his  affliction  was  embit- 
tered by  the  reproach  of  hb  mother,  Ayxa,  who 
bad  so  often  assisted  him  in  times  of  peril,  and 
had  vainly  sought  to  instil  into  him  her  own 
resolote  spirit,  "  You  do  well,"  said  she,  "  to 
weep  as  a  woman  over  what  you  could  not  defend 
as  a  roan, ; "  a  speech  savoring  more  of  the  pride 
'ji  the  princess  than  the  tenderness  of  the  mother. 

When  this  anecdote  was  related  to  Charles  V,, 
by  Bbhop  Guevara,  the  emperor  joined  Jn  the 
ezpreasion  of  scorn  at  the  weakness  of  the  waver- 
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ing  BoHtxlil.  "  Had  I  been  lie,  or  he  been  I," 
Baid  the  haughty  potentate,  "  I  would  mther  huve 
made  this  AJhambra  my  sepulchre  thao  have  lived 
without  a  kingdom  in  the  Alpuxarm."  How 
easy  it  19  for  those  in  power  and  prosperity  to 
preach  heroism  to  the  vanquished !  how  little  cfio 
they  understand  that  life  itself  may  rise  in  valae 
with  the  unfortunate,  when  naught  but  life  re- 
mtuns! 

Slowly  descending  the  "  Hill  of  Tears,"  I  let 
my  horse  take  his  own  loitering  glut  back  to 
Granada,  while  I  turned  the  story  of  the  unfor- 
tunate Boabdil  over  in  my  mind.  In  summing 
up  the  particulars,  I  found  the  balance  inclining  . 
in  hb  favor.  Throughout  the  whole  of  hia  brief, 
turbulent,  and  disastrous  reign,  he  gives  evidence 
of  a  mild  and  amiable  character.  He,  in  the  first 
instance,  won  the  hearts  of  Itis  people  by  his  afik- 
ble  and  gracious  manners  -,  he  was  always  placa- 
ble, and  never  inflicted  any  severity  of  punishment 
upon  those  who  occasionally  rebelled  against  him. 
He  was  personally  brave ;  but  wanted  moral 
courage ;  and,  in  times  of  difficulty  and  perplexity, 
was  wavering  and  irresolute.  This  feebleness  of 
spirit  hastened  his  downfall,  while  it  deprived  Mm 
of  that  heroic  grace  which  would  have  given 
grandeur  and  dignity  to  his  fate,  and  rendered 
him  worthy  of  closing  the  splendid  drama  of  tha 
Moslem  domioatioa  in  Spain. 
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^^^VY  deTot«d  squire  and  whilom  ragged  d- 
filfu  3  cerone  Mateo  Ximeaea  bad  a  poor-devil 
G^sil  passion  for  iStes  and  holidays,  and  was 
never  so  eloquent  as  when  detailing  the  dvil  and 
religious  fesdvala  at  Granada.  During  the  prep- 
arations for  the  annual  Catholic  f^te  of  Corpus 
Christi,  he  was  in  a  state  of  incessant  transition 
between  the  Alhambra  and  the  subjacent  city, 
bringing  me  daily  accounts  of  the  magnificent  ar- 
raugemeuls  liiat  wet's  in  progress,  and  endeavor- 
ing, but  in  vain,  to  lure  me  down  from  my  cool 
and  airy  retreat  to  witness  them.  At  length,  on 
the  eve  of  the  eventful  day,  I  yielded  to  his  solici- 
tations and  descended  from  the  regal  halls  of  the 
AJbtunbra  under  his  escort,  as  did  of  yore  the 
adventure-seeking  Haroun  Alraschid  under  that 
of  his  Grand  Vizier  Giaffar.  Though  it  was  yet 
scarce  sunset,  the  city  gates  were  already  thronged 
with  the  picturesque  villagers  of  the  mountains, 
and  the  brown  peasantry  of  the  Vega.  Granada 
has  ever  been  the  ralljing-place  of  a  great  moun- 
tainous region,  studded  with  towns  and  villages. 
Hither,  during  the  Moorish  domination,  tJie  chiv- 
alry of  this  region  repaired,  to  join  in  the  splen- 
did and  semi-warlike  tetes  of  the  Vivarrambla ; 
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and  hither  the  ^lite  of  its  population  still  resort  to 
join  in  the  pompous  cercmoniab  of  the  Churdi 
Indeed,  many  of  the  mountaineers  &om  the  Al- 
puxarras  and  the  Sierra  de  Ronda,  who  now  bow 
to  the  cross  as  zealous  Catholics,  bear  the  slainp 
of  their  Moorish  origin,  and  are  indutntable  de- 
scendants of  the  fickle  subjects  of  BoabdiL 

Under  the  guidance  of  Mateo,  I  made  my  way 
through  streets  already  teeming  with  a  holiday 
population,  to  the  square  of  the  ViTarranibla,  that 
great  place  for  tilts  and  tourneja  so  often  sung 
in  the  Moorish  ballads  of  love  and  chivalry.  A 
gallery  or  arcade  of  wood  hud  been  erected  along 
the  aides  of  the  square,  for  the  gnind  religious 
procession  of  the  ibUowing  day.  This  was  Iffill- 
iantly  illuminated  for  the  evening  as  a  prome- 
nade ;  aud  biuid;^  of  music  were  stationed  on  bal- 
eonies  on  each  of  the  four  fajuiies  of  the  square. 
All  the  fashion  and  beauty  of  Granada,  all  of  its 
population  of  either  sex  that  had  good  looks  or 
fine  clothes  to  display,  thronged  this  arcade,  proia- 
enading  round  and  round  (he  Vivarrambla.  Here, 
too,  were  tlie  Majos  and  Miy'at,  the  rural  beaux 
and  belles,  with  fine  forms,  flashing  eyes,  and  gay 
Andalusian  costumes  ;  some  of  them  from  Honda 
itself,  that  strong-hold  of  the  mountains,  famous 
for  contraband  is  tas,  bull-fighters,  and  beautiful 
women. 

While  this  gay  but  motley  throng  kept  up  a 
constant  circulation  in  the  gallery,  the  centre  of 
the  square  was  occupied  by  the  peasantry  from 
the  soTTounding  country ;  who  made  no  preten- 
sions to  display,  but  came  for  simple,  hearty  en- 
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joTment.  The  whole  square  waa  covered  with 
them ;  forming  separate  groups  of  families  and 
neighborhoods,  like  gipsy  encHinpnients,  some  were 
listening  to  the  traditional  ballad  drawled  out  to 
the  tinkling  of  the  guitxr ;  some  were  engird  in 
ga;  conversation  ;  some  were  dancing  to  the  click 
of  the  Castanet.  As  I  threaded  my  way  through 
this  teeming  re^on  with  Mat«o  at  my  heels,  I 
passed  occasioiuiUy  some  rustic  party,  seated  on 
the  gronud,  making  a  merry  though  frugal  repast. 
If  they  caught  my  eye  as  I  loitered  by,  they  al- 
most invariably  invil«d  me  to  partake  of  their 
simple  fare.  This  hospitable  usage,  inherited  from 
their  Moslem  invaders,  and  originating  in  the  tent 
of  the  Arab,  is  universal  throughout  the  land,  and 
observed  by  the  poorest  Spaniard, 

As  the  night  advanced,  the  gayety  gradually 
died  away  in  the  arcades ;  the  bands  of  music 
ceased  to  play,  and  the  brilliant  crowd  dispersed 
to  their  homes.  The  centre  of  the  square  slill 
remained  well  peopled,  and  Mateo  assured  me 
that  the  greater  part  of  the  peasantry,  men,  women, 
and  children,  would  pass  the  night  there,  sleep- 
iog  on  the  bare  earth  beneath  the  open  canopy 
of  heaven.  Indeed,  a  summer  night  requires  no 
shelter  in  this  favored  climate  ;  and  a  bed  is  a 
superfluity  which  many  of  the  hardy  peasantry 
of  Spain  never  enjoy,  and  which  some  of  them 
affect  to  despise.  The  common  Spaniard  wraps 
himself  in  his  brown  cloak,  stretches  himself  on 
his  manta  or  mule-cloth,  and  sleeps  soundly,  lux- 
uriously accommodated  if  he  can  have  a  saddle  for 
ft  pillow.     In  a  Uttle  while  the  words  of  Mateo 
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vere  made  good  ;  the  peasoDt  multitude  nestled 
down  on  the  ground  (o  their  night's  repose,  and 
by  midnight  the  scene  on  the  Vivarrambla  resem- 
bled the  bivouac  of  an  ormj. 

The  next  morning,  accompanied  hy  Mateo,  I 
revisited  the  squtire  at  Eunrise.  It  was  elitl 
etrewed  with  groups  of  sleepers :  some  were  re- 
posing from  the  dance  and  revel  of  the  eveniug; 
others,  who  had  left  their  villages  after  work  on 
the  preceding  day,  having  trudged  on  foot  the 
greater  part  of  the  night,  were  taking  a  sound 
sleep  to  freshen  themselves  for  the  festivities  of 
the  day.  Numbers  from  the  mountains,  and  the 
remote  villages  of  tlie  plain,  who  hud  set  out  in 
the  night,  continued  to  arrive  with  their  wives 
and  children.  All  were  in  high  spirits ;  greeting 
each  other  and  exchanging  jokes  and  pleasantries. 
The  gay  tumult  thickened  as  the  day  advanced. 
Now  came  pouring  in  at  the  city  gates,  and  pa- 
rading through  the  streets,  the  deputa^ons  Irom 
the  various  villages,  destined  to  swell  the  grand 
procession.  These  village  deputations  were 
headed  by  their  priests,  bearing  their  respective 
crosses  and  banners,  and  images  of  the  blessed 
Virgin  and  of  patron  saints  ;  all  which  were  mat- 
ters of  great  rivalship  and  jealousy  among  tbe 
peasantry.  It  was  like  the  chivalrous  gatherings 
of  ancient  days,  when  each  town  and  village  sent 
its  chiefs,  and  warriors,  and  standards,  to  defend 
the  capital,  or  grace  its  festivities. 

At  length  all  these  various  detachments  con- 
gregated inio  one  grand  pageant,  wlui^  slowly 
paraded  round  the  Vivarrambla,  and  throu^  the 
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principal  etreets,  where  every  window  and  bal- 
oODy  was  hong  with  tapestry.  In  thU  proceaeion 
were  all  the  religious  orders,  the  ciTil  and  mili- 
tary anthorilies,  and  the  chief  people  of  the  par- 
ishes and  villages :  every  church  and  convent  had 
contributed  its  banuers,  its  images,  iu  relics,  and 
poured  forth  its  wealth  for  the  occasion.  Id  the 
centre  of  the  procession  walked  the  archbishop, 
ander  a  damask  canopy,  and  surrounded  by  infe- 
rior dignitaries  and  their  dependants.  The  whole 
moved  to  the  swell  and  cadence  of  numerous 
bands  of  mneic,  and,  passing  through  the  midst 
of  a  countless  yet  silent  multitude,  proceeded  on- 
ward to  the  cathedral. 

I  could  not  but  be  struck  with  the  changes  of 
times  and  customs,  as  I  saw  this  monkish  pag- 
eant passing  through  the  Vivarrambla,  the  ancient 
seat  of  Moslem  pomp  wid  chivalry.  The  con- 
trast was  indeed  forced  upon  the  mind  by  the 
decorations  of  the  ^ijuiire.  The  whole  front  of  the 
wooden  gallery  erec-l<;d  for  the  procession,  extend- 
ing several  hundred  feet,  was  faced  with  canvas, 
on  which  some  humble  though  patriotic  artist  had 
painted,  by  contract,  a  serien  of  the  principal 
scenes  and  exploits  of  the  Conquest,  as  recorded 
in  chronicle  and  romance.  It  is  thus  the  roman- 
tic legends  of  Granada  mingle  themselves  with 
everythiug,  and  are  kept  tresh  in  the  public  mind. 

As  we  wended  our  way  back  to  the  Alhambni, 
Mateo  was  In  high  glee  and  garrulous  vein.  "  Ah, 
Sefior,"  exclaimed  he,  "  there  is  no  place  in  all 
the  worid  like  Granada  for  grand  ceremonies 
(Jwncionei  grandet)  ;  a  man  need  spend  nothing 
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an  pleasure  here,  it  is  all  furnished  him  gratis." 
Pero,  el  dia  de  la  Toma !  Ah,  Seaor !  el  dia  de  la 
Toma  !  "  But  the  day  of  the  Taking  !  ah,  Seflor, 
Ihe  day  of  the  Talcing !  "  —  that  was  the  great  day 
which  crowned  Mateo's  notions  of  perfect  felicity. 
The  Dia  de  la  Toma,  I  found,  was  tbe  annivei-soiy 
of  the  capture  or  taking  possession  of  Grunada  hj 
the  army  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella. 

On  that  day,  according  to  Mateo,  the  whole 
city  b  abandoned  to  revelry.  The  great  alarm- 
bell  on  the  watch-lower  of  tbe  Albambra  {la  Torre 
de  la  vela)  sends  forth  its  clanging  peab  from 
morn  till  night ;  tlie  sound  pervades  the  whole 
Vega,  and  echoes  along  the  mountains,  summon- 
ing the  peasantry  from  far  and  near  to  the  festiv- 
ities of  the  metropolis.  "  Happy  the  damsel," 
says  Mateo,  "  who  can  get  a  chance  to  ring  that 
bell ;  it  is  a  charm  to  insure  a  husband  within 
the  year." 

Throughout  the  day  the  Altiamhra  b  thrown 
open  to  the  public  lis  halb  and  courts,  where 
the  Moorish  mouarchs  once  held  sway,  resound 
with  the  guitar  and  costanet,  and  gay  groups,  in 
the  fanciful  dresses  of  Andalusia,  perform  their 
ti'aditional  dances  inherited  from  the  Moors. 

A  grand  procession,  emblematic  of  the  taking 
possession  of  the  city,  mores  through  the  princi- 
pal streets.  The  banner  of  Ferdinand  and  Isa- 
bella, that  precious  relic  of  the  Conquest,  is 
brought  forth  from  its  depository,  and  borne  in 
triumph  by  the  Alferez  mayor,  or  grand  standard- 
bearer.  The  portable  camp-altar,  carried  about 
with  the    sovereigns  in   all  their   campaigns,  is 
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transported  into  the  chapel  royal  of  the  cathedral, 
and  placed  before  their  sepulchre,  where  their  ef- 
figies lie  in  nioDumcntal  nmrble.  High  masB  is 
then  performed  in  memory  of  the  CoDquest ;  and 
at  ft  certain  part  of  the  ceremony  the  AUerez 
mayor  puts  on  his  hat,  and  waves  the  standard 
above  the  tomb  of  the  conquerors. 

A  more  whimsical  memorial  of  the  Conquest  is 
exhibited  in  the  evening  at  the  theatre.  A  pop- 
ular drama  is  performed,  entitled  Ate  Maria, 
turning  on  a  famous  acbievemeDt  of  Hernando 
del  Pulgar,  surnamed  "  el  de  las  Hazanas  "  (he 
of  the  exploits),  a  madcap  warrior,  the  favorite 
hero  of  the  populace  of  Granada.  During  the 
time  of  the  siege,  the  young  Moorish  and  Spanish 
cavaliers  vied  with  each  otiier  in  extravagant  bra- 
vadoes. On  one  occasion  tliis  Hemando  del 
Polgar,  at  the  head  of  a  handful  of  followers, 
made  a  dash  into  Granada  in  the  dead  of  the 
night,  nailed  the  inscription  of  Ave  Maria  with 
bb  dagger  to  the  gate  of  the  principal  mosque, 
a  token  of  having  conpecrated  it  to  the  Virgin, 
aad  effected  his  retreat  in  safety.* 

Wltile  the  Moorish  cavaliers  admired  thb  dar- 
ing explcut,  they  felt  bound  to  resent  it.  On  the 
following  day,  therefore,  Tarfe,  one  of  the  stout- 
est amoug  Uiem,  paraded  in  &ont  of  the  Chris- 
tian army,  dragging  the  tablet  bearing  the  sacred 
inscription  Ave  Maria,  at  hia  horse's  laiL  The 
cause  of  the  Virgin  was  eagerly  vindicated  by 
Garcilaso  de   la  Vega,  who  slew  the  Moor  in 
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ringle  combat,  and  elevated  the  tablet  id  demotion 
and  triumph  at  the  end  of  his  lance. 

The  drama  foundeil  on  this  csploit  is  prodigidue- 
ly  popular  with  the  common  people.  Although 
it  haa  been  acted  time  out  of  miud,  it  never  fails 
to  draw  crowds,  who  become  completely  lost  in 
the  delusions  of  the  scene.  When  their  favoriie 
Pulgar  strides  about  willi  many  a  mouthy  speech, 
in  the  very  midst  of  the  Moorish  capital,  he  is 
cheered  with  enthusiastic  bravoa ;  and  when  be 
nails  the  tablet  to  the  door  of  the  mosque,  the 
theatre  absolutely  shakes  with  the  thunders  of 
applanse.  On  the  other  hand,  the  unlucky  actors 
who  figure  in  the  part  of  the  Moors,  have  Ui 
bear  the  brunt  of  popular  indignation  ;  which  at 
times  equals  that  of  the  Hero  of  Lamanche,  at 
the  puppet-show  of  Gines  de  Passamoute ;  for, 
when  the  iufidel  Tai'fe  plucks  down  the  tablet  to 
tie  it  to  his  horse's  tail,  some  of  the  audience  rise 
in  fiiry,  and  are  ready  to  jump  upon  the  stage  to 
revenge  this  insult  to  the  Virgin. 

By  the  way,  the  actual  lineal  descendant  of 
Hernando  del  Pulgar  was  the  Marquis  de  Salar. 
As  the  legitimate  representative  of  that  madcap 
hero,  and  in  commemoration  and  reward  of  tbis 
hero's  exploit  above  mentioned,  he  inherited  the 
right  to  enter  the  cathedral  on  certain  occasions,  on 
horseback ;  to  ait  within  the  choir,  and  to  put  on 
his  hat  at  the  elevation  of  the  host,  though  these 
privileges  were  often  and  obstinately  contested 
by  the  clergy,  I  met  him  occasionally  in  society; 
he  tvas  young,  of  agreeable  appearance  and  man- 
ners, with  bright  black  eyes,  in  which  appeared 
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U)  lark  some  of  the  Are  of  hia  nncestora.  Among 
the  paintings  in  the  VivarramblA,  oo  the  fSte  of 
Corpns  Cbristi,  were  some  depicting,  in  vivid 
style,  the  exploits  of  the  family  hero.  An  old 
gray-hetided  servant  of  the  Pulgars  abed  tears 
on  beholding  them,  and  hurried  home  to  inform 
the  marqub.  The  eager  zeal  and  enthusiasm  of 
the  old  domestic  only  provoked  a  light  laugh  from 
his  young  master  ;  whereupon,  turning  to  the 
brother  of  the  marquis,  with  that  freedom  allowed 
in  Spain  to  old  family  servants,  "  Come,  Setlor," 
cried  he,  "  you  are  more  considerate  than  your 
brother ;  come  and  see  your  ancestor  in  all  his 
glory  ! " 

In  emulation  of  this  great  IXa  de  la  Toma  of 
Granada,  almost  every  village  and  petty  town  of 
the  mountains  has  its  own  anniversary,  commem- 
orating, with  nistic  pomp  and  uncouth  ceremo- 
nial, its  deliverance  from  the  Kfourish  yoke.  On 
these  occasions,  accoriling  to  ^lateo,  a  kind  of 
reaurreclion  lakes  jikce  of  aiieient  armor  and 
weapons  ;  great  twii-liiiniW  swords,  ponderous 
arquebuses  with  matchlocks,  and  other  warlike 
relics,  treasured  up  from  generation  to  generation, 
since  the  lime  of  the  Conquest ;  and  happy  the 
community  that  possesses  sonie  old  piece  of  ord- 
nance, peradventure  one  of  the  identical  lombards 
nsed  by  the  conquerors  ;  it  is  kept  thundering 
along  the  mountains  all  day  long,  provided  the 
community  can  afford  sufficient  expenditure  iif 
powder. 

In  the  course  of  the  day  a  kind  of  warlike 
^ma  b  enacted.     Some  of  the  populace  parade 
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the  streets,  fitted  out  with  the  old  armor,  u 
champions  of  the  faith.  Others  appear  dressed 
up  as  Moorbh  warriors.  A  teat  is  pitched  in 
the  public  square,  iDclosing  an  altar  with  on 
image  of  the  Vir^n.  The  Christian  warrion 
approach  to  perform  their  devotions ;  the  infidels 
surround  the  tent  to  prevent  their  entrance  ;  a 
mock  fight  ensues ;  the  combatants  sometimes  for- 
get that  they  are  merely  playing  a  part,  and  dry 
blows  of  grievous  weight  are  upt  lo  be  eschanged. 
The  contest,  however,  invariably  terminates  in 
favor  of  the  good  cause.  The  Moors  are  de- 
feated and  taken  prisoners.  Tlie  inuige  of  the 
Virgin,  rescued  from  thraldom,  is  elevated  in 
triumph  ;  a  grand  procession  succeeds,  in  which 
the  conquerors  figure  with  great  applause  and 
vainglory  ;  while  their  capiiies  are  led  in  chains, 
to  the  evident  delight  and  edification  of  the  spec- 

These  cclebratio:is  are  heavy  drains  on  the 
treasuries  of  these  petty  communities,  and  have 
sometimes  to  he  suspended  for  want  of  funds ; 
but,  when  times  grow  belter,  or  sufficient  money 
has  been  hoarded  for  the  purpose,  they  are  re- 
sumed with  new  zeal  and  prodigality. 

Mateo  informed  me  that  he  had  occasionally 
assisted  at  these  IBles  and  taken  a  part  in  the 
combats  ;  but  always  on  the  side  of  the  ti'ue 
faith ;  porque  Sefior,  added  the  ragged  desceudant 
of  the  Cardinal  Ximenes,  tapping  his  breast  with 
^ometliiog  of  an  air,  —  "porque  SeHor,  soy  Gkrit' 
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people  of  Spain    have  an 

I  Oriental  passion  for  stoiy-telling,  and 
are  fond  of  the  marvellous.  They  will 
gather  rouad  the  doors  of  their  cottages  in  sum- 
mer eveninfTS,  or  in  the  greet  oivernous  chimney- 
comers  of  the  ventas  in  the  winter,  and  listen  with 
insatiable  delight  to  miraculous  legends  of  saints, 
perilons  adventures  of  travelleni,  and  daring  ex- 
ploits of  robbers  and  contrabandislas.  The  wild 
and  solitary  character  of  the  country,  the  imperfect 
diffiision  of  knowledge,  the  scftrceness  of  general 
topics  of  conversation,  and  the  romantic  adven- 
tuTODS  life  that  every  one  leads  in  a  land  where 
travelling  is  yet  in  its  primitive  state,  all  con- 
tribute to  cherish  this  love  of  oral  narration,  and 
to  produce  a  strong  infusion  of  the  extravagant 
and  incredible.  There  is  no  theme,  however, 
more  prevalent  and  popular  than  that  of  treasures 
buried  by  the  Moors  ;  it  pervades  the  whole 
country.  In  traversing  the  wild  sierras,  tho 
scenes  of  ancient  foray  and  exploit,  you  cannot 
see  a  Moorish  atalaya,  or  watch-tower,  perched 
among  the  cliSs,  or  beetling  above  its  rock-built 
village,  but  your  muleteer,  on  being  closely  ques- 
tMoed,  wilt  suspend  the  smoking  of  his  cigarillo 
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to  tell  some  tale  of  Moslem  gold  buried  beoMtb 
its  fouudations  ;  nor  is  ihere  a  mined  alcazar  in 
a  city  but  boa  its  golden  tradition,  handed  down 
from  generation  to  generaCion  among  the  poor 
people  of  the  neighborliood. 

These,  like  most  popular  fictions,  have  sprung 
from  some  scanly  groundwork  of  fact.  During 
the  wars  between  Moor  and  Christian,  wfaicli 
distracted  this  country  for  centuries,  towns  and 
caatlea  wei-e  liable  frequently  and  suddenly  to 
change  owners,  and  the  iahflbitauts,  during  sieges 
and  assaults,  were  fain  to  bury  their  money  and 
jewels  in  the  earth,  or  hide  them  in  vaults  and 
wells,  as  is  often  done  at  the  present  day  in  the 
despotic  and  belligerent  countries  of  the  EasL 
At  the  time  of  the  expulsion  of  the  Moors  also, 
many  of  them  concealed  their  most  precious 
effects,  hoping  that  their  exile  would  be  but  tem- 
porary, and  that  they  would  be  enabled  to  return 
and  retrieve  their  treasures  at  some  future  day. 
It  is  certain  that  from  time  to  time  hoards  uf 
gold  and  silver  coin  have  been  accidentally  digged 
up,  aAer  a  lapse  of  centuries,  from  among  the  ruins 
of  Moorish  fortresses  and  habitations ;  and  it 
requires  but  a  few  facts  of  the  kind  to  give  birth 
to  a  thousand  fictions. 

The  stories  thus  originating  have  generally 
something  of  on  Oriental  tinge,  and  are  marlieit 
with  that  mixture  of  the  Arabic  and  the  Gothic 
which  seems  to  me  to  characterize  everything  in 
Spain,  and  especially  in  its  southern  provinces. 
The  hidden  wealth  is  always  laid  under  ms^c 
Spell,  and  secured  by  charm  and  talisman.     Somc- 
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limes  it  is  guarded  by  uncouth  moastere  or 
fiery  dragons,  Bometimea  by  encbanted  Moors, 
wbo  sit  by  it  in  armor,  wit^  drawn  swords,  but 
motionless  as  statues,  mtuntaining  a  sleepless 
watch  for  ages. 

The  Alhambra  of  course,  from  the  peculiar 
circumstances  of  its  hbtory)  is  as  trong-hold  for 
popular  fictions  of  the  kind ;  and  various  relics, 
digged  up  from  time  to  ume,  have  contributed 
to  strengthen  them.  At  one  time  an  earthen 
vessel  was  found  containing  Moorish  coins  and 
the  skeleton  of  a  cook,  which,  according  to  the 
opinion  of  certain  shrewd  inspectors,  must  have 
been  buried  alive.  At  another  time  a  vessel  was 
dug  np  containing  a  great  scarabieus  or  beetle 
of  baked  clay,  covered  with  Arabic  inscriptions, 
which  was  pronounced  a  prodigious  amulet  of 
occult  virtues.  In  this  way  the  wits  of  the 
ragged  brood  who  mhabit  the  Alhaiubra  have 
been  set  wooUgathering,  until  there  is  not  a  hall, 
nor  tower,  nor  vault,  of  tlie  old  fortress,  that  has 
not  been  made  the  scene  of  some  marvellous  tra- 
dition. Having,  I  trust,  in  the  preceding  papers 
made  the  reader  in  some  degree  familiar  with  the 
localities  of  the  Alhambra,  I  shall  now  launch  out 
more  largely  into  the  wonderful  legends  connected 
with  it,  and  which  1  have  diligently  wrought  into 
shape  and  form,  from  various  legeudnry  scraps  and 
hints  picked  up  in  the  course  of  my  perambula- 
tiooB, — in  the  same  manner  that  an  antiquary 
vorks  out  a  regular  historical  document  from  a  few 
scattered  letters  of  an  almost  defaced  inscription. 

If  anything  in  these  legends  should  shock  ^ 
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faith  of  the  over-scrupulous  reader,  he  must  re- 
member the  nature  of  the  place,  and  make  Aat 
allowances.  He  must  not  expect  here  the  same 
laws  of  probability  that  govern  commonplace 
scenes  and  every-daj  life ;  he  must  remember 
that  he  treads  the  halls  of  an  enchanted  palnc^ 
and  that  all  is  "  haunted  ground." 
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IN  the  brow  of  the  loftjr  hill  of  the  Al- 
1  baycin,    the  highest    part   of  Granada, 

I  SDd  which   rises  from  the  uiirrow  valley 

of  the  Darro,  directly  opposite  to  the  Alhambra, 
Btandii  all  that  is  lefl  of  what  was  once  a  roynl 
palace  of  the  Moore.  It  has,  in  fact,  fallen  into 
such  obscurity,  that  it  cost  me  much  trouble  to  find 
it,  though  aided  in  my  researches  by  the  sagacious 
and  all-knowing  Mateo  Ximenes.  This  edifice 
has  borne  for  centuries  the  name  of  "The  House 
of  the  Weathercock"  (La  casa  del  Gallo  de 
Viento),  from  a  hronze  figure  on  one  of  its  tur- 
rets, in  ancient  times,  of  a  warrior  on  horseback, 
and  turning  with  every  breeze.  This  weather- 
cock was  considered  hy  the  Moslems  of  Granada 
a  portentous  talisman.  According  to  some  tradi- 
tknie,  it  bore  the  foUowing  Arabic  inscriptioa : 


Which  has  been  rendered  into  Spauieli : 
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TliiB  Aben  Hnbuz,  according  to  some  of  ibe 
old  Moiirisb  chronicles,  woa  e,  captain  in  the  in- 
vading army  of  Tiiric,  one  of  the  conquerors  of 
Spain,  who  lefl  him  as  Aloiyde  of  Granada.  Ha 
ia  BUpposvd  to  have  intended  this  efligy  as  a  per< 
petual  warning  to  the  Moslems  of  Audeluz,  that, 
surrounded  by  fo«s,  their  safety  depended  upoD 
their  being  always  on  their  guard  and  ready  for 
the  field. 

Others,  among  whom  is  the  Christian  historian 
Marmol,  affirms  "  Bodis  Aben  Habus "  to  have 
been  a  Moorish  sultan  of  Granada,  and  that  the 
weathercock  was  intended  as  a  perpetual  admo- 
nition of  the  instability  of  Moslem  power,  bearing 
the  foUowuig  words  in  Arabic: 

"  Thus  Ibn  Habus  al  badise  predicts  Andalus 
shall  one  day  vanish  and  pass  away."  * 

Another  version  of  this  portentous  inscriptioa 
is  given  by  a  Moslem  historian,  on  the  authority 
of  Sidi  Hasan,  a  iaquir  who  flourished  about  the 
time  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  and  who  was 
present  at  the  taking  down  of  the  weathenwck, 
when  the  old  Kassaba  was  undergoing  repairs. 

"I  saw  it,"  says  the  venerable  faquir,  "with 
my  own  eyes  ;  it  was  of  a  beptagonal  shape,  aud 
had  the  following  inscription  in  verse  ; 

"  The  palace  at  fair  Granada  presents  a  talis- 
man." 

"  The  horseman,  though  a  solid  body,  tami 
with  every  wind." 

*  Mtrmol,  Bill.  Rebeilim  qf  the  Moon. 
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"  Thb  to  a  wise  man  reveals  a  niTstery.  Id 
a  little  while  comes  a  calamity  lo  ruin  both  the 
palac«  and  its  owner." 

In  effect  it  was  not  long  atier  this  meddling 
Tritb  the  portentous  weathercock  that  the  follow- 
ing event  occurred.  As  old  Muley  Abul  Hassan, 
the  king  of  Granada,  waa  seated  under  a  aumpt- 
)ious  pavilion,  reviewing  his  troops,  who  paraded 
belore  him  in  armor  of  polished  steel  and  gor- 
geous silken  robes,  mounted  on  fleet  steeds,  and 
Mjuipped  with  swords,  spears,  and  shields  em- 
bossed with  gold  and  silver,  — suddenly  a  tem- 
pest was  seen  hurrying  from  the  southwest.  In 
a  little  while  black  olouds  overshadowed  the 
heavens  and  burst  forth  with  a  deluge  of  rain. 
Torrenta  came  raaring  down  from  the  mountains, 
bringing  with  them  rocks  and  trees ;  the  Darro 
overflowed  its  banks ;  mills  were  swept  away, 
bridges  destroyed,  gardens  laid  waste  ;  the  inun- 
dation rushed  into  the  city,  underniining  houses, 
drowning  their  inhabitants,  and  overtlowiug  even 
the  square  of  the  Great  Mosque.  The  people 
rushed  in  affright  to  Uie  mosques  to  implore  the 
mercy  of  Allah,  regarding  this  uproar  of  the 
elements  as  the  harbinger  of  dreadful  calamities ; 
and,  indeed,  according  to  the  Arabian  historian 
Al  Makkari,  it  was  but  a  type  and  prelude  of 
the  direful  war  which  ended  in  the  downfall  of 
the  Moslem  kingdom  of  Granada. 

I  have  thus  given  historic  authorities  sufficient 
to  show  the  portentous  mysteries  connected  with 
the  House  of  the  Weathercock,  and  its  talismanio 
horseman. 
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I  now  proceed  to  relate  stiU  more  snrpriiii^ 
things  about  Aben  Habuz  aod  his  palaue;  for 
the  truth  of  wliich,  should  any  doubt  be  enter- 
tuned,  I  refer  the  dubious  reader  to  Mateo 
XimeneB  and  hia  fellow-bistoriographera  of  Ibe 
Albambro* 
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KN  old  times,  many  hundred  years  ago, 
\  there  was  a  Moorish  ktog  nnmed  Aben 
!  HabuE,  who  reigned  over  the  kingdom 
of  Granada.  He  waa  a  retired  conqueror,  that 
is  to  say,  one  who,  having  in  his  more  youthful 
days  led  a  life  of  constant  foray  and  depredation, 
now  that  he  was  grown  feeble  and  Buperannuaied, 
"  languished  for  repose,"  and  desired  nothing 
more  than  to  live  at  peace  with  all  the  world,  to 
husband  his  laurels,  and  to  enjoy  in  quiet  the 
possessions  be  had  wrested  trom  his  neighbors. 

It  so  happened,  however,  that  this  most  rea- 
sonable and  pacific  old  monarch  had  young  rivals 
to  deal  with  ;  princes  full  of  his  early  passion 
for  fame  and  fighting,  and  who  were  disposed  to 
call  him  to  account  for  the  scores  he  had  run  up 
with  their  fathers.  Certain  distant  districts  of 
his  own  territories,  also,  which  during  the  days 
of  his  vigor  he  had  treated  with  a  high  hand, 
were  prone,  now  that  he  languished  for  repose,  to 
rise  in  rebellion  and  threaten  to  invest  him  in 
his  capital.  Thus  he  had  foes  on  every  side ; 
and  as  Granada  is  surroimded  by  wild  and  craggy 
monntainB,  which  hide  the  approach  of  an  enemy, 
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the  unfortunate  Abcu  Habiiz  wn?  kept  in  a  con- 
Btant  Bt«te  of  vigilnnce  aii<l  alarm,  not  knowing 
in  what  quarter  Wtilities  might  break  oat. 

It  was  in  vain  that  he  built  watch-towers  on 
tlie  mountains,  and  stationed  guards  at  eveiy  pass 
with  orders  to  make  fires  bj  night  and  smoke  hy 
da;,  on  the  approach  of  an  enemy.  His  alert 
foes,  baffling  every  precaution,  would  break  out 
of  some  unthougbt-of  defile,  ravage  hia  lands 
beneath  his  very  nose,  and  then  moke  off  with 
prisoners  and  booty  to  the  mountains.  Was  ever 
peaceable  and  retii'ed  conqueror  in  a  more  uucom- 
forlable  predicament  ? 

While  Aben  Hnbuz  was  harassed  by  these  per- 
plexities and  molestations,  an  ancient  Arabian 
physician  arrived  at  hia  court.  His  gray  beard 
descended  to  his  girdle,  and  he  had  every  mark 
of  extreme  age,  yet  he  had  travelled  almost  the 
whole  way  &ora  Egypt  on  foot,  with  no  other  aid 
than  a  staff,  marked  with  hieroglyphics.  Hb 
fame  had  preceded  him.  His  name  was  Ibrahim 
Ebn  Abu  Ayub;  he  was  said  to  have  lived  ever 
since  the  days  of  Mahomet,  and  to  be  son  of 
Abu  Ayub ;  the  last  of  the  companions  of  the 
Prophet  He  had,  when  a  child,  followed  the 
conquering  army  of  A  mm  into  Egypt,  where  he 
had  remained  many  years  studying  the  dark 
sciences,  and  particiUarly  magic,  among  the  Egyp- 
tian priests. 

It  wus,  moreover,  said  that  he  had  found  out 
the  secret  of  prolonging  life,  by  meana  of  which 
he  had  arrived  to  the  great  age  of  upwards  of 
two  centuries,  though,  as  he  did  not  discocer  the 
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Kcret  uDtil  well  stricken  in  years,  he  could  only 
perpetuate  his  gray  haira  aud  wrinkles. 

This  wonderful  old  man  was  honorably  enter- 
tained hy  the  king ;  who,  like  most  superannu- 
ated monarchs,  began  to  take  physicians  into  great 
favor.  He  would  have  assigned  him  an  apart- 
ment in  his  palace,  but  the  astrologer  preferred  a 
cave  in  the  side  of  the  hill  which  rises  above  the 
city  of  Granada,  being  the  sune  on  which  the 
Alhambra  has  since  been  built.  He  caused  the 
cave  to  be  enlat^ed  so  as  to  form  a  spacious  and 
lofty  hall,  with  a  circular  hole  at  the  top,  through 
which,  as  through  a  well,  he  could  see  the  heavens 
and  behold  the  stars  even  at  mid-day.  The 
walls  of  this  hall  were  covered  with  Egyptian 
hieroglyphics  with  cabalistic  symbols,  and  with 
the  figures  of  the  stars  in  their  signs.  This  ball 
he  furnished  with  many  implements,  fabricated 
nnder  his  directions  by  cunning  ni-tificers  of 
Grenada,  but  the  occult  properties  of  which  were 
known  only  to  hitn^clf. 

In  a  little  while  the  sage  Ibrahim  became  the 
bosom  counsellor  of  the  king,  who  applied  to  liim 
for  advice  in  every  emergency.  Aben  Habuz 
was  once  inveighing  against  the  injustice  of  his 
neighbors,  and  bewailing  the  restless  vigilance  he 
had  to  observe  to  guard  himself  against  their  in- 
vasions ;  when  he  had  finished,  the  astrologer 
remaned  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then  replied. 
"  Know,  O  king,  that,  when  I  was  in  Egypt,  I 
beheld  a  great  marvel  devised  by  a  pagan  priestess 
tf  old.  On  a  mountain,  above  the  city  of  Borsa, 
and  overlooking  the  great    valley  of  the    Nile, 
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was  a  figure  of  a  ram,  and  above  it  a  figure  of 
a  cock,  tmth  of  molten  brass,  and  turning  upon  a 
pivot.  Whenever  the  country  was  threatened 
vrith  invasion,  the  ram  would  turn  in  the  direction 
of  the  enemy,  and  the  cock  would  crow ;  upon 
this  the  inhabitants  of  the  nty  knew  of  the  dan- 
ger, and  of  the  quarter  from  which  it  was  ap- 
proaching, and  could  take  timely  means  to  guard 
against  it" 

"  God  is  great ! "  exclaimed  the  pacific  Aben 
Habuz,  "  what  a  treasure  would  be  such  a  ram 
to  keep  an  eye  upon  these  mouutains  around  me ; 
and  then  such  a  cock,  to  crow  in  time  of  dauger  ! 
Allah  Akbar !  how  secui-ely  I  might  sleep  in  my 
palace  with  such  sentinels  on  the  top  1 " 

The  astrologer  waited  until  the  ecstasies  of  the 
king  bad  subsided,  and  then  proceeded. 

"  After  the  victorious  Amru  (may  he  rest  in 
peace  !)  had  finished  his  conquest  of  Egypt,  I 
remained  among  the  priests  of  the  land,  studying 
the  rites  and  ceremonies  of  their  idolatrous  Jailh, 
and  seeking  to  make  myself  master  of  ihe  hidden 
knowledge  for  which  they  are  renowned.  I  was 
one  day  seated  on  the  banks  of  the  Nile,  convers- 
ing with  an  ancient  priest,  wheu  he  pointed  to 
the  mighty  pyramids  which  rose  like  mountains 
out  of  the  neighboring  deserL  '  All  that  we  can 
teach  thee,'  said  he,  '  is  nothing  to  the  knowledge 
locked  up  in  those  mighty  piles.  In  the  centre 
of  the  central  pyramid  is  a  sepulchral  chamber, 
in  which  is  enclosed  the  mummy  of  the  high- 
priest  who  aided  in  rearing  that  stupendous 
pile ;   and  with  him  is  buried  a  wondrous  book 
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at  knowledge,  coatiuning  all  tbe  secrete  of  magic 
and  arL  This  book  was  given  to  Adam  after 
his  tkll,  and  was  handed  down  from  generation  to 
generation  to  King  Solomon  the  Wise,  and  by  its 
aid  be  built  the  Temple  of  Jerusalem.  How  it 
came  into  the  possession  of  the  builder  of  the 
pjrramids  is  known  to  Him  alone  who  knows  all 

"  When  I  heard  these  words  of  tbe  Egyptian 
priest,  my  heart  bnnied  to  get  possession  of  that 
book.  I  could  command  the  services  of  many  of 
the  soldiers  of  our  conquering  army,  and  of  a  num- 
ber of  the  native  Egyptians :  with  these  I  set  to 
work,  and  pierced  the  solid  mass  of  the  pyramid, 
until,  after  great  toil,  I  came  upon  one  of  its  inte- 
rior and  hidden  paiisages.  Following  this  up,  and 
threading  a  fearful  labyrinth,  I  penetrated  into 
the  very  heart  of  the  pyramids,  even  to  the  se- 
pulchral chamber,  where  the  mummy  of  the  high- 
priest  had  lun  for  ages.  I  broke  through  the 
outer  cases  of  tbe  mummy,  unfolded  its  many 
wrappers  and  bandages,  and  at  length  found  the 
precious  volume  on  its  bosom.  I  seized  it  with 
a  trembling  band,  and  groped  my  way  out  of  the 
pyramid,  leaving  the  mummy  in  its  dark  and 
silent  sepulchre,  there  to  await  the  final  day  of 
resurrection  and  judgment." 

"  Son  of  Abu  Ayub  "  exclaimed  Aben  Habuz, 
"  thou  hast  been  a  great  traveller,  and  seen  mar- 
vellous things ;  but  of  what  avail  to  me  is  the 
lecret  of  the  pyramid,  and  the  volume  of  knowl- 
edge of  the  wise  Solomon  ?  " 

"  This  it  is,  0  king  1    By  the  study  of  that  book 
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I  am  instructed  in  all  magic  arte,  and  can  com- 
mnnd  the  assistance  of  genii  to  accomplish  my 
plans.  The  mystery  of  the  Tnlisman  of  Borsa 
is  therefore  familiar  lo  me,  and  such  a  talisman 
can  I  make,  nay,  one  of  greats  virtues." 

"  O  wise  son  of  Abu  Ayub,"  cried  Abeu  Ha- 
buz,  "  better  were  such  a  talisman  than  all  the 
watch-lowers  on  the  bills,  and  sentinels  upon  the 
borders.  Give  me  such  a  safeguard,  and  the 
riches  of  my  treasury  are  at  thy  command." 

The  astrologer  immediately  set  to  work  to 
gratify  the  wishes  of  the  monarch.  He  caused 
a  great  tower  to  be  erected  upon  the  top  of  tite 
royal  palace,  which  Blood  on  the  brow  of  the  hill 
of  the  Albnycin.  The  tower  was  built  of  stones 
brought  from  'Egypt,  and  taken,  it  is  said,  from 
one  of  the  pyramids.  In  the  upper  part  of  the 
tower  wrtS  a  circular  hall,  with  windows  looking 
towards  every  point  of  tlie  compass,  and  Itefore 
each  window  was  a  table,  on  which  was  arranged, 
as  on  a  chesa-board,  a  mimic  army  of  horse  and 
foot,  with  the  effigy  of  tlie  potentate  that  ruled 
in  that  direction,  all  carved  of  wood.  To  each 
of  these  tables  there  was  a  small  lance,  no  bigger 
than  a  bodkin,  on  which  were  engraved  certmu 
Choldaic  characters.  This  hall  was  kept  con- 
stantly closed,  by  a  gate  of  brass,  with  a  great 
lock  of  steel,  the  key  of  which  was  in  possession 
of  the  king. 

On  the  top  of  the  tower  was  a  bronze  figure 
of  a  Moorish  horseman,  fixed  on  a  pivot,  with  a 
shield  on  one  arm,  and  his  lance  elevated  perpen- 
dicularly.     The  face  of  this  horseman  was  U>- 
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vai'ds  the  laij,  ns  if  keeping  gaard  over  it ;  but 
if  any  foe  were  at  hand,  the  figure  would  turn 
in  that  direction,  and  would  level  the  lance  as  if 
for  action. 

When  this  talisman  was  finished,  Aben  Hahnz 
was  all  impatient  to  try  its  virtues,  and  longed 
as  ardently  for  an  invasion  as  he  had  ever  sighed 
after  repose.  His  desire  was  soon  gratified. 
Tidings  were  brought,  early  one  morning,  by  the 
sentinel  appointed  to  watch  the  tower,  that  the 
face  of  the  bronze  horseman  was  turned  towards 
tiie  mountains  of  Elvira,  and  that  liis  lance 
pointed  directly  against  the  Pass  of  Lope. 

"  Let  the  drums  and  trumpets  sound  to  arms, 
and  all  Granada  be  put  on  the  alert,"  said  Aben 

"  O  king,"  said  the  astrologer,  "  let  not  your 
city  !»  disquieted,  nor  your  warriors  called  to 
arms ;  we  need  no  aid  of  force  to  deliver  you 
from  your  enemies.  Dismiss  your  attendants,  and 
let  us  proceed   alone  to  the  secret  ball  4^  the 

The  ancient  Aben  Habuz  mounted  the  Etair- 
cas§  of  the  tower,  le^ng  on  the  arm  of  the  still 
more  ancient  Ibrahim  Ebn  Abu  Ayub.  They 
unlocked  the  brazen  door  and  entered.  The  win- 
dow that  looked  towards  the  Pass  of  Lope  was 
open.  "  In  this  direction,"  said  the  astrologer, 
"  lies  the  danger  ;  appixHich,  0  king,  and  behold 
■Jw  mystery  of  ihe  table." 

King  Aben  Habuz  approached  the  seeming 
chess-board,  on  which  were  arranged  the  small 
wooden  effigies,  when,  to  bis  surprise,  he  perceived 
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liat  they  were  all  in  mo 

nd  curreted,  the  warrio 
ns,  and  there  was  a  fe 
rompels,  and  the  clang 
teeds ;  but  all  no  loude 
lie  hum  of  the  bee,  oi 
TOwsy  ear  of  him  who 

"Behold,  0  king," 
roof  tliat  thy  enemies  t 
?hey  must  be  advandni 
lins,  by  the  Pass  of  Lo 

panic  and  confusion  ( 
Item  to  retreat  witlioul 
fiigies  with  the  but-ei 
rould  you  cause  bloody 
'ith  the  point" 

A  livid  streak  passed 
f  Aben  Ilubuz ;  he  eei 
ling  eagerness ;  liis  gra 
Itation  as  he  tottered 
f  Abu  Ayub,"  exclaim 
I  think  we  will  have  a 

So  saying,  he  thrust  i 
f  the  pigmy  effigies,  ai 
le  but^nd,  upou  whid 
pon  the  board,  and  the 
ther,  began,  pell-raell,  a 

It  was  with  difficulty 
de  hand  of  the  most 
revent  him  from  abao 
>en ;  at  length  he  prev 
lie  tower,  and  to  send  01 
ly  the  Pasa  of  Lope. 
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lliej  returned  wiih  the  intelligence  thnt  a 
Cliristini)  army  had  advanced  through  the  heart 
3f  the  Sierra,  almost  within  sight  of  Granada, 
where  a  dissension  bnd  broken  out  among  them  ; 
they  had  turned  their  weapons  against  eacli  other, 
and  aAer  much  slaughter  had  retreated  over  thu 
border. 

Aben  Habuz  was  transported  with  joy  on  thus 
proving  the  efficacy  of  the  talisman.  "  At  length," 
said  he,  "I  shall  lead  a  life  of  tranquillity,  and 
have  hII  my  enemies  in  my  power.  O  wise  son 
of  Abu  Ayub,  what  can  I  bestow  on  thee  in  re- 
ward for  such  a  blessing  ?  " 

"  The  wants  of  an  old  man  and  a  philosopher, 
O  king,  are  few  and  simple ;  grant  me  but  the 
means  of  fitting  up  my  cave  as  a  suitable  hermi- 
tage, and  I  am  content." 

"  How  noble  is  the  moderation  of  the  truly 
wise  ! "  exclaimed  Aben  Habuz,  secretly  pleased 
at  the  cheapness  of  the  recompense.  He  sum- 
moned his  treasurer,  and  bade  him  dispense  what- 
ever sums  might  be  required  hy  Ibrahim  to  com- 
plete and  furnish  his  hermitage. 

The  astrolt^r  now  gave  orders  to  have  various 
chambers  hewn  out  of  the  solid  rock,  so  as  to 
form  ranges  of  apartments  connected  with  his 
astrologioil  hall ;  these  he  caused  to  be  furnished 
with  luxurious  ottomans  and  divans,  and  the 
walls  to  be  hung  with  the  richest  silks  of  Da- 
mascus. "  I  am  an  old  man,"  said  be,  "  and  can 
30  longer  rest  my  bones  on  stone  couches,  and 
these  damp  walls  require  covering." 

He  had  baths  too    constructed,  and  provided 
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fith  all  kinds  of  perfumt^  Biid  aromatic  oils 
■  For  a  balb,"  said  he,  "  is  necessary  to  counter- 
«t  the  rigidity  of  age,  and  to  restore  fresbDew 
ind  suppleness  to  the  frame  withered  by  study." 

He  caused  the  aparlments  to  be  hung  with  in 
lumerable  silver  and  crystal  lamps,  which  he 
illed  with  a  fragrant  oil  prepared  according  to  a 
cceipt  discovered  by  him  in  the  lombs  of  Egypt- 
fhis  oil  was  perpetual  in  its  nature,  and  ditl'uaed 
I  aod  radiance  like  tbe  tempered  light  of  day. 
'  The  light  of  the  sun,"  said  he,  "  is  too  gairish 
ind  violent  for  the  eyes  of  au  old  man,  and  tbe 
jght  of  the  tamp  is  more  congenial  to  the  studies 
if  a  philotiopher." 

Tbe  treasurer  of  King  Aben  Habuz  groaned 
it  the  sums  daily  demanded  to  fit  up  tliis  henni- 
age,  and  be  carried  his  complaints  to  the  king. 
The  royal  word,  however,  liad  been  given  ;  Aben 
ilabuz  shrugged  his  shoulders  :  "  We  must  bave 
)atience,"  said  he  ;  "  this  old  man  has  taken  his 
dea  of  a  philosophic  retreat  from  the  interior  of 
lie  pyramids,  and  of  (be  vast  ruins  of  £g.vpt  \ 
lut  all  things  have  au  end,  and  so  will  the  fur- 
lisbiug  of  his  cavern." 

The  king  was  in  the  right ;  the  hermitiige  was 
it  length  complete,  and  formed  a  sumptuous  sub- 
erranean  palace.  The  astrologer  expressed  hini- 
iClf  perfectly  content,  and,  shutting  himself  up, 
'eniained  for  three  whole  days  buried  in  study. 
\.t  the  end  of  tliat  time  he  appeared  again  before 
he  treasurer.  "  One  thing  more  is  necessary," 
laid  he,  "  one  trifling  solace  for  tbe  intervals  of 
nental  labor." 
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"  O  wise  Ibrahim,  I  am  bound  to  furnisb  every- 
thing neoeBsaiy  for  Ihy  solitude ;  what  more  doet 
thou  require  ?  " 

"I  would  fcin  have  a  few  dancing- women." 

"  Dancing'Womeu  !  "  echoed  the  treasurer,  with 
surprise. 

"  Dancing-women,"  replied  the  sage,  gravely ; 
*  and  let  them  be  young  and  fair  to  look  upon ; 
for  the  eight  of  youth  and  beauty  ia  refreshing. 
A  few  will  suffice,  for  I  am  a  philosopher  of 
simple  habits  and  easily  satisfied." 

While  the  philosophic  Ibrahim  Ebn  Abu  Ayub 
passed  his  time  thus  sagely  in  his  hermitage,  the 
pacific  Aben  Habuz  carried  on  furious  campaigns 
in  effigy  in  bis  tower.  It  was  a  glorious  thing 
for  an  old  man,  like  himself,  of  quiet  habits,  to 
have  war  made  easy,  and  to  be  enabled  to  amuse 
himself  in  bis  chamber  by  brushing  away  whole 
armies  like  so  many  swarms  of  flies. 

For  a  time  he  rioted  in  the  indulgence  of  his 
humors,  and  even  taunted  and  insulted  his  neigh- 
bors, to  induce  them  to  make  incursions ;  but  by 
degrees  they  grew  wary  from  repeated  disasters, 
until  no  one  ventured  to  invikdc  his  territories. 
For  many  mouths  the  bronze  horaeman  remained 
on  the  peace  establishment,  with  his  lance  elevated 
in  the  air  ;  and  the  worthy  old  monarch  began  to 
repine  at  the  want  of  bis  accustomed  sport,  and  to 
grow  peevish  at  bis  monotonous  tranquillity. 

At  length,  one  day,  the  talisnumic  horseman 
veered  suddenly  round,  and  lowering  his  lance, 
made  a  dead  point  towards  the  mountains  of 
Quadix.     Aben  Habuz    hastened  to    his  tower, 
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bnt  the  magic  fable  in  that  direction  renuiined 
quiet ;  not  a  single  warrior  was  in  motion.  Per- 
plexed at  the  circumstance,  he  sent  forth  a  troop 
of  horse  to  scour  the  mountains  and  reconnoitre. 
They  returned  afler  three  da^s'  absence. 

"  We  have  searched  every  mountaia  pass,"  swd 
they,  "  but  not  a  helm  uor  spear  was  stirring. 
All  that  wo  have  found  in  the  course  of  our  fb- 
raj,  was  a  Christian  damsel  of  surpassing  beauty, 
sleeping  at  noontide  beside  a  fountain,  whom  we 
have  brougiit  away  captive." 

<>  A  damsel  of  surpassing  beanty  I "  exclaimed 
Abea  Habuz,  his  eyes  gleaming  with  animatioti ; 
"let  her  be  conducted  into  my  presence." 

The  beautiful  damsel  was  accordingly  conducted 
into  his  presence.  She  was  arrayed  with  all  the 
luxury  of  ornament  that  had  prevailed  among 
the  GiOthic  Spaniards  at  the  time  of  the  Arabiau 
conquest.  Pearls  of  dazzling  whiteness  were 
entwined  with  her  raven  tresses ;  and  jewels 
sparkled  on  her  forehead,  rivalling  the  lustre  of 
her  eyes.  Around  her  neck  waa  a  golden  chain, 
to  which  was  suspended  a  silver  lyre,  which  hung 
by  her  side. 

The  flashes  of  her  dark  reiiilgent  eye  were 
tike  sparks  of  fire  on  the  withered  yet  combusti- 
ble, heart  of  Aben  Habuz  ;  the  swimming  volup- 
tuousness of  her  gait  made  hia  senses  reel 
"  Fairest  of  women,"  cried  he,  with  rapture, "  who 
and  what  art  thou  F  " 

"  The  daughter  of  one  of  the  Gothic  princes, 
who  but  lately  ruled  over  this  land.  The  armies 
of  my  lather  have  been  destroyed,  as  if  by  magic, 
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among  these  mountains  ;  he  has  been  driven  into 
exile,  and  his  daughter  is  a  captive." 

"  Beware,  O  king !  "  whispered  Ibrahim  Ebn 
Abu  Ayub,  "  this  may  be  one  of  those  northern 
sorceresses  of  whom  we  have  heard,  who  assume 
the  most  seductive  foi'uis  to  beguile  the  unwary. 
Methinka  I  read  witchcraft  in  her  eye,  and  sorcery 
in  every  movemeut.  Doubtless  this  is  the  enemy 
pointed  out  by  tlie  talisman." 

"  Son  of  Abu  Ayub,"  replied  the  king,  "  thou 
art  a  wise  man,  I  grant,  a  conjurar  for  aught  1 
know ;  but  thou  art  little  versed  in  the  ways 
of  woman.  In  that  knowledge  will  I  yield  to 
DO  man  ;  no,  not  to  the  wise  Solomon  himself, 
notwithstanding  the  number  of  his  wives  and 
concubines.  Aa  to  this  damsel,  I  see  no  harm  in 
her ;  she  is  fiiir  to  look  upon,  and  finds  favor  in 
my  eyes." 

"  Hearken,  0  king ! "  replied  the  astrologer. 
"  I  have  given  thee  many  victories  hy  means  of 
my  talisman,  but  have  never  shared  any  of  the 
apoiL  Give  me  then  this  stray  captive,  to  solace 
me  in  my  solitude  with  her  silver  lyre.  If  she 
be  indeed  a  sorceress,  I  have  counter  spells  that 
set  her  charms  at  defiance." 

"  What !  more  women  ! "  cried  Aben  Habuz. 
"  Hast  thou  not  already  dancing-women  enough 
to  solace  thee  ?  " 

"  Dandng-women  have  I,  it  is  true,  but  no 
einging-women.  I  would  &in  have  a  little  min> 
Btrelsy  to  refresh  my  mind  when  weary  with  the 
faHls  of  study." 

"  A  Imce  with  thy  hermit  cravings,"  said  the 
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king,  imptttiently.  "  Tliis  ilamsel  have  I  marked 
for  my  owu.  I  see  much  comfurt  iii  har  -.  tvea 
Buch  comfort  as  David,  the  father  of  Soloroon 
the  Wise,  found  iu  the  society  of  Abishag  the 
Shunamite." 

Further  solicitntions  and  remouBl ranees  of  tlie 
HSlrologer  only  provoked  a  more  peremptory  reply 
from  the  monarch,  and  they  parted  in  high  dis- 
pIcHsui-e.  Tlie  sage  shut  himself  up  in  his  her- 
mitage lo  brood  over  his  disappointment ;  ere  he 
departed,  however,  he  gave  the  king  one  more 
warning  to  beware  of  his  dangerous  captive. 
But  where  is  the  old  man  in  love  timt  will  listen 
to  counsel  ?  Aben  HabuE  resigned  himself  to 
the  full  sway  of  his  passion.  His  only  study 
was  how  to  render  himself  amiable  in  the  eyes 
of  the  Grothlc  beauty.  He  had  not  youth  to  rec- 
ommend him,  it  is  true,  but  then  he  had  riches; 
and  when  a  lover  is  old,  he  is  generally  generous. 
The  Zacatin  of  Granada  was  ransacked  for  the 
most  precious  merchandise  of  the  Ea^t ;  silks, 
jewels,  precious  gems,  exquisite  perfumes,  all 
that  Asia  and  Airica  yielded  of  rich  and  rare, 
were  lavished  upon  tlie  princesi<.  All  Idnds  of 
spectacles  and  festivities  were  devised  for  her 
entertainment;  minstrelsy,  dancing,  tournaments, 
bull-fights ;  —  Granada  for  a  time  was  a  scene 
of  perpetual  pageant.  The  Golhlc  princess  re- 
garded all  this  splendor  with  the  air  of  one  accus< 
tomed  to  magnificence.  She  received  everything 
as  a  homage  due  to  her  rank,  or  rather  to  her 
beauty ;  for  beauty  is  more  lofty  in  its  exactions 
even  than  rank.    Nay,  she  seemed  lo  take  a  secret 
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pluisiire  in  exciting  the  moaarch  to  expensea  that 
made  bia  treasury  shrink,  and  then  treating  hia 
extravagnnt  geneioaity  as  a  mere  matter  of  conrae. 
With  all  hia  assiduity  and  manificeDce,  also,  the 
venerahle  lover  could  not  flatter  himself  that  he 
liad  made  any  impression  on  her  heart  She 
never  frowned  on  him,  it  is  tnie,  but  then  she 
never  smiled.  Whenever  he  began  to  plead  his 
passion,  she  struck  her  silver  lyre.  There  was  a 
mysdc  charm  in  the  sound.  In  an  instant  the 
monarch  began  to  nod ;  a  drowsiness  stole  over 
him,  and  he  gradually  sank  into  a  sleep,  trom 
which  he  awoke  wouderiiilly  refreshed,  but  per- 
fectly cooled  for  the  lime  of  his  passion.  This 
was  very  baffling  to  his  suit ;  but  then  these 
slumbers  were  accompanied  by  agreeable  dreams, 
which  completely  inthndled  th«  senses  of  the 
drowsy  lover ;  so  he  continued  to  dream  on,  while 
hU  Granada  scoffed  at  his  infatuation,  and  groaned 
at  the  treasures  lavished  for  a  song. 

At  length  a  danger  burst  on  the  head  of  Aben 
Habuz,  against  which  his  talisman  yielded  him 
DO  warning.  An  insurrection  broke  out  in  his 
very  capital ;  his  palace  was  surrounded  by  an 
armed  rabble,  who  menaced  his  life  and  the  life  of 
his  Christian  pariimour.  A  spark  of  hia  ancient 
warlike  spirit  was  awakened  in  the  breast  of  the 
monarch.  At  the  head  of  a  handful  of  his 
guards  he  sallied  forth,  put  the  rebels  to  flight, 
and  crushed  the  insurrection  in  the  bud. 

When  quiet  was  again  restored,  he  sought  the 
astrologer,  who  still  remained  shut  up  in  his  her- 
mitage, chewing  the  bitter  cud  of  resentment. 
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Aben  Habuz  approached 
Uiry  lone.  "  0  wi§e  sou  of 
"  well  didst  tboii  predict  d 
this  captive  beauty :  tell  m 
ao  quick  at  foreseeing  peril, 
avert  it" 

"  Put  from  thee  the  infid 

"Sooner  would  I  part 
cried  Aben  Habuz. 

"Thou  art  in  danger  of 
the  astrologer. 

"  Be  not  harsh  and  angry 
philosophers ;  coiwider  the 
monarch  and  a  lover,  and  d( 
protecting  me  from  the  e' 
menaced.  I  care  not  for 
for  power,  I  languish  only 
that  I  had  some  quiet  retrea 
refuge  from  the  world,  am 
pomps,  and  troubles,  and  d 
of  my  days  to  tranquillity  a 

The  astrologer  regarded 
from  under  his  bushy  eyeb 

"  And  wtiat  wouldst  thou 
vide  thee  such  a  retreat  ?" 

"Thou  shouldst  name  th 
whatever  it  might  be,  if  wit 
power,  as  my  soul  liveth,  it 

"Thou    hast    heard,  O 
of  Irem,  one  of  the   prod! 
happy." 

"  I  have  heard  of  that  gs 
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in  the  Koran,  even  in  the  chapter  entitled  '  The 
Dawn  of  Day.'  I  have,  moreover,  heard  mar- 
vellous things  related  of  it  by  pilgrimu  who  had 
been  to  Mecca ;  but  I  cootiidered  them  wild 
fables,  sudi  as  travellers  are  wont  to  tell  who 
have  visited  remote  countries." 

"  Discredit  not,  0  king,  the  tales  of  travellers," 
rejoined  the  astrologer,  gravely,  "  for  they  contain 
precious  rarities  of  knowledge  brou^t  from  the 
ends  of  the  earth.  As  to  the  palace  and  garden 
of  Irem,  what  is  generally  told  of  them  is  true ; 
I  have  seen  them  with  mine  own  eyes  ;  —  listen 
to  my  adventure,  for  it  has  a  bearing  upon  the 
object  of  your  request. 

"  In  my  younger  days,  when  a  mere  Arab  of 
the  desert,  I  tended  my  father's  camels.  In 
travereing  the  desert  of  Aden,  one  of  them 
strayed  from  the  rest,  and  was  lost.  I  searched 
alter  it  for  several  days,  but  in  vain,  until, 
wearied  and  faint,  I  laid  myself  down  at  noon- 
tide, and  slept  under  a  palm-tree  by  the  side  of  a 
scanty  well.  When  I  awoke  I  fouud  myself  at 
the  gate  of  a  city.  I  entered,  and  beheld  noble 
streets,  and  squares,  and  market-places ;  but  all 
were  silent  and  without  an  inhabitant.  I  wan- 
dered on  until  I  came  to  a  sumptuous  palace, 
with  a  garden  adorned  with  fountains  and  fish- 
ponds, and  groves  and  flowers,  and  orchards 
laden  with  delicious  fruit ;  but  still  no  one  was 
to  be  seen.  Upon  which,  appalled  at  this  lone- 
lioess,  I  hastened  to  depart ;  and,  after  issuing 
forth  at  the  gate  of  the  city,  I  turned  to  look 
upon  the  place,  but  it  was  no  longer  to  be  seen  ; 
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1  BJleut  deeert  extended  before  m; 

tighborhood  I  met  with  an  aged 
1  in  the  traditions  and  secretB  of 
related  to  him  what  had  belallea 
id  he, '  is  the  far-famed  garden  of 
le  wonders  of  the  desert.  It  only 
es  to  some  wanderer  like  thjselC 
I  with  the  sight  of  towers  and 
irden-walts  overhung  with  richly- 
!■,  and  then  vanishes,  leaving  noth- 
y  desert.  And  this  is  the  story  of 
:\  when  this  country  was  inhabited 
\,  King  Sheddad,  the  son  of  Ad, 
iidsoii  of  Noah,  founded  here  a 
When  it  whs  finished,  and  he 
ar,  his  heart  was  piiffbd  tip  with 
gaiice,  and  lie  determined  to  build 
.  with  gardens  which  should  rival 
the  Koran  of  the  celestial  para- 
I  curse  of  heaven  fell  upon  him 
[)tion.  He  and  his  subjects  were 
lie  earth,  and  his  splendid  dty, 
nd  gardens,  were  laid  under  a 
I,  which  hides  them  from  human 
g  that  they  are  seen  at  intervals, 
ping  bis  sin  in  perpetual  remem- 

7,  O  king,  and  the  wonders  I  had 
It  iu  my  mind  ;  and  in  afler-yean, 
!en  in  Egypt,  and  was  possessed  of 
nnwleilge  of  Solomon  the  Wise,  1 
return  and  revisit  the  garden  of 
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Irem.  I  did  bo,  and  found  it  revealed  to  ray  in- 
strucled  sight.  I  took  poasession  ot  the  palace 
of  Sheddad,  and  passed  several  days  in  hia  mock 
paradise.  The  genii  who  watch  over  the  place 
were  obedient  to  my  magic  power,  and  revealed  to 
roe  the  epelk  by  which  the  whole  garden  had 
been,  as  it  were,  conjured  into  existence,  and  by 
which  it  was  rendered  invisible.  Such  a  palace 
and  garden,  O  king,  can  I  make  for  thee,  even 
here,  on  the  mountain  above  thy  city.  Do  I 
not  know  all  the  secret  spells  P  and  am  I  not  in 
poaeeaeion  of  the  book  of  knowledge  of  Solomon 
the  Wise  ?  " 

"  0  wise  Bon  of  Abn  Ayub !  "  exclaimed 
Aben  Habuz,  trembling  with  eagerness,  "  thou  art 
a  traveller  indeed,  and  hast  seen  and  learned  mar- 
Tellous  thiugH !  Contrive  me  such  a  paradixe,  and 
ask  any  reward,  even  lo  iha  half  of  my  kingdom." 

"  Alas  !  "  replied  the  olher,  "  thou  knowest  I 
am  an  old  man,  and  a  philow^plicr,  and  ea.sily  sat- 
isQed ;  all  the  reward  I  ask  is  the  tirst  beast  of 
burden,  with  its  load,  which  shall  enler  Uie  magic 
portal  of  the  palace." 

The  monarch  gladly  agreed  to  so  moderate  a 
stipulation,  and  the  astrologer  began  his  work. 
On  the  summit  of  the  hill,  immediately  above  his 
subterranean  hennilage,  be  caused  a  great  gate- 
way or  barbican  to  be  ei'ected,  opening  through 
the  centre  of  a  strong  tower. 

There  was  an  outer  vestibule  or  porch,  with 
a  lofty  arch,  and  within  it  a  portal  secured  by 
masBive  gates.  On  the  keystone  of  the  portal 
*Jie  astrologer,  with  his  own  hand,  wrought  the 
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Ogore  of  a  huge  key ;  and  on  the  keystone  of 
the  outer  arch  of  the  Teatibule,  which  was  loftier 
than  that  of  the  portal,  he  carved  a  gigantic 
band.  These  were  potent  talismans,  over  whidb 
he  repeated  many  sentences  in  an  unknown 
tongue. 

When  this  gateway  was  finished,  be  shut  him- 
welf  up  for  two  days  in  bis  astrolo^cal  hall,  en- 
gaged in  secret  incantations ;  on  the  third  he 
ascended  the  bill,  and  passed  the  whole  day  on 
its  summit.  At  a  late  hour  of  the  night  be  came 
down,  and  presented  himself  before  Aben  Habuz. 
"  At  length,  0  king,"  said  he,  "  ray  labor  is  ac- 
complished. On  the  summit  of  the  hill  stands 
one  of  the  most  delectable  palaces  that  ever  the 
head  of  man  devised,  or  the  heart  of  man  desired. 
It  contains  sumptuous  halls  and  galleries,  delidons 
gardens,  cool  fountains,  and  fragrant  baths  ;  in  a 
word,  the  whole  mountain  is  converted  into  a 
paradise.  Like  the  garden  of  Irem,  it  is  pro- 
tected by  a  mighty  charm,  which  hides  it  from 
the  view  and  search  of  mortals,  excepting  such  as 
possess  the  secret  of  its  talismans." 

"  Enough  !  "  cried  Aben  Habuz,  joyfully,  "  to- 
morrow morning  with  the  first  light  we  will 
ascend  and  take  possession."  The  happy  mon- 
arch slept  but  little  that  night.  Scarcely  had 
the  rays  of  the  sun  begun  to  play  about  the 
snowy  summit  of  the  Sierra  Nevada,  when  lie 
mounted  his  steed,  and,  accompanied  only  by  a 
few  chosen  attendants,  ascended  a  steep  and 
Darrow  road  leading  up  the  hill.  Beside  him,  on 
a  white  palfrey,  rode  the   Grotbic    princess,  hei 
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vrhole  dress  epiirkling  with  jewels,  while  round 
her  neck  was  auepended  her  silver  lyre.  The 
HStrolt^r  walkd  on  the  other  side  of  the  king, 
assisdng  his  steps  with  his  hieroglyphic  staff,  for 
he  never  mounted  steed  of  any  kind. 

Aben  HabuE  looked  to  see  the  lowers  of  th^ 
palace  brightening  above  him,  and  the  embow- 
ered terraces  of  its  gardens  stretching  along  the 
heights  1  but  as  yet  nothing  of  the  kind  was  to 
be  descried,  "  That  is  the  myslery  and  safe- 
guatd  of  the  place,"  said  the  astrologer,  "  nothing 
c&n  be  discerned  until  yon  have  passed  the  spell- 
bound gateway,  and  been  put  in  possession  of 
the  place." 

As  Ihey  approached  the  gateway,  the  astrologer 
paused,  and  pointed  out  to  the  kin;;  the  mystic 
hand  and  key  carved  upon  Ihe  porial  of  the  arch. 
"  These,"  said  he,  "  are  ihe  taiismaiis  which  guard 
the  entrance  to  this  paradise.  Until  yonder  hand 
shall  reach  dowo  and  seize  tliat  key,  neither  mor- 
tal power  nor  magic  artilice  can  prevail  against 
the  lord  of  this  mountatu." 

While  Aben  Habuz  was  gazing,  with  open 
mouth  and  silent  wonder,  nt  these  mystic  talis- 
mans, the  palfrey  of  the  princess  proceeded,  and 
bore  her  in  at  the  portal,  to  the  very  centre  of 
Ihe  barbican. 

"  Behold,"  cried  the  astrologer,  "  my  promised 
reward ;  the  first  animal  with  its  burden  which 
should  enter  the  magic  gateway." 

Aben  Habuz  smiled  at  what  he  considered  a 
pleasantry  of  the  ancient  man ;  but  wheu  he 
found  him  to  be  in  earnest,  bis  gray  beard  trem- 
lied  with  indignation. 
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"  Son  of  Abu  Ayub,"  s^d  he,  sWriilj,  "  whal 
equivocation  ia  tbia  ?  Thou  knowest  ibe  metis- 
ing  of  my  promise  :  the  first  beast  of  burden, 
with  itfi  loaji,  that  should  enter  this  poriat.  Take 
the  strongest  mule  in  my  stables,  load  it  with  the 
most  precious  things  of  my  treasury,  and  it  is 
thine ;  but  dare  not  raise  tby  thoughla  to  her  who 
IE  the  delight  of  my  hearl." 

"  MTiat  ueed  I  of  wealth  ?  "  cried  liie  astrologer, 
acumfully  ;  "  have  I  not  ibe  book  of  knowledge 
of  Solomon  the  Wise,  and  through  it  the  i»mmand 
of  the  secret  treasures  of  the  earth  ?  The  princess 
is  mine  by  righl ;  thy  royal  word  is  pledged;  I 
claim  her  as  my  own." 

The  princess  looked  down  haughtily  from  her 
palfrey,  and  a  light  smile  of  scorn  curled  her 
rosy  lip  at  this  dispute  between  two  gray-beards 
for  the  possession  of  youth  and  beauty.  The 
wrath  of  the  monarch  got  the  better  of  bis  di»- 
eretion.  "  Base  son  of  the  desert,"  cried  be, 
"  thou  mayst  be  master  of  many  arts,  but  know 
me  for  tby  master,  and  presume  not  to  juggle 
with  thy  king." 

"  My  master !  my  king ! "  echoed  the  astrolo- 
ger,—  "the  monarch  of  a  mote-hill  to  claim 
sway  over  him  who  possesses  the  talismans  of 
Solomon  1  Farewell,  Aben  Habuz  ;  reign  over 
thy  petty  kingdom,  and  revel  in  thy  paradise  ol' 
fools ;  for  me,  1  will  laugh  at  thee  in  my  philo- 
sophic retirement." 

So  saying,  he  seized  the  bridle  of  the  paliiey, 
unote  the  earth  with  his  staff,  and  sank  with  the 
Gothic  princess  through  the  centre  of  the  bar- 
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bicfto.  The  earth  closed  over  them,  and  no  trace 
remftiaed  of  the  opcniug  by  which  they  had  de- 
Bceaded. 

Aben  Hnbuz  vftia  etruck  dumb  for  a.  time  with 
astonishment.  Recovering  himself,  he  ordered  a 
thousand  workmen  to  dig,  with  pickaxe  and  spade, 
into  the  ground  where  the  astrologer  had  disap- 
l>eared.  They  digged  and  di^^,  but  in  vain ; 
the  flinty  bosom  of  the  hill  resisted  their  imple- 
ments ;  or  if  they  did  penetrate  a  little  way,  the 
earth  filled  in  again  as  fast  as  they  threw  it  out. 
Aben  Habuz  sought  the  mouth  of  the  carem  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill,  leading  to  the  subterranean  palace 
of  the  astrologer  ;  but  it  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 
Where  once  had  been  an  entrance,  was  now  a 
solid  Bur&ce  of  primeval  rock.  With  the  disap- 
pearance of  Ibrahim  Ebn  Abu  Ayub  ceased  the 
benefit  of  his  talismans.  The  bronze  horseman 
remained  fixed,  with  his  face  turned  toward  the 
hill,  and  his  spear  pointed  to  the  spot  where  the 
astrologer  had  descended,  as  if  there  still  lurked 
the  deadliest  foe  of  Aben  Habuz. 

From  lime  to  time  the  sound  of  music,  aod  the 
tones  of  a  female  voice,  could  be  faintly  heard 
&ora  the  bosom  of  the  hiU ;  and  a  peasant  one 
day  brought  word  to  the  king,  that  in  the  preced- 
ing night  be  had  found  a  fissure  in  the  rock,  by 
which  he  bad  crept  in,  until  he  looked  down  into 
>  lublerratieau  hall,  in  which  sat  the  astrologer, 
01.  n  magnificent  divan,  slumbering  and  nodding 
to  the  silver  lyre  of  the  princess,  which  seemed 
U>  hold  a  magic  sway  over  his  senses. 

Aben  Habuz  sought  the  fissure  in  the  rock, 
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was  ^;ain  closed.  He  renewed  the  at- 
to  unearth  his  rival,  but  all  in  vain.  Hm 
■f  the  hajid  and  key  was  too  potent  to  be 
I'acteil  by  human  power.  As  to  the  eiim- 
'  the    monniain,  the  site  of  the  promised 

and  garden,  it  remained  a  naked  waste ; 
the  boasted  elysium  was  hidden  from  sight 
ilmnCment,  or  was  a  mere  fable  of  the  as- 
ir.       The  world  charitably    supposed    the 

and  some  nsed  to  call  the  place  **  The 
Folly " ;    while    others    named    it   "  The 

Paradise." 

add  to  the  chagrin  of  Aben  Habnz,  the 
ora  whom  he  had  detied  and  taunted, 
ut  up  at  his  Iei9iu«  while  master  of  the 
luic  horseman,  finding  him  no  longer  pro- 

by  niagic  apell,  maile  inroads  into  his  ter- 
)  from  all  sides,  and  tliu  remainder  of  the 

the  most  pacific  of  muiiarchs  was  a  tissue 

length  Aben  Habuz  died,  and  was  buried. 
have  since  rolled  away.  The  Alhacabra 
en  built  on  the  eventful  monntiuu,  and  in 
neasure  realizes  the  fabled  delights  of  the 
I  of  Irem.  The  spell-bound  gateway  still 
entire,  protected  no  doubt  by  the  mj'stic 
ind  key,  and  now  forms  the  Gate  of  Justice, 
ind  eiitrauce  to  the  fortress.  Under  that 
ly,  it  is  said,  the  old  astrologer  remaina  in 
ilerranean  hall,  nodding  on  bis  divan,  lulled 
silver  lyre  of  the  princess. 
:  old  invalid  sentinels  who  mount  guard  at 
te  hear  the  strains  occasionally  in  the  som- 
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nier  oighta ;  and,  yielding  to  thetr  soporific  power 
doze  qnielly  at  their  poala.  Nay,  so  drowsy  an 
influence  pervades  ttii:  pkce,  that  even  those  who 
natch  by  day  may  generally  be  eeen  nodding  on 
the  stone  benches  of  the  barbican,  or  sleeping 
under  the  neighboring  trees  ;  so  that  in  fact  it  is 
the  drowsiest  inililary  post  in  all  Christendom. 
All  this,  say  the  ancient  legends,  will  endure  from 
Bge  to  age.  The  princess  will  remain  captive  to 
the  astrologer ;  and  the  astrologer,  bound  up  in 
magic  slumber  by  the  princess,  until  the  last  day, 
unless  the  mystic  hand  shall  grasp  the  fated  key, 
Hnd  dispel  the  whole  charm  of  this  enchanted 
mountain. 

SOTE  TO  THE  AHABUN  ASTROLOGER. 

Al  Uakkui,  in  bis  hiBloTfof  the  Haliommedui  DTnuCies 
in  SpuD,  cilei  tram  vaolimt  Anbiaii  writer  wa  *cconiit  of  a 
lalismuiic  tSgj  eomewluil  liroibr  to  Ibe  one  in  Ihe  roregoing 

In  Cadiz,  ujs  h«,  tbera  rormerl}'  stood  *  eqmra  toirrr  up- 
wards of  ong  bimdred  cubits  bigh,  built  of  huge  blocks  of 
stone,  Cutened  together  with  clamps  of  brass.  Od  the  top 
was  the  Bgure  of  a  man,  liolding  a  etaTio  bis  right  band,  his 
face  turned  to  the  Atlantic,  and  pointing  with  Ihe  forefinger 
of  his  lett  hand  to  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar.  It  was  said  to 
hare  baen  set  np  in  ancient  limes  by  the  Gothic  kings  oi 
Andalua,  ■■  a  beacon  or  guide  lo  navigators.  The  Moalenu 
of  Barbary  and  Andalus  considered  it  a  talisman  which 
exercised  a  fpell  over  the  seas.  Under  its  guidance,  swarnii 
of  pimlical  people  of  a  nation  called  Majtu,  qipeared  on  the 
coast  In  large  vessels  wiib  a  squHn  Mil  in  the  bow,  and  sn- 
other  in  the  stem.  They  came  every  six  or  seven  years: 
uplured  everything  they  met  with  on  the  sea;  —  guided  by 
,he  statue,  they  passed  through  Ihe  Straits  into  Ihe  Uedi- 
I,  landed  on  the  coasts  of  Andalus,  Uid  everylluDg 
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mate  with  Are  and  Bword ;  and  somsUmes  oniad  Oieir  dap- 
redatJonB  on  the  oppoaila  coasts  even  as  hr  u  Syria. 

At  lengtb  it  came  to  pass  iu  Van  time  of  Cbe  civil  ware,  a 
MoBtem  Admiral  vho  had  taken  poseeesion  of  Cadiz,  heaiing 
that  the  statue  on  top  of  the  lower  was  of  pure  gold,  had  it 
lowered  to  the  ground  and  broken  to  pieces:  when  it  proved 
lo  b«  of  gilded  braas.  With  the  deatruction  of  the  idol,  the 
apell  over  the  aea  was  at  an  end.  From  that  time  forwud. 
OOlhing  more  was  seen  of  the  piratical  people  of  the  ocean. 
excepting  that  two  of  their  barlu  were  wrecked  on  the  coa^l, 
one  at  Marau-I-Majua  ((be  port  of  the  Uajus),  the  other  closo 
to  the  promontory  of  Al-Aghon. 

The  maritime  invaders  above  menljoned  by  Al-Makk«ri 
mnat  bars  been  the  Northmen. 
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J  OR  nearly  three  months  had  I  enjoyed 
undisturbed  mj  dream  of  sovereignty 
in  the  Alhambra,  —  a  longer  term  of 
quiet  Ilian  had  been  the  lot  of  many  of  my  pred- 
ecessors. During  this  lapse  of  time  the  progress 
of  the  season  had  wrought  the  usual  change.  On 
iny  aiTival  I  had  found  everything  in  the  fresh- 
neee  of  May ;  the  foliage  of  the  trees  was  still 
tender  and  transparent ;  the  pomegranate  bad  not 
yet  shed  its  brilliant  crimson  blossoms ;  the  or- 
chards of  the  Xenil  and  the  Darro  were  in  fiill 
bloom ;  the  rocks  were  hung  with  wild-flowers, 
and  Granada  seemed  completely  surrounded  by  a 
wilderness  of  roses ;  among  which  innumerable 
nightingales  sang,  not  merely  in  the  night,  but  all 
day  long. 

Now  the  advance  of  summer  had  withered  the 
rose  and  silenced  the  nightingale,  and  the  distant 
country  began  to  look  parched  and  sunburnt; 
thouigh  a  perennial  verdure  reigned  immediately 
round  the  «ty  and  in  the  deep  narrow  valleys  at 
the  foot  of  the  snow-capped  mountains. 

The  Athambra  possesses  retreats  graduated  to 
the  beat  of  the  weather,  among  which  the  most 
peculiar  is  the  almost  subterranean  apartment  of 
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the  baths.  This  still  retains  its  ancient  Oriental 
character,  though  slamped  with  the  touching 
traces  of  decline.  At  the  entrance,  opening  into 
a  small  court  formerly  adoraed  with  flowers,  is  a 
hall,  moderate  in  size,  hut  light  and  graceful  in 
architecture.  It  is  overlooked  by  a  small  gallery 
supported  by  marble  pillars  and  moresco  arches. 
An  alabaster  fountain  in  the  centre  of  the  pave- 
ment still  throws  up  a  jet  of  water  lo  cool  the 
place.  On  each  side  are  deep  alcoves  tvith  raised 
platforms,  where  the  bathers,  after  their  ablutions, 
reclined  on  cushions,  soothed  to  voluptuous  repose 
by  the  fragrance  of  the  perfume<l  air  and  the 
notes  of  soft  music  from  the  gallery.  Beyond 
this  hall  are  the  interior  chambers,  still  more  re- 
tired ;  the  sanctUTn  tanctorunt  of  female  privacy; 
for  here  the  beauties  of  the  Harem  indulged  in 
the  luxury  of  the  baths.  A  soft  mysterious  light 
reigns  through  the  place,  admitted  through  smnll 
apertures  (lumbreras)  in  the  vaulted  ceiling. 
The  traces  of  ancient  elegance  are  still  to  be 
seen  ;  and  the  alabaster  baths  in  which  the  sul- 
tanas once  reclined.  The  prevailing  obscurity 
and  silence  have  made  these  vaults  a  favorite  re- 
sort of  bats,  who  nestle  during  the  day  in  the 
dark  nooks  and  comers,  and  on  being  disturbed, 
flit  mysteriously  about  the  twilight  chambers, 
heightening,  iu  an  indescribable  degree,  tbeir  air 
of  desertion  and  decay. 

In  this  cool  and  elegant,  though  dilapidated 
retreat,  which  had  the  freehnesa  and  seclusion  of 
a  grotto,  I  passed  the  sultry  hours  of  the  day  ae 
summer  advanced,  emerging  towards  sunset ;  and 
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bathing,  or  rather  swimming,  at  night  in  the  greot 
reservoir  of  the  main  court.  In  tliis  way  I  was 
eoabled  in  a  measure  to  couptemct  the  relaxing 
and  enervating  influence  of  the  clintate. 

My  dream  of  absolute  sovereignty,  however 
came  at  length  to  an  end.  I  was  roused  one 
morning  by  the  report  of  fire-arms,  which  rever- 
berated among  the  towers  as  if  the  castle  bad 
been  taken  by  surprise.  On  sallying  forth,  I 
found  an  old  cavalier  with  a  number  of  domestics 
in  possession  of  the  Hnll  of  Ambassadors.  He 
was  an  ancient  count  who  had  come  up  &om  his 
palace  in  Granada  to  pass  a  short  time  in  the  Al- 
hambra  for  the  benellt  of  purer  air ;  and  who, 
being  a  veteran  and  inveterate  sportsmait,  was 
endeavoring  to  get  an  appetite  for  his  breakfast 
by  shooting  at  swallows  from  the  balconies.  It 
was  a  harmless  amusement ;  for  though,  by  the 
alertness  of  his  ntlendants  in  loading  his  pieces, 
he  was  enabled  to  keep  up  a  brisk  fire,  I  could 
Dot  accuse  him  of  the  death  of  a  single  swallow. 
Nay,  the  birds  themselves  seemed  to  enjoy  the 
sport,  and  to  deride  his  want  of  skill,  skimming 
in  circles  close  to  the  balconies,  and  twittering  as 
they  darted  by. 

The  arrivid  of  this  old  gentleman  changed  es- 
sentially the  aspect  of  affairs,  but  caused  no  jeal* 
otisy  nor  collision.  We  tacitly  shared  the  em- 
pire between  us,  like  the  last  kings  of  Granada, 
excepdug  that  we  maintained  a  most  amicable 
alliance.  He  reigneO  absolute  over  the  court  of 
the  Lions  and  its  adjacent  balls,  while  I  inain- 
tained  peaceful  poesesMon  of  the  regions  of  tbe 
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baths  aod  the  lilile  gar 
took  our  meala  together 
court,  where  the  foiinta 
bubbling  rilla  ran  along 
ble  pnvemeuL 

In  the  eveniDgs  a  dom 
about  the  worthy  old  cav 
wlfi)  by  ft  second  marriaj 
the  city  accompanied  by 
meu,  an  only  child,  a  cb 
in  her  girlish  yenrs.  1 
some  of  his  official  depe 
lawyer,  his  aecretHry, 
officers  and  agents  of  b 
who  brought  him  up  th 
city,  and  formed  his  evf 
ombre.  Thus  be  held  a 
where  each  oue  paid  hi 
to  contribute  to  his  amus 
any  appearance  of  servi 
Belf-respect.  In  fact,  n 
exacted  by  the  demeanor 
ever  may  be  said  of  Spai 
or  constrains  the  intercoi 
Ufe.  Among  no  people  « 
kindred  more  unreserved 
superior  aod  dependant  i 
ness  on  the  one  side,  ant 
other.  Iq  these  respect 
Spanish  life,  especially  in 
the  vaunted  simplicity  of 

The  most  interesting 
group,  in  my  eyes,  was  t 
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the  lovely  little  Carmen.  She  was  but  about  six- 
teen yeara  of  age,  and  appeared  to  be  considered 
a  mere  child,  though  the  idol  of  tlie  family,  going 
generaUy  by  the  childlike  but  endearing  appel- 
lation of  la  Nifia.  Her  form  had  not  yet  attained 
full  maturity.. and  development,  but  possessed  al- 
ready the  exquisite  symmetry  and  pliant  grace 
80  prevalent  in  thia  country.  Her  blue  eyes,  fiur 
complexioo,  and  light  hair,  were  unusual  in  An- 
dalusia, and  gave  a  mildness  and  gentleness  to  ber 
demeanor  in  contrast  to  the  usual  fire  of  Spanish 
beauty,  but  in  unison  with  the  guileless  and  con- 
lidiiig  iimocence  of  her  uuumers.  She  had  at 
the  same  time  the  iunut«  aptness  and  versatility 
of  her  facinating  countrywomen.  Whatever  she 
undertook  to  do  she  did  well  and  apparently  with- 
out effort.  She  sang,  played  the  guitar  and  other 
instrumeuts,  and  danced  the  picturesque  dances 
of  her  country  to  admiration,  but  never  seemed 
to  seek  admiration.  Everything  was  spontane- 
ous, prompted  by  her  own  gay  spirits  and  happy 
temper. 

The  presence  of  this  fascinating  little  being 
spread  a  new  charm  about  the  Alhambra,  and 
seemed  to  be  in  unison  with  the  place.  While 
the  count  and  countess,  with  the  chaplain  or  sec- 
retary, were  playing  their  game  of  tresillo  under 
the  vestibule  of  the  court  of  Lions,  she,  attended 
by  Dolores,  who  acted  as  her  maid  of  honor, 
would  sit  by  one  of  the  tbuntains,  and  accompany- 
ing herself  on  the  guitar,  would  sing  some  of 
those  popular  romances  which  abound  in  Spain. 
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are  to  my  taate,  some  trsdi- 
e  Moors. 

k  of  the  Alhambra  without 
ely  little  being,  sportiiig  in 
^Ihood  in  its  marble  halls, 
of  the  Moorish  castanets,  or 
varblJQg  of  her  Toioe  with 


«jrv  Google 


RELICS  AND    GENEALOGIES. 

SF  I  had  been  pleased  and  interested  bj 
T  the  conut  and  hia  family,  aa  furoishing  a 
[  picture  of  n  Spanish  domestic  life,  I  was 
still  more  so  wheu  apprised  of  historical  circum- 
stances which  linked  them  with  the  heroic  times 
of  Granada.  In  tact,  in  this  worthy  old  cav^ier, 
80  totally  iinwarlike,  or  whose  deeds  in  arms  ex- 
tended, at  most,  to  a  war  on  swallows  and  mart- 
lets, I  discovered  a  lineal  descendant  and  actual 
representative  of  Gonsalvo  of  Cordova,  "  The 
Grand  Captain,"  who  won  some  of  his  brightest 
laurels  before  the  walla  of  Granada,  and  was  one 
of  the  cavaliers  commissioned  by  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella  to  negotiate  the  terras  of  surrender  ;  nay, 
more,  the  count  was  entitled,  did  he  choose  it, 
to  daim  remote  affinity  with  some  of  the  ancient 
MooriBh  princes,  through  a  scion  of  his  hou^. 
Don  Pedro  Venegsa,  sumaraoi  the  Tomadizo; 
and  by  the  same  token  his  daughter,  the  fasci- 
nating little  Carmen,  might  claim  to  be  rightful 
representative  of  the  Princess  Cetimerien  or  the 
beautiful  Lindaraxa.* 

■  Le*t  this  should  be  d««iii«d  b  mere  gtretch  of  bacj,  the 
rei4eT  is  refemd  to  Ibe  IblloiriDg  genealogy,  derived  hj  Ibe 
hlttoriui  AJeuitan,  from  ut  Aiatnin  msnuscripl:,  on  parch ' 
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UndcrB landing  from  the  count  that  he  had  Bome 
curious  relied  of  tlie  Conquest,  preserved  in  hia 
family  archives,  I  accompanied  hiiii  early  one 
morning  down  to  his  palace  in  Granada'to  ex- 
amine them.  The  most  important  of  these  relica 
was  the  sword  of  the  Grand  Captain  ;  a  weapon 
destitute  of  all  osteatatioos  ornament,  aa  the 
weapons  of  great  generals  are  apt  to  be,  with  a 
plain  hilt  of  ivory  and  a  broad  thin  blade.  It 
might  furnish  a  comment  on  hereditary  honors, 
to  see  the  sword  of  the  grand  captain  legitimately 
declined  into  such  feeble  hands. 

The  other  relics  of  the  Conquest  were  a  num- 
ber of  espiiigardtis  or  muskets  of  unwieldy  size 
and  ponderous  weight,  worthy  to  rank  with  those 
enormous  two-edged  swords  preserved  in  old  ar- 
mories, which  look  like  relics  &om  the  days  of  the 

Beside  other  hereditary  honors,  I  found  the 
old  count  was  Alferez  mayor,  or  grand  standard- 
bearer,  in  which  capacity  he  was  entitled  to  bear 


Um!,  produced  by  capture  and  iDtermarriageB.  during  tbe 
Moorish  wsre.  From  Aben  Hnd,  the  Moorish  king,  tbe  con- 
queror of  the  AlmohadeB,  w«B  deicended  in  right  line  Cil 
Yahia  Ahrahim  AInsgu-,  prince  of  Atmeria,  who  mirried  * 
(laughter  of  King  nermajo.  J'he;  had  three  children,  com- 
mouly  called  ihe  Cetiinerian  Princes.  let.  Jatrfbm  ABut- 
innr,  who  for  a  lime  usurped  the  Ihrone  of  Graoada.  2d.  The 
Prince  SaiBT,  who  tnanied  tbe  celebisted  Lindaraxs.  3d. 
The  Primcta  Cetimerien,  who  married  Don  Pedro  Venegas 
caplund  by  tbe  Uoora  in  hia  boyhood,  a  younger  m>d  of  th( 
UuuH  <^  Laqut,  of  which  houae  the  old  count  was  the  pieieiil 
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the  oncieiit  standard  of  Ferdinaod  and  Isabella, 
3D  certain  high  and  solemn  occasions,  and  to  wave 
it  over  their  tombs.  I  was  ehown  also  the  ca- 
parisons of  velvel,  suroptnouslj  embroidered  with 
gold  and  silver,  for  six  horses,  with  which  he  wp' 
peared  in  state  when  a  new  sovereign  was  to  be 
proeUimed  in  Granada  and  Seville ;  the  count 
mounting  one  of  the  horses,  and  the  other  Gve 
being  led  by  lackeys  in  rich  liveries. 

I  had  hoped  to  find  among  the  relics  and  an- 
tiquities of  the  count's  palace  some  specimens  of 
the  armor  and  weapons  of  the  Moors  of  Granada, 
such  as  I  had  heard  were  preserved  as  trophies 
by  the  descendants  of  the  Conquerors ;  but  in 
this  I  was  disappointed.  I  was  the  more  curious 
in  this  particular,  because  an  erroneous  idea  has 
been  enterlained  by  many,  as  to  the  costumes 
of  the  Moors  of  Spain ;  supposing  them  to  be  of 
the  usual  Oriental  type.  On  the  contrary,  we 
have  it  on  the  authority  of  their  own  writers, 
that  they  adopted  in  many  respects  the  fashions 
of  the  Christians.  The  turban,  especially,  »o 
identified  in  idea  with  the  Moslem,  was  generally 
abandooed,  except  iti  the  western  provinces, 
where  it  continued  in  use  among  people  of  rank 
and  wealth,  and  those  holding  places  under  gov- 
ernment. A  woollen  cap,  red  or  green,  was  com- 
monly worn  aa  a  substitute ;  probably  the  same 
kind  originating  in  Barbary,  and  known  by  the 
name  of  Tunis  or  Fez,  which  at  the  present  day 
is  worn  throughout  the  East,  though  generally 
under  the  turban.  The  Jews  were  obiige<l  to 
wear  them  of  a  yellow  color. 
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Id  Murcia,  Valencia,  and  other  eastern  prov- 
inces, men  of  the  highest  rank  might  be  seen  in 
public  bareheaded.  The  warrior  king,  Aben  Hod, 
never  wore  a  turban,  neither  did  his  rival  and 
competitor  Al  Hamar,  the  founder  of  the  Alhaui- 
bra.  A  short  cloak  called  Taylasan,  similar  to 
that  seen  in  Spain  ia  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth 
centuries,  was  worn  by  all  ranks.  It  had  a  luMd 
or  cape  which  people  of  condition  sometimes  drew 
over  the  head  ;  but  the  lower  class  never. 

A  Moslem  cavalier  iu  the  thirteenth  century, 
as  described  by  Ibnu  Said,  was  equipped  for  war 
very  much  iu  the  Christian  style.  Over  a  com- 
plete suit  of  mail  he  wore  a  short  scarlet  tuuic 
His  helmet  was  of  polished  steel;  a  shield  was 
slung  at  his  back  ;  he  wielded  a  huge  spear  witb 
a  broad  point,  sometimes  a  double  point  His 
saddle  was  cumbrous,  projecting  very  much  in 
(rout  and  in  rear,  and  he  rode  with  a  banner  flut* 
tering  behind  him. 

In  the  time  of  Al  Khattib  of  Granada,  who 
wrote  in  the  fonrteenth  century,  the  Moslems  of 
Andalus  had  resumed  the  Oriental  costumes,  and 
were  again  clad  and  armed  in  Arabic  fashion : 
vrith  light  helmet,  thin  but  well-tempered  coiresa, 
long  slender  lance,  commonly  of  reed,  Arabian 
saddle  and  leathern  buckler,  made  of  double  folds 
of  the  skin  of  the  antelope.  A  wonderful  luxury 
prevailed  at  that  time  in  the  arms  and  equi|>- 
ments  of  the  Granadian  cavaliers.  Their  armor 
was  inlaid  with  gold  and  silver.  Their  cimeters 
were  of  the  keenest  Damascus  blades,  with 
vheaths  richly  wrought  and  enamelled,  and  belts 
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of  goldea  filigree  studded  with  gems.  Their 
daggers  of  Fez  had  jewelled  hilts,  end  their 
laitces  were  set  off  with  gay  banderoleB.  Their 
horses  were  caparisoned  in  correspoDdeot  style, 
with  velvet  and  embroidery. 

All  this  minute  description,  given  by  &  con- 
temporary, and  an  author  of  disdnction,  verifies 
those  gaUaot  pictures  in  tiie  old  Morisco  Spanish 
tMlli*^"  which  have  sometimes  been  deemed  apoc- 
ryphal, and  give  a  vivid  idea  of  the  brilliant  ap- 
pearance of  the  chivalry  of  Granada,  when  mar- 
shalled forth  in  warlike  array,  or  when  celebrat- 
ing the  chivalrous  fStee  of  the  YiTarrambla. 
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1IGH  above  the  AUiainbra,  on  die  breait 
of  the  mouatwi,  amidst  embowered  gar- 
dens and  stately  terraces,  rise  the  lofty 
towers  and  white  walls  of  the  Generalife;  a 
&,\ry  palace,  full  of  storied  recollections.  Hera 
is  still  to  be  seen  the  famous  t^resses  of  eoot- 
mous  size  which  flourished  in  the  time  of  the 
Moors,  And  which  tradition  has  counected  vilb 
the  fabulous  story  of  Boabdil  and  his  sultana. 

Here  are  preserved  the  portraila  of  many  who 
figured  in  the  romantic  drama  of  the  Conqaest 
Ferdinand  and  IsabeUa,  Ponce  do  Leon,  ihe  gal' 
lant  Marquis  of  Cadiz,  and  Gardlaso  de  la  Veg», 
who  slew  in  desperate  fight  Tarfe  the  Moor,  s 
champion  of  Herculean  strength.  Here  too  haoga 
a  portrait  which  has  long  passed  for  that  of  tlis 
nnfortnnate  Boabdil,  but  which  is  stud  to  be  thai 
of  Aben  Hud,  the  Moorish  king  from  whom  de- 
scended the  princes  of  Almeria.  From  one  of 
these  princes,  who  joined  the  standard  of  Ferdi- 
nand and  Isabella  towards  the  close  of  the  Con- 
quest, and  was  christianized  by  the  name  of  Don 
Pedro  de  Granada  Veuegas,  was  descended  the 
present  proprietor  of  the  palace,  the  Marqnis  of 
Campotejar.     The  proprietor,  however,  dwells  io 
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a  fordgn  land,  and  the  palace  has  no  longer  a 
princely  inhabitSQt. 

Yet  here  is  everything  to  delight  a  sonthern 
voluptuary :  fruita,  flowers,  fragrance,  green  ar- 
hora  and  myrtle  hedges,  delicate  air  Mid  gushing 
waters.  Here  I  had  an  opportunity  of  witnees- 
ing  those  scenes  which  painters  ore  fond  of  de- 
picting about  eouthem  palaces  and  gardens.  It 
was  the  saint's  day  of  the  count's  daughter,  and 
she  bad  brought  up  several  of  her  youthful  ooni' 
pontons  from  Graoada,  to  sport  away  a  long  sum- 
mer's day  among  the  breezy  halls  and  bowers  of 
the  Moorish  palaces.  A  visit  to  the  Generalife 
was  the  morning's  entertainmenL  Here  some 
of  the  gay  company  dispersed  itself  in  groups 
about  the  green  walks,  the  bright  fountains,  the 
flights  of  Italian  steps,  the  noble  terraces  and 
tnarble  balustrades.  Others,  among  whom  I  was 
one,  took  their  seats  in  an  open  gallery  or  colon- 
nade commanding  a  vast  prospect ;  with  the  Al- 
hambra,  the  city,  and  the  Vega,  far  below,  and  tiie 
distant  horizon  of  mountains  —  a  dreamy  worid, 
all  glimmering  to  the  eye  in  summer  sunshine. 
"While  thus  seated,  the  all-perrading  tinkling  of 
tbe  guitar  and  click  of  the  castanets  came  steal- 
ing up  from  the  valley  of  the  Darro,  and  half- 
way down  the  mountain  we  descried  a  fes^ve 
party  under  the  trees,  enjoying  themselves  in  true 
Andalusian  style  ;  some  lying  on  the  grass,  others 
dancing  to  the  music. 

All  these  sights  and  sounds,  together  with  the 
princely  seclusion  of  the  place,  ihs  sweet  quiet 
nhich  prevailed  around,  and  the  deUcions  serenity 
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of  the  weather,  had  a  witching  effect  upon  tbe 
mind,  and  drew  from  some  of  the  cMnpuij, 
versed  ia  local  etory,  several  of  the  popular  Se- 
cies and  traditions  connected  with  thb  old  Moor- 
ish palace  ;  the;  were  "  such  stuff  as  dreaniB  are 
made  of,"  but  out  of  them  I  have  shaped  the 
followiDg  legend,  which  I  hope  may  have  the 
good  fortune  to  proTe  acceptable  to  the  reader. 


«jrv  Google 


LEGEND  OF  PKINCE  AHMED  AL  KAMELj 


TEI  FILflRDI  0?  LOTX. 

I  HERE  was  once  a  Moorish  king  of  Gre- 
nada, who  had  but  one  son,  whom  he 

I  named  Ahmed,  to  which  his  courtiera 

added  the  surname  of  al  Kamel,  or  the  Perfect, 
from  the  indubitable  f  igng  of  superezcellence  which 
they  perceived  in  him  in  his  very  infancy.  The 
astrologers  countenanced  Ihem  in  their  foresight, 
predicting  everything  in  his  fevor  that  could 
make  a  perfect  prince  and  a  prosperous  sovereign. 
One  cloud  only  rested  upon  his  destiny,  and  even 
that  was  of  a  roeeate  hue :  he  would  be  of  an 
Hinorous  temperement,  and  run  great  perils  from 
the  tender  passion.  If,  however,  he  could  be  kept  . 
from  the  allurements  of  love  until  of  mature  age, 
these  dangers  would  be  averted,  and  his  life 
tJiereafter  be  one  uninterrupted  course  of  felicity. 
To  prevent  all  danger  of  the  kind,  the  king 
Tvisely  determined  to  rear  the  prince  in  a  secln- 
flioo  where  he  shonid  never  see  a  female  face, 
nor  hear  even  the  name  of  love.  For  this  pur- 
peee  he  built  a  beautiful  palace  on  the  brow  of 
the  hill  above  the  AUiambre,  in  the  midst  of  de> 


rv  Google 


286  A.N  ARABIAN  SAGE. 

lightfiil  gardens,  but  enrrouaded  by  lofty  walli, 
beiDg,ia  fact,  the  same  palace  known  at  llie  pn»- 
ent  day  by  the  name  of  the  Generalife.  Id  this 
palace  the  youthful  prince  was  shut  up,  and  m- 
trusted  to  the  guardianship  and  instruction  of 
Ebea  Bonabben,  one  of  the  wisest  and  diyest  of 
Arabian  sages,  who  had  passed  the  greatest  part 
of  hia  life  in  Egypt,  studying  hieroglyphics,  and 
making  researches  among  the  tombs  and  pyra- 
mids, and  who  saw  more  charms  in  an  Egyptian 
mummy  than  in  the  most  tempting  of  living 
beauties.  The  sage  was  ordered  to  instruct  the 
prince  in  all  kinds  of  knowledge  but  one,— he 
waa  to  be  kept  utterly  ignorant  of  love.  "  Use 
every  precaution  for  the  purpose  you  may  think 
proper,"  said  the  king,  "  but  remember,  0  Eben 
Bonabben,  if  my  son  learns  aught  of  that  forbid- 
den knowledge  while  under  your  care,  your  head 
shall  answer  for  iL"  A  withered  smile  came 
over  the  dry  visage  of  the  wise  Bonabben  at  the 
menace.  "  Let  your  majesty's  heart  be  as  easy 
about  your  son,  as  mine  is  about  my  head :  an  I 
a  man  likely  to  give  lessons  in  the  idle  passioo  ?  * 
Un<!er  ihe  vigilant  care  of  the  philosopher, 
the  prince  grew  up  in  the  seclusion  of  the  palace 
and  its  gardens.  He  had  black  slaves  to  atteod 
upon  him  —  hideous  mutes  who  knew  nothing  of 
love,  or  if  they  did,  had  not  words  to  comniuai' 
cate  it  His  mental  endowments  were  the  pe- 
culiar care  of  Ebea  Bonabben,  who  sought  to 
initiate  him  into  the  abstruse  lore  of  Egypt;  but 
in  this  the  prince  made  little  progress,  and  it 
was  soon  evident  that  he  had  no  torn  for 
philosophy. 
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He  was,  however,  amazitigly  ductile  for  a 
jrouthfnl  prince,  ready  to  follow  enj  advice,  and 
always  guided  by  the  last  counsellor.  He  BUp- 
preeaed  his  yawns,  and  listened  patiently  to  the 
long  and  learned  disconrses  of  £ben  Bonabbeo, 
irom  which  he  imbibed  a  smattering  of  varioua 
kinds  of  knowledge,  and  thus  happily  attained 
his  twentieth  year,  a  miracle  of  princely  wisdom 
—  but  totally  ignorant  of  love. 

About  this  time,  however,  a  change  came  over 
the  conduct  of  the  prince.  He  completely  aban- 
doned his  studies,  and  took  to  strolling  about  the 
gardens,  and  musing  by  the  side  of  the  fountains. 
He  had  been  taught  a  little  music  among  his  va- 
rious accomplishments  ;  it  now  engrossed  a  great 
part  of  his  time,  and  a  turn  for  poetry  became  ap- 
parent. The  sage  £ben  Bonabbeu  look  the  alarm, 
and  endeavored  to  work  these  idle  humors  out 
of  him  by  a  severe  course  of  algebra ;  but  the 
prince  turned  from  it  with  distaste.  "  I  cannot 
endure  algebra,"  said  he ;  "  it  is  an  abomination 
to  me.  I  want  something  that  speaks  more  to 
the  hearL" 

The  sage  Eben  Bonabben  shook  his  dry  head 
at  the  words.  "  Here  is  an  end  to  philosophy," 
thought  he.  "  The  prince  has  discovered  he  has 
a  heart  I "  He  now  kept  anxious  watch  upon  liis 
pupil,  and  saw  that  the  latent  tenderness  of  his 
nature  was  in  activity,  and  only  wanted  an  ol:i}ect. 
He  wandered  about  the  gardens  of  the  Gieneralife 
in  on  intoxication  of  feelings  of  which  he  knew 
not  the  cause.  Sometimes  he  would  sit  plunged 
In  a  delicious  reverie ;  then  he  would  seixe  his 
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it  in  lineal  transmission  from  Solomon  tlie  Wise, 
who  had  been  titught  it  bj  the  queen  of  Sheba. 
At  the  very  meatiou  of  such  a  study,  the  eyes.of 
the  prince  sparkled  with  animation,  and  he  applied 
himself  to  it  with  such  avidity,  that  he  soon  be- 
Game  as  great  an  adept  as  his  master. 

The  tower  of  the  Generalife  was  no  longer  a 
solitude ;  he  had  corapanions  at  hand  with  whom 
he  oould  cOQTerse.  The  first  acquaintance  he 
fermed  was  with  a  hawk,  who  built  his  nest  in  a 
crevice  of  the  lofty  battlements,  whence  he  soared 
&r  and  wide  in  quest  of  prey.  The  prince,  how- 
ever, found  little  to  like  or  esteem  in  him.  He 
was  a  mere  pirate  of  the  air,  swaggering  and 
boeatful,  whose  talk  was  all  about  rapine  and  car- 
nage, and  desperate  exptoita. 

His  next  acquaintance  was  an  owl,  a  mighty 
wise-looking  biH,  with  a  huge  head  and  staring 
eyes,  who  sat  blinking  and  goggling  all  day  in  a 
bole  in  the  wall,  but  roamed  forth  at  night.  He 
had  great  pretensions  to  wisdom,  talked  some- 
thing of  astrology  and  the  moon,  and  hinted  at 
the  dark  sciences ;  he  was  grievously  given  to 
metaphyaice,  and  the  prince  found  his  prosings 
even  more  ponderous  tbiEUi  those  of  the  sage  £ben 
Bonabben. 

Then  there  was  a  bat,  that  hung  all  day  by  hie 
heels  in  the  dark  comer  of  a  vault,  but  sallied 
oat  in  slipshod  style  at  twilight.  He,  however, 
bad  bat  twilight  ideas  on  all  subjects,  derided 
things  of  which  he  had  taken  but  an  imperfect 
view,  and  seemed  to  take  delight  in  nothing. 

Besides  these  there  was  a  swallow,  with  whom 
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the  prinoe  was  at  first  much  taken.  He  vtu  % 
smart  talker,  but  reailesa,  bustling,  aod  forerer 
on  the  wing;  seldom  remaining  long  enougb  for 
aaj  coDtinued  conversatioo.  He  turned  out  b 
the  end  to  be  a  mere  ematterer,  who  did  but  skim 
over  the  surface  of  thugs,  pretending  to  kiiov 
everything,  but  knowing  nothing  ihoroughlj. 

These  were  the  only  feathered  associates  with 
whom  the  prince  had  any  opportunity  of  eier- 
cising  bis  newly  acquired  language ;  the  tower 
was  too  high  for  any  other  birds  to  frequent  it 
He  soon  grew  weary  of  his  new  acquaintances, 
whose  conversation  spoke  so  little  to  the  bead 
and  nothing  to  the  heart,  and  gradually  relapsed 
into  hia  loneliness.  A  winter  passed  away,  spnng 
opened  with  all  its  bloom  and  verdure  and  breath- 
ing sweetness,  and  the  happy  time  arrived  for 
birds  to  pair  and  build  their  nests.  Suddenly, 
as  it  were,  a  universal  burst  of  song  and  melody 
broke  forth  from  the  groves  and  gardens  of  ihc 
Generalife,  and  reached  the  prince  in  the  solitude 
of  his  lower.  From  every  side  he  heai^i  the 
same  universal  theme  —  love  —  love  —  love  — 
chanted  forth,  and  responded  to  it  in  every  va- 
riety of  note  and  tone.  The  prince  listened  ui 
silence  and  perplexity.  "  What  can  be  this  love," 
thought  he,  "  of  which  the  world  seems  so  loll, 
«ud  of  which  I  know  nothing  ? "  He  applied 
for  information  to  his  friend  the  hawk.  The 
,-uffian  bird  answered  in  a  tone  of  scorn  :  "  Yoo 
must  apply,"  said  he,  "  to  the  vulgar  peaceable 
birds  of  earth,  who  are  made  for  the  prey  of  ua 
princes  of  the  air.     My  trade  is  war,  end  fightii^ 
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mj  delight  I  am  a  warrior,  and  know  nothing 
of  this  thing  called  love." 

The  priuce  turned  from  him  with  disgust,  and 
sought  the  owl  in  his  retreaL  "  This  is  a  bird," 
said  he,  "  of  peaceful  habits,  and  ma;  be  able  to 
solve  laj  question."  So  he  asked  the  owl  to  tell 
him  what  was  this  love  about  which  all  the  birds 
in  the  groves  below  were  singing. 

Upon  this  the  owl  put  on  a  took  of  offended 
dignity.  "  HLj  nights,"  said  he,  "  are  taken  up  in 
study  and  research,  and  my  days  in  ruiniuatiug 
in  my  cell  upon  all  that  I  have  lenml.  As  to 
these  singing  birds  of  whom  you  talk,  I  never 
listen  to  them  —  I  despise  them  and  their  themes. 
Allah  be  praised,  I  cannot  sing  ;  I  am  a  philoso- 
pher, and  know  nothing  of  this  thing  called  love." 

The  prince  now  repaired  to  the  vault,  where 
his  friend  the  bat  was  hanging  by  the  heels,  and 
propounded  the  same  question.  The  bat  wrinkled 
up  his  nose  into  a  most  snappish  expression. 
"  Why  do  you  disturb  me  in  my  morning's  nap 
with  such  an  idle  question  ?  "  said  he,  peevishly. 
"  I  only  fly  by  twilight,  when  all  birds  arc  asleep, 
and  never  trouble  myself  with  their  concerns.  1 
am  neither  bird  nor  beast,  and  I  thank  heaven 
for  it.  I  have  found  out  the  villany  of  the  whole 
of  them,  and  hate  tbem  one  and  alL  In  a  word, 
I  am  a  misanthrope  —  and  know  nothing  of  this 
thing  called  love." 

As  a  last  resort,  the  prince  now  sought  the 
Bvrallow,  aud  stopped  him  just  as  he  was  circling 
about  the  summit  of  the  tower.  The  swallow, 
OB  usual,  was  in  a  prodigious  hurry,  and   had 
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■carce  time  to  make  a  reply.  "  Upoo  my  word,* 
said  he,  "  I  have  so  much  public  business  to  at- 
tend to,  and  so  many  pursuits  to  follow,  that  I 
have  had  no  time  to  think  on  the  subject  I 
have  every  day  a  thousand  visits  to  pay ;  a  tfaon- 
SAiid  affairs  of  importance  to  examine  into,  that 
leave  me  not  a  moment  of  leisure  for  these  little 
sing-song  matters.  In  a  word,  I  am  a  citizen  of 
the  world  —  I  know  nothing  of  this  thing  caUed 
love."  So  saying,  the  swallow  dived  into  the 
valley,  and  was  out  of  sight  in  a  moment. 

The  prince  remained  disappointed  and  per- 
plexed, but  with  his  curiosity  still  more  piqued 
by  the  difficulty  of  gratifjnng  it  While  in  thb 
mood,  his  ancient  guardian  entered  the  tower. 
The  prince  advanced  eagerly  to  meet  him,  "  O 
Eben  Eonabben,"  cried  he,  '■  thou  hast  revealed 
to  me  much  of  the  wisdom  of  the  earth ;  but 
there  is  one  thing  of  which  I  remain  in  utter  ig- 
norance, and  would  fain  be  inlbrmed." 

"  My  prince  has  but  to  make  the  inquiry,  and 
everything  within  the  limited  range  of  his  ser- 
vant's intellect  is  at  his  command." 

"  Tell  me  then,  O  most  profound  of  sages, 
what  is  the  nature  of  this  thing  called  love?" 

Eben  Bonabben  was  struck  as  with  a  thundei^ 
bolt.  He  trembled  and  turned  pale,  and  felt  as 
if  his  head  sat  but  loosely  on  his  shouldws. 

"  What  could  suggest  such  a  question  to  my 
prince,  —  where  could  he  have  learnt  so  idle  a 
word?" 

The  prince  led  him  to  the  window  of  the  tower. 
*  Listen,  O  Eben  Bonabben,"  said  be.     The  sage 
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lietened.  The  uightingale  sat  in  a  thicket  belotv 
the  tower,  singing  to  bis  paramour  the  rose  ;  from 
ereiy  blossomed  spraj'  and  tufled  grove  rose  a 
etrain  of  melody  \  and  love  —  love  —  love  —  was 
stitl  the  unvarying  strain. 

"  Allah  Akbar  !  God  is  great ! "  exclaimed  the 
wise  Bonabben.  "  Wbo  shall  pretend  lo  keep 
Ibis  secret  from  the  heart  of  man,  when  even  the 
birds  of  the  air  conspire  to  betray  it  ?  " 

Then  tnruing  to  Ahmed  —  "  O  my  prince," 
cried  he,  "shut  thine  ears  to  these  seductive 
strains.  Close  thy  mind  against  this  dangerous 
knowledge.  Know  that  this  love  is  the  cause  of 
half  the  ills  of  wretched  mortality.  It  is  this 
which  produces  bitterness  and  strife  between 
brethren  and  friends ;  which  causes  treacherous 
murder  and  desolating  war.  Care  and  sorrow, 
weary  days  and  sleepless  nights,  are  its  attendants. 
It  withers  the  bloom  and  blights  the  joy  of  youth, 
and  brings  on  the  ills  and  griefs  of  premature 
old  age.  Allah  preserve  thee,  my  prince,  in  total 
jgDorance  of  this  thing  called  love  ! " 

The  sage  Eben  Bonabben  hastily  retired,  leav- 
ing the  prince  plunged  in  stiU  deeper  perplexity. 
It  was  in  vain  be  attempted  to  dismiss  the  sub- 
ject from  his  mind ;  it  still  continued  uppermost 
in  bis  thoughts,  and  teased  and  exhausted  bim 
with  vain  conjectures.  Surely,  said  he  to  himself, 
as  be  listened  to  the  tuneful  strains  of  the  birds, 
(here  is  no  sorrow  in  those  notes ;  everything 
seems  tenderness  and  joy.  If  love  be  a  cause  of 
each  wretchedness  and  strife,  why  are  not  these 
birds  droc^tng  in  solitude,  or  tearing  each  other 
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in  pieoea,  ioEtead  of  fluttering  cheerfully  about 
the  groces,  or  sporting  with  each  other  among 
flowers  ? 

He  lay  one  mombg  on  his  couch,  meditating 
on  this  inexplicable  matter.  The  window  of  his 
chamber  was  open  to  admit  the  soft  morning 
breeze,  which  came  laden  with  the  perfume  of 
orang^-bloesoms  from  the  valley  of  the  Darro. 
The  voice  of  the  nightingale  was  faintly  heard, 
still  chanting  the  wonted  theme.  As  the  prince 
was  listening  and  sighing,  there  was  a  sudden 
rushing  noise  in  the  air ;  a  beautiful  dove,  pur- 
sned  by  a  hawk,  darted  in  at  the  window,  and 
fell  panting  on  the  floor,  while  the  pursuer, 
balked  of  his  prey,  soared  off  to  the  raonotains. 

The  prince  look  up  the  gasping  bird,  smoothed 
its  feathers,  and  nestled  it  in  his  bosom.  When 
he  had  soothed  it  by  his  caresses,  he  put  it  in  a 
golden  cage,  and  offered  it,  with  his  own  hands, 
the  whitest  and  finest  of  wheat  and  the  purest  of 
water.  The  bird,  however,  refused  food,  and  sat 
drooping  and  pining,  and  uttering  piteous  moans. 

"  What  aileth  thee  ?  "  said  Ahmed.  "  Hnst 
tliou  not  everything  thy  heart  can  wish  ?  " 

"Alas,  no  I"  replied  the  dove;  "am  I  not 
separated  from  the  partner  of  my  heart,  aod  thai 
too  in  the  happy  spring-time,  the  very  season  of 
love ! " 

"  Of  love !  "  echoed  Ahmed.  "  I  pray  thee, 
my  pretty  bird,  canst  thou  then  tell  me  what  is 

"  Too  well  can  I,  my  prince.  It  is  the  tor- 
ment of  one,  the  felicity  of  two,  the  strilb  and 
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enmity  of  three.  It  ia  a  cbarm  which  draws 
two  beings  together,  and  uailes  them  \>j  delidoiu 
s^mipathies,  making  it  h^pinesa  to  be  with  each 
other,  but  misery  to  be  apart.  Ia  there  no  being 
to  whom  you  are  drawn  by  these  ties  of  tender 
affection  ?" 

"  I  like  my  old  teacher  Eben  Bonabben  better 
than  any  other  being ;  but  he  ia  oflen  tedious, 
and  I  occasionaUy  feel  myself  happier  without 
his  society." 

"  That  is  not  the  ejrmpathy  I  mean.  I  speak 
of  love,  the  great  mystery  and  principle  of  life  ; 
the  intoxicating  revel  of  youth  ;  the  sober  delight 
of  age.  Look  forth,  ray  prince,  and  behold  how 
at  this  blest  season  ftU  nature  is  full  of  love. 
Every  created  being  has  its  mate ;  the  most  in- 
significant bird  sings  to  its  paramour ;  the  very 
beetle  wooes  ita  lady-beetle  in  the  dusi,  and  yon 
butterflies  which  you  see  flattering  high  above 
the  tower  and  toying  in  the  air,  are  htippy  in  each 
other's  loves.  Alns,  my  pHnce  I  hast  thou  spent 
so  many  of  the  precious  days  of  youth  without 
knowing  anything  of  love  ?  Is  there  no  gentle 
being  of  another  sex  —  no  beautiful  princess  iKir 
lovely  damsel  who  has  ensnared  your  heart,  and 
filled  your  bosom  with  a  soft  tumult  of  pleasing 
pains  and  tender  wiahes  ?  " 

"  I  begin  to  understand,"  stud  the  prince,  sigh- 
ing ;  "  such  a  tumult  I  have  more  than  once  ex- 
perienced, without  knowing  the  cause  ;  and  where 
«houtd  I  seek  for  an  otject  such  as  you  describe. 
In  thia  dismal  solitude  P" 

A  little  further  conversation  ensued,  and  the 
ant  amatory  lesson  of  the  prince  was  complete. 
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lo  him,  therefore,  the  predictions  of  the  astrologers 
and  the  precautionx  that  had  heen  tAken  in  his 
education  to  avert  Ihe  threatened  evils.  "  And 
jow,  my  prince,"  added  Le,  "  my  life  is  in  your 
hands.  Let  the  king  your  father  discover  that 
you  have  learned  the  passion  of  love  while  under 
my  guardianship,  and  my  head  must  answer  fov 
it." 

The  prince  was  as  reasonahle  as  most  young 
men  of  his  age,  and  easily  listened  to  the  reinon- 
Btrances  of  his  tutor,  since  nothing  pleaded  against 
them.  Besides,  he  really  was  attached  lo  Eben 
Bonabben,  and  being  as  yet  but  thearelically  ac- 
quainted with  the  paeeiou  of  love,  he  consented 
to  confine  the  knowledge  of  it  to  his  own  bosom, 
rather  than  endanger  the  bend  of  the  philosopher. 

His  discretion  was  doomed,  however,  to  be  put 
to  stilt  further  proofe.  A  few  mornings  after- 
wards, as  he  was  ruminating  on  die  battlements 
of  the  tower,  the  dove  which  liad  been  released 
by  him  came  hovering  in  the  air,  and  alighted 
fearlessly  upon  his  shoulder. 

The  prince  fondled  it  lo  his  heart.  "  Happy 
bird,"  said  he,  "  who  can  fty,  as  it  were,  with  the 
wings  of  the  morning  to  the  uttermost  parte  of  the 
earth.     Where  hast  thou  been  since  we  parted  ?  " 

"  In  a  tar  country,  my  prince,  whence  I  bring 
yon  tidings  in  reward  for  my  liberty.  In  the 
wild  compass  of  my  flight,  which  extends  over 
plain  and  mounlain,  as  I  was  soaring  in  the  air,  I 
beheld  below  me  a  delightful  garden  with  all 
kinds  of  fruils  and  flowers.  It  was  in  a  green 
oieadov,  on  the  banks  of  a  wandering  stream ; 
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and  in  the  centre  of  the  garden  was  ti  stately 
palace.  I  alighted  in  one  of  tlie  bowers  to  repose 
aS\eT  my  weary  flight.  On  the  green  bank  belovr 
me  was  a  youthful  princess,  in  the  very  sweetnesia 
and  bloom  of  her  years.  She  was  surrounded 
by  female  attendants,  young  like  herself,  who 
decked  lier  with  garlands  and  coronets  of  flowers  ; 
but  no  flower  of  field  or  garden  could  compare 
with  her  for  loveliness.  Here,  however,  she 
bloomed  in  secret,  for  the  garden  was  surrounded 
by  high  walls,  and  no  mortal  man  was  permitted 
to  enter.  When  I  beheld  this  beauteous  maid, 
thus  yoting  and  innocent  and  unspotted  by  the 
world,  I  thought,  here  is  the  being  formed  by 
heaven  to  inspire  my  prince  with  love." 

Tlie  (lescripiion  was  a  spark  of  fire  to  the  com- 
bustible tienrt  of  Ahmed ;  all  the  latent  amorous- 
ness of  his  temperiiracnt  had  at  once  found  an 
object,  and  lie  conceived  an  immeiuurable  passion 
for  the  prince^?.  He  wrole  a  letter,  couched  in 
the  most  impaa.siotied  language,  breathing  his  fer- 
vent devoliiiii,  but  bewailing  the  unhappy  thral- 
dom of  his  person,  which  prevented  him  from 
seeking  her  ou(  and  throwing  hirntielf  at  her  feet. 
He  added  couplets  of  the  most  tender  and  moving 
eloquence,  for  he  was  a  poet  by  nature,  and  in- 
spired by  love.  He  addres.-<ed  his  letter  —  "  To 
the  Unknown  Beauty,  from  the  captive  Priiico 
Ahmed  i "  then  perfumiug  it  with  musk  and  rosea, 
he  gave  it  lo  the  dove. 

"  Away,  trustiest  of  messengers  !  "  said  he. 
**  Fly  over  mountain,  and  valley,  and  river,  and 
plain ;  rest  not  in  bower,  nor  set  foot  on  earth, 
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until  thou  boat  given  tbis  letter  to  the  mistress  of 
my  heart," 

The  dove  soared  high  io  air,  and  taking  his 
coarse  darted  away  in  one  nndeviating  direction. 
The  prince  followed  him  with  his  eye  until  he 
was  a  mere  speck  on  a  cloud,  and  gradually  dia- 
nppeared  behind  a  mountain. 

Day  afier  day  he  watched  for  the  return  of 
the  messenger  of  love,  but  he  watched  in  vain. 
He  began  to  accose  him  of  foi^tfiilness,  when 
lowardu  sunset  one  evening  the  faithful  bird  flut- 
tered into  his  apartment,  and  tailing  at  his  feet 
expired.  The  arrow  of  some  wanton  archer  had 
pierced  his  breast,  yet  he  had  struggled  with  the 
liogerings  of  life  to  execute  hia  mission.  As  the 
prince  bent  with  grief  over  this  gentle  martyr  to 
lidelity,  he  beheld  a  chain  of  pearls  round  bis 
tKck,  attached  to  which,  beneath  bis  wing,  was  a 
small  enamelled  picture.  It  represented  a  lovely 
princess  in  the  very  flower  of  her  years.  It  was 
doubtless  the  unknown  beauty  of  the  garden; 
but  who  and  where  was  she  ? —  how  had  she  re- 
ceived his  letter  ?  and  was  this  picture  sent  as  a 
token  of  her  approval  iri'  his  passion  ?  Unfor- 
tunately the  death  of  the  faithful  dove  letl  every- 
thing in  mystery  and  doubt. 

The  prince  gazed  on  the  picture  till  his  eyes 
swam  with  teai-a.  He  pressed  it  to  his  lips  and 
to  hia  heart ;  he  aat  for  hours  contemplating  it 
almost  in  an  agony  of  tenderness.  "  Beautiful 
(mage  '. "  said  he,  "  alas,  thou  art  but  an  image  ! 
Yet  thy  dewy  eyea  beam  tenderly  upon  me ; 
thoee  rosy  hps  look  as  though  they  would  apeak 
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eDcouragement ;  vain  fanines !  Have  tbef  not 
looked  the  same  on  some  more  liapp;  rival? 
But  where  in  this  wide  world  shall  1  hope  to 
find  the  original  ?  Who  knows  what  mountains, 
what  realms  may  separate  us ;  what  ailvene 
chances  may  intervene  F  Perhaps  now,  even  now, 
lovers  may  be  crowding  amuud  her,  wliile  I  sit 
here  a  prisoner  in  a  tower,  wasting  my  time  in 
adoration  of  a  painted  shadow." 

The  resolution  of  Prince  Ahmed  was  taken. 
"  I  will  fly  from  thb  palace,"  said  he,  "  which  has 
become  an  odious  prison;  aud,  a  pilgrim  of  love, 
will  seek  this  unknown  princess  throughout  the 
world."  To  escape  from  the  tower  tu  the  day, 
when  every  one  was  awake,  might  be  a  difficult 
matter ;  but  at  night  the  palace  was  slightly 
guarded  ;  fur  no  one  apprehended  any  attempt  of 
the  kind  from  the  priuce,  who  had  always  been  eo 
passive  in  his  captivity.  How  was  he  to  guide 
himself,  however,  in  his  darkling  flight,  being 
ignorant  of  the  country  ?  He  bethought  him  of 
the  owl,  who  was  accustomed  to  roam  at  night, 
and  must  know  every  by-lane  and  secret  pafs. 
Seeking  tiim  in  his  hermitage,  he  questioned  him 
touching  his  knowledge  of  the  land.  Upon  this 
the  owl  put  on  a  mighty  self-important  look 
"  You  must  know,  0  prince,"  said  he,  "  that  we 
owla  are  of  a  very  ancient  and  CKtensive  family, 
though  rather  fallen  to  decay,  and  possess  ruinoua 
castles  and  palaces  in  all  parts  of  Spain.  There 
is  scarcely  a  tower  of  the  mounttuns,  or  a  for- 
tress of  the  plains,  or  an  old  citadel  of  a  city,  but 
has  some  brother,  or  uncle,  or  cousin,  qniuieied 
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in  it  i  and  in  going  the  muads  to  visit  this  my 
DumerouB  kindred,  I  hnve  pried  into  every  nook 
and  comer,  and  made  myself  acquainted  with 
every  secret  of  the  land," 

The  prince  was  oveijoyed  to  find  the  owl  so 
deeply  versed  in  topography,  and  now  infbnned 
bin),  in  confidence,  of  his  tender  passion  and  his 
mtended  elopement,  urging  him  to  be  his  compan- 
ion and  counsellor. 

"  <3o  to!"  said  the  owl,  with  a  look  of  dis- 
pleasure ;  "  am  I  a  bird  to  engage  in  a  love- 
nflair?  —  I,  whose  whole  time  ia  devoted  to  medi- 
tation and  the  moon  ?  " 

"Be  not  offended,  most  solemn  owl,"  replied 
the  prince  ;  "  abstract  thyself  for  a  time  from 
loeditution  and  the  moon,  and  aid  me  in  my  flight, 
and  thou  shalt  have  whatever  heart  can  wish." 

"  I  have  that  already,"  said  the  owl :  "  a  few 
mice  are  sufficient  for  my  frugal  table,  aod  this 
hole  in  the  wall  is  spacious  enough  for  my 
studies ;  and  what  more  does  a  philosopher  like 
myself  desire  ?  " 

"  Bethink  thee,  most  wise  owl,  that  while  mop- 
ing in  thy  cell  and  gazing  at  the  moon,  all  thy 
talents  are  lost  to  the  world.  I  shall  one  day 
be  a  sovereign  prince,  and  may  advance  thee  to 
some  post  of  honor  and  dignity." 

The  owl,  though  a  philosopher  and  above  the 
ordinary  wants  of  life,  was  not  above  ambition ; 
K>  be  was  finally  prevailed  on  to  elope  with  the 
prince,  and  be  his  guide  and  mentor  in  his  pil- 
^mage. 

The  plans  of  a  lover  are  promptly  executed. 
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The  prince  collected  all  his  jewels,  and  conccflkd 
tbem  about  bis  person  as  travelling  funds.  lliRt 
very  night  he  lowered  himself  by  his  scarf  from 
a  baloony  of  the  tower,  clambered  over  the  oater 
walls  of  the  Geueralife,  and,  guided  by  the  owl, 
made  good   his   escape    before    momic^  to  the 


He  cow  held  a  council  with  bis  mentor  as  tc 
his  future  course. 

"  Blight  I  advise,"  said  the  owl,  "  I  woald  rec- 
ommend you  to  repair  to  Seville.  You  tnnst 
know  tliat  many  years  since  I  was  on  a  viail  lo 
an  uncle,  an  owl  of  great  dignity  and  power,  who 
lived  in  a  ruined  wing  of  the  Alcaxar  of  ttmt 
place.  In  my  hoverings  at  night  over  the  nty  I 
freqaently  remarked  a  light  burning  in  a  loaely 
tower.  At  length  I  ah'ghted  on  the  battlements, 
and  found  it  to  proceed  from  the  lamp  of  so 
Arabian  magician  :  he  was  surrounded  by  his 
magic  books,  aod  on  his  shoulder  was  perdied 
his  familiar,  an  ancient  raren  who  had  come  wth 
him  from  Egypt.  I  am  acquainted  wilh  that 
raven,  and  owe  to  him  a  great  part  of  the  knowl- 
edge I  possess.  The  magician  is  since  dead,  but 
the  raven  still  inhabita  the  lower,  for  these  birds 
are  of  wonderful  long  life.  I  would  advise  you, 
0  prince,  to  seek  that  raven,  for  he  is  a  sooth- 
sayer and  a  conjurer,  and  deals  in  the  black  art, 
for  which  all  ravens,  and  especially  those  of  £g;pl) 
are  renowned." 

The  prince  was  struck  with  the  wisdom  of 
this  advice,  and  accordingly  bent  his  coui'se  to- 
wards Seville.     He  travelled  only  in  the  nighl 
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to  accommodate  his  companion,  and  lay  \>y  during 
the  day  in  some  dark  cavern  or  mouldering 
watob-tower,  for  the  owl  knew  every  hiding-tiote 
of  the  kind,  and  had  a  meet  antiquarian  taste  for 

At  length  one  morning  at  daybreak  they 
reached  the  city  of  Seville,  where  the  owl,  who 
hated  the  glare  and  bustle  of  crowded  streets, 
halted  without  the  gate,  and  took  np  his  quar- 
ters  in  a  hollow  tree. 

The  prince  entered  the  gate,  and  readily  found 
the  magic  tower,  wlilcb  rose  above  tbe  bouses  of 
the  city,  as  a  palm-tree  rises  al>ove  the  shrubs  of 
the  desert ;  it  was  in  fact  the  eame  tower  stand- 
ing At  the  present  day,  and  known  as  the  Giralda, 
the  famous  Moori;th  Cower  of  Seville. 

The  prince  ascended  by  a  great  winding  stair- 
case to  the  summit  of  the  tower,  where  he  found 
the  cabalistic  raven, — an  old,  mysterious,  gray- 
beaded  bird,  ragged  in  feather,  with  a  Glm  over 
one  eye  that  gave  him  the  glare  of  a  spectre. 
He  was  perched  on  one  leg,  with  his  head  turned 
on  one  side,  poring  with  his  remaining  eye  on  a 
diagram  described  on  tbe  pavement. 

The  prince  approached  bim  with  tbe  awe  and 
reverence  naturally  inspired  by  his  venerable  ap- 
pearance and  supernatural  wisdom.  "  Pardon 
me,  most  andant  and  darkly  wise  raven,"  ex- 
claimed be,  "  if  for  a  moment  I  interrupt  those 
studies  which  are  the  wonder  of  the  world.  You 
behold  before  you  a  votary  of  love,  who  would 
tain  seek  your  counsel  how  to  obtain  the  object 
ti  his  passion." 
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"  In  Other  words,"  said  the  raven,  with  n  gig 
nificant  look,  "  you  seek  to  try  my  skill  in  pai- 
misty.  Come,  show  me  your  hand,  and  let  me 
decipher  the  mysterious  lines  of  fortune." 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  the  prince,  "  I  come  not  (o 
pry  into  the  decrees  of  fate,  which  are  hidden  by 
Allah  from  the  eyes  of  monals ;  I  am  n  pilgrim 
of  love,  and  seek  but  to  find  a  clue  to  the  object 
of  ray  pilgrimage." 

"  And  can  you  be  at  any  loss  for  an  object  in 
amorous  Andalusia  ?  "  said  the  old  raven,  leering 
upon  him  with  his  single  eye  ;  "  above  all,  am 
you  be  at  a  loss  in  wanton  Seville,  where  black- 
eyed  damsels  dance  the  zambra  under  every 
oi'ange  grove?" 

The  prince  blushed,  and  was  somewhat  shodied 
at  hearing  an  old  bird  with  one  foot  in  the  grare 
talk  thus  loosely.  "  Believe  me,"  said  he,  gravel)', 
"  I  am  on  none  such  light  and  vagrant  errand  ns 
thou  dost  insinuate.  The  black-eyed  dnmBek  of 
Andalusia  who  dance  among  the  orange  groves 
of  the  Guadalquivir  ore  as  naught  to  me.  I  seek 
one  unknown  but  immaculate  beauty,  the  originnl 
of  this  picture  ;  and  I  beseech  thee,  most  potent 
raven,  if  it  be  within  the  scope  of  thy  knowledge 
or  the  reach  of  thy  art,  inform  me  where  she 
may  be  found." 

The  gray-headed  raven  was  rebuked  by  the 
gravity  of  llie  prince. 

"  What  know  I,"  replied  he,  dryly,  "  of  youth 
and  beauty  ?  my  visits  are  to  the  old  and  vjlb- 
ered,  not  the  fresh  and  fair :  the  harbinger  of 
fate  am  I ;  who  croak  bodings  of  death  from  ibe 
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Aimney-top,  and  flap  my  wings  at  the  8i<^  man's 
window.  You  must  seek  elsewhere  for  tidings  of 
your  nnknown  beauty," 

"  And  where  can  I  Beek  if  not  among  the 
BODS  of  wisdom,  versed  in  the  book  of  destiny  ? 
Enow  that  I  am  a  royal  prince,  fated  by  the 
Btais,  and  sent  on  a  mysterious  enterprise  on 
which  may  hang  the  destiny  of  empires." 

When  the  raven  heard  that  it  was  a  matter  of 
vast  moment,  in  which  the  stars  took  interest,  he 
changed  his  tone  and  manner,  and  listened  with 
profound  attention  to  the  story  of  the  prince. 
When  it  was  conctnded,  he  replied,  "  Touching 
this  princess,  I  can  give  thee  no  informnlion  of 
myself,  for  my  flight  is  not  among  gardens,  oi 
around  ladies'  bowers ;  but  hie  thee  to  CordovH, 
seek  the  palm-tree  of  the  great  Abderahman, 
which  stands  in  the  court  of  the  principal  mosque  : 
at  the  foot  of  it  thou  wilt  find  a  great  traveller 
who  has  visited  all  countries  and  courts,  and  been 
a  favorite  with  queens  and  princesses.  He  will 
give  thee  tidings  of  ihe  object  of  tliey  search." 

"Many  thanks  for  this  predons  information," 
said  the  prince.     "  Farewell,  most  venerable  con- 

"  Farewell,  pilgrim  of  love,"  said  the  raven, 
dryly,  and  again  fell  to  pondering  on  the  diagram. 

The  -prince  sallied  forth  from  Seville,  sought 
his  fellow-traveller  the  owl,  who  was  still  dozing 
u  the  hollow  tree,  and  set  off  for  Cordova. 

He  approached  it  along  hanging  gardens,  and 
orange  Mid  citron  groves,  overlooking  the  fiiir 
valley  of  the   Guadalquivir.     When  arrived  at 
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its  gates  the  owl  flew  up  to  a  dnrk  hole  in  the 
nail,  aikd  the  prince  proceeded  iu  que^t  of  ihe 
palm-tree  planted  in  days  of  yore  by  tlie  great 
Abderahraan.  It  stood  in  the  midst  of  tie  grenl 
court  of  the  mosque,  towering  from  amidst  orange 
and  cypress  trees.  Dervisea  and  Faquiis  were 
seated  in  groups  under  the  clotatera  of  the  court, 
and  many  of  the  faithful  were  performing  their 
ablutions  at  the  fountains  before  entering  the 
moaque. 

At  the  foot  of  the  palm-tree  was  a  crowd  lis- 
tening to  the  words  of  one  who  appeared  to  be 
talking  with  great  volubility.  "  This,"  said  the 
prinee  to  himself,  "  must  be  the  great  trareller 
who  is  to  give  me  tidings  of  the  uiikuown  prin- 
cess." He  mingled  in  the  crowd,  but  was  as- 
tonished to  perceive  that  they  were  all  lisleiiiog 
to  a  parrot,  who  with  his  bright-green  coat,  prag- 
matical eye,  and  consequential  top-knot,  httd  the 
air  of  a  bird  on  excellent  terms  with  himself. 

"  How  is  this,"  aaid  the  prince  to  one  of  the 
by-standers,  "  that  so  many  grave  peraous  can 
be  delighted  with  the  garrulity  of  a  chattering 
bird?" 

"  You  know  not  whom  you  speak  of,"  said  the 
other ;  "  this  parrot  is  a  descendant  of  the  fa- 
mous parrot  of  Persia,  renowned  for  his  story-tell- 
ing talent.  He  has  all  the  learning  of  the  East 
at  the  tip  of  bis  tongue,  and  can  quote  poetry 
as  fast  as  be  can  talk.  He  has  visited  varioni 
foreign  courts,  where  he  has  been  considered  on 
oracle  of  erudition.  He  has  been  a  universal 
iftTorite  also  with  the  fair  sex,  who  have  a  vast 
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Hdmimtion  for  erudite  parrots  that  can  quote 
poetry." 

"  Enough,"  said  the  prince,  "  I  will  hnre  some 
private  talk  with  this  distinguished  traveller." 

He  sought  a  private  interview,  and  expounded 
the  nature  of  his  errand.  He  hud  scarcely  men- 
tioned it  when  the  parrot  burst  into  a  fit  of  dry 
rickety  laughter,  that  absolutely  brought  tears 
into  his  eyes.  "  Excuse  my  merriment,"  stud  he, 
'  but  the  mere  mention  of  love  always  sets  me 
laughing." 

The  prince  was  shocked  at  this  ill-timed  mirth, 
"le  not  love,"  said  be.  "the  great  mystery  of 
nature,  the  secret  principle  of  Ufe,  the  universal 
bond  of  sympathy?" 

"  A  fig's  end  !  "  cried  the  parrot,  interrupting 
him ;  **  prithee  where  hast  thou  learned  this  sen- 
timental jargon  ?  trust  me,  love  is  quite  out  of 
vogue  ;  one  never  hears  of  it  in  the  company  of 
wits  and  people  of  refinement." 

The  prince  sighed  as  he  recalled  the  different 
language  of  his  friend  the  dove.  But  this  parrot, 
thought  he,  has  lived  about  the  court,  he  affects 
the  wit  and  the  fine  gentleman,  he  knows  nothing 
of  the  thing  called  love-  Unwilling  to  provoke 
any  more  ridicule  of  the  sentiment  which  filled  his 
heart,  he  now  directed  his  inquiries  to  the  imme- 
diate purport  of  his  visit 

**  Tell  me,"  said  he. "  most  accomplished  parrot, 
Iboa  who  hast  everywhere  been  admitted  to  the 
moet  secret  bowers  of  beauty,  hast  thou  in  the 
course  of  thy  travels  met  with  the  original  of  this 
portrait  ? " 
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Tlie  parrot  look  the  picture  in  hii  daw, 
turned  hia  head  from  side  to  side,  and  examined  it 
curiously  with  either  eye.  "  Upon  my  honor," 
Baid  he,  "  a  very  prelty  face,  very  pretly ;  but 
then  one  sees  so  many  pretty  women  in  one's 
travels  that  one  can  hardly  —  but  hold  —  bless 
me  \  now  I  look  at  it  again  —  sure  enough 
ihis  is  the  'Princess  Aldegonda :  how  could  I 
forget  one  that  b  so  prodigious  a  favorite  with 
me!" 

"  The  Princess  Aldegonda  ! "  echoed  the  prince  ( 
"  and  where  is  she  to  be  found  ?  " 

"  Softly,  softly,"  said  the  parrot,  "  easier  to  be 
found  than  gained.  She  is  the  only  daughter  of 
the  Christian  king  who  reigns  at  Toledo,  and  is 
shut  up  from  the  world  until  her  sevetiteenih 
birthday,  on  account  of  some  prediction  of  those 
meddlesome  fellows  the  astrologers.  You  'U  not 
get  a  sight  of  her  ;  no  morlnl  man  can  see  her. 
I  was  admitted  to  her  presence  to  entertain  her, 
and  I  assure  you,  un  the  word  of  a  parrot  who 
has  seen  the  world,  I  havo  conversed  with  much 
sillier  princesses  iu  my  time." 

"  A  word  in  confidence,  my  dear  parrot,"  said 
the  prince.  "  I  am  heir  to  a  kingdom,  and  shall 
oue  day  sit  upon  a  throne.  I  see  that  you  are  a 
bird  of  parts,  and  understand  the  world.  Help 
me  to  gain  possession  of  this  princess,  and  I  will 
advance  you  to  some  distinguished  place  about 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  said  the  parrot ;  "  bul 
let  it  be  a  sinecure  if  possible,  for  we  wits  han 
a  a;reat  dislike  to  labor." 
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Arrangement  were  promptly  made  ;  the  prince 
sallied  forth  from  Cordova  through  the  rame 
gitte  by  which  be  bad  entered  ;  c^led  the  owl 
down  from  the  hole  in  the  wall,  introduced  him 
to  hia  new  travelliug  companion  as  a  brother  sa- 
vant, and  away  they  set  off  on  their  journey. 

They  travelled  much  more  slowly  tlian  accorded 
'with  the  impatience  of  the  prince ;  but  the  parrot 
was  accustomed  to  high  life,  and  did  not  like  to 
be  disturbed  early  in  the  morning.  The  owl,  on 
the  other  hand,  was  for  sleeping  at  mid-day,  and 
lost  a  great  deal  of  time  by  his  long  siestas.  His 
antiquarian  taste  also  was  in  the  way  ;  for  he  in- 
sisted on  pausing  and  inspecting  every  ruin,  and 
bad  long  legemlary  tales  to  tell  about  every  old 
tower  tuid  castle  in  the  country.  The  prince  bad 
supposed  that  he  and  the  parrot,  being  both  birds 
of  learning,  would  delight  in  each  other's  society, 
but  never  bad  he  been  nwre  mistaken.  They 
were  eternally  bickering.  The  one  was  a  wit, 
the  other  a  philosopher.  The  parrot  quoted  po- 
etry, was  critical  on  new  readings  and  eloquent 
on  small  points  of  erudition  ;  the  owl  treated  all 
such  knowledge  as  trifling,  and  relished  nothing 
but  nielophysics.  Then  the  parrot  would  siii^ 
songa  Hud  repeat  boa  tooU  and  crack  jokes  upon 
bis  solemn  neighbor,  and  laugh  outrageously 
at  bis  own  wit ;  all  which  proceedings  the  owl 
considered  as  a  grievous  invasion  of  his  dignity, 
and  would  scowl  and  sulk  and  swell,  and  be  si- 
lent for  a  whole  day  together. 

The  prinoB  heeded  not  the  wranglings  of  his 
compauions,    being    wrapped  up    in  the   dreams 
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of  his  own  fancy  and  the  coDtempIation  of  Hat 
portrait  of  the  beautilul  princess.  In  thia  vraj 
they  journeyed  through  the  stem  passes  of  the 
Sierra  Morena,  across  the  sunhnrut  plains  of  La 
Mancha  and  Castile,  aod  along  the  banks  of  the 
"  Golden  Tagus,"  which  winds  its  wizard  mazes 
over  one  half  of  Spain  and  Portugal  At  length 
they  came  in  sight  of  a  strong  city  with  mils 
and  towers  built  on  a  rocky  promontory,  roood 
the  foot  of  which  the  Tagus  circled  with  brawl- 
ing yiolence. 

"  Beholil,"  exclaimed  the  owl,  "  the  audent  and 
renowned  city  of  Toledo ;  a  city  famous  for  its 
antiquities.  Behold  those  venerable  domes  and 
towers,  hoary  with  time  and  clothed  with  legen- 
dary gnmdeur,  in  which  ao  noany  of  my  ancestors 
have  meditated." 

"  Pish  I "  cried  the  parrot,  interrupting  his 
solemn  antiquarian  rapture,  "  what  have  we  lo 
do  with  anb'quities,  and  legerids,  and  your  ances- 
try? Behold  what  is  more  to  the  purpose  — 
behold  the  abode  of  youth  and  beauty  —  behold 
at  length,  0  prince,  the  abode  of  yonr  long-sougbt 
princess," 

The  prince  looked  b  the  direction  indicsted 
by  the  parrot,  and  beheld,  in  a  delightful  green 
meadow  on  the  banks  of  the  Tagus,  a  staleiy 
palace  rbing  from  amidst  the  bowers  of  a  deli- 
cious garden.  It  was  just  such  a  place  as  had 
been  described  by  the  dove  as  the  residence  or 
the  original  of  the  picture.  He  gazed  at  it  wilh 
a  thvobbing  heart ;  "  perhtqw  at  this  momeut," 
thought   he,  "  the  beautifiil  priuuess  is  Bportiii| 
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beneath  those  shady  bowers,  or  [>adiig  with  deli 
cate  step  those  stately  terraces,  or  reposing  be- 
Deatii  thoee  lofly  roofe  1 "  As  he  looked  more 
narrowly,  he  perceived  that  the  walls  of  the  gar- 
den were  of  great  height,  so  as  to  defy  access, 
while  numbers  of  armed  guards  patrolled  around 

The  prince  turned  to  the  parrot.  "  0  most 
accomplished  of  birds,"  said  he,  "  thou  hast  tha 
g;ift  of  human  speech.  Hie  thee  to  yon  garden  ; 
Beek  the  idol  of  my  soul,  and  tell  her  that  Prince 
Ahmed,  a  pilgrim  of  love,  and  guided  by  the 
stars,  has  arrived  in  quest  of  her  on  the  flowery 
banks  of  the  Tagus." 

The  parrot,  proud  of  his  embatoy,  flew  away 
to  the  ganlen,  mounted  above  its  lofty  walls,  and 
after  soaring  for  a  time  over  the  lawns  and  groves, 
alighted  on  the  balcony  of  a  pavilion  that  over- 
hung the  river.  Here,  looking  in  at  the  case- 
ment, he  beheld  the  princess  reclining  on  a  couch, 
with  her  eyes  fixed  on  a  paper,  while  tears  gently 
stole  after  each  other  down  her  pallid  cheek. 

Pluming  his  wings  for  a  moment,  adjusting  his 
bright-green  coat,  and  elevating  his  top-knot,  tlie 
parrot  perched  himself  beside  her  with  a  gallant 
air }  then  assuming  a  tenderness  of  tone,  "  Dry 
thy  tears,  most  beautiful  of  princesses,"  said  he ; 
"  1  come  to  bring  sohice  to  thy  heart" 

The  princess  was  startled  on  hearing  a  voice  ; 
but  turning  and  seeing  nothing  but  a  Utile  green- 
«mted  bird  bobbing  and  bowing  before  her 
"  Alas  1  what  solace  canst  thou  yield,"  said  she, 
'  seeing  thou  art  but  a  parrot  ?  " 
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The  parrot  was  nettled  at  the  question.  " ! 
have  consoled  many  beautiful  ladies  in  my  time,* 
said  ho  ;  "  but  let  that  pass.  At  present  I  come 
ambnssador  fi-om  a  royal  prince.  Know  thai 
Ahmed,  the  prince  of  Granada,  has  arrived  iu 
quest  of  thee,  and  Ja  encamped  even  now  -.n  ibe 
flowery  batiks  of  the  Ti^iiB." 

The  eyes  of  the  beautiful  princess  sparkled  at 
these  words  even  brighter  than  the  diamonds  in 
her  coroufl,  "  0  sweelost  of  parrots,"  cried  she, 
"joyful  indeed  are  thy  tidinga,  for  I  was  faini 
and  weary,  and  sick  almost  unto  death  with  doubt 
of  the  constancy  of  Ahmed.  Mie  thee  back,  and 
(ell  him  that  the  words  of  his  letter  are  engraveo 
ill  ray  heart,  and  his  poeti'y  has  been  the  food  of 
my  soul.  Tell  him,  however,  that  he  roust  pre- 
pare to  prove  his  love  by  force  of  anna ;  to-mor- 
row is  my  seventeenth  birthday,  when  the  kmg 
my  father  holds  a  great  tournament ;  severs! 
princes  are  to  enter  the  lists,  and  my  hand  is  la 
be  the  prize  of  the  victor." 

Tlio  parrot  again  took  wing,  and  rustliog 
through  the  groves,  flew  back  to  where  the  prince 
uwiilted  his  return.  The  rapture  of  Ahmed  on 
fliidiug  the  original  of  his  adored  portrait,  anil 
finding  her  kind  and  true,  can  only  he  conceived 
by  Uiose  favored  mortals  who  have  had  the  good 
fortune  to  realize  day-dreams  and  turn  a  sbadotr 
into  substance  :  still  there  was  one  thing  that  al- 
loyed his  transport  —  this  impending  toumameat 
In  fact,  the  bauka  of  the  Tagus  were  alreadj 
^tiering  with  arms,  and  reaounding  with  trump- 
ets of  the  various  knights,  who,  with  proud  reti- 
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bues,  were  pnuidng  on  townrds  Toledo  lo  attend 
the  ceremoulal.  The  same  star  that  had  con- 
trolled the  destiny  of  the  prince  had  governed 
tbat  of  the  princess,  tmd  until  her  seventeenth 
birthday  she  had  been  shut  up  from  the  world, 
to  guard  her  from  the  tender  piission.  The  fame 
of  her  charms,  however,  had  been  enhanced 
rather  than  obscured  by  this  seclusion.  Several 
powerful  priuces  had  contended  Ibr  her  hand ; 
and  her  father,  who  wh«  a  king  of  wundroua 
shrewdness,  to  avoid  inakiug  enemies  by  showing 
partiality,  had  referred  them  to  the  arbitrament 
of  arms.  Among  the  rival  candidates  were  sev- 
eral renowned  for  strength  and  prowess.  What 
a  predicament  for  llie  unfortunate  Ahmed,  un- 
provided as  he  was  with  weapons,  and  unskilled 
in  the  exercise  of  chivalry  1  "  Luckless  prince 
that  I  am  1 "  said  he,  "  to  have  been  brought  up 
in  eeclusion  under  the  eye  of  a  philosopher  1  Of 
what  avail  are  ulgebru  and  philosophy  in  affairs 
of  love  ?  Alas,  Ebeu  Bonabben !  why  hast  thon 
neglected  to  instruct  me  in  the  mauagement  of 
arms  ?  "  Upon  this  the  owl  broke  silence,  pre- 
luding hia  harangue  with  a  pious  QJaculatioD,  for 
he  WHS  a  devout  Muasulmaii. 

"  Allah  Akbar !  Grod  is  great ! "  exclaimed  be  ; 
"in  his  hands  are  all  secret  things  —  he  akine 
governs  the  destiny  of  princes  !  Know,  0  prince, 
that  this  land  is  full  of  mysteries,  hidden  from 
all  but  those  who,  like  myself,  can  grope  atter 
knowledge  in  the  dark.  Know  tliat  in  the  neigh- 
boring mountains  there  is  a  cave,  and  in  that  cave 
there  is  an  u-on  table,  and  on  that  table  there  liea 
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a  suit  of  magic  armor,  and  beside  that  table  then 
stands  a  spell-bouud  3t«ed,  which  have  beeo  shut 
up  there  for  mauj  generations." 

The  prince  aUaeA  with  wonder,  while  the  owl, 
blmkiog  his  huge  round  eyes,  and  erecting  hia 
horns,  proceeded. 

"  Many  years  since  I  accompanied  lay  father 
to  these  parts  on  a  tour  of  bis  estates,  and  wb 
Bojourned  in  that  cave ;  and  thus  became  I  ac- 
quainted with  the  mystery.  It  is  a  tradition  is 
our  family  which  I  have  heard  from  my  gT«nd- 
fatber,  when  I  wna  yet  but  a  very  little  owlet, 
that  this  Rrmor  belonged  to  a  Moorish  magiciao, 
who  look  refuge  in  this  cavern  when  Toledo  was 
captured  by  the  Christians,  and  died  here,  leaving 
his  steed  and  weapons  under  a  mystic  spell,  never 
to  be  used  but  by  a  Moslem,  and  by  him  only 
from  sunrise  to  mid-day.  Id  that  interval,  vrho- 
ever  uses  them  will  overthrow  every  opponent" 

"  Enough  :  let  us  seek  this  cave  !  "  exclaimed 
Ahmed. 

Guided  by  his  legendary  mentor,  the  prince 
foimd  the  cavern,  which  was  in  one  of  the  wild- 
est recesses  of  those  rocky  clifls  which  nse  around 
Toledo  ;  none  but  the  mousing  eye  of  an  owl  or 
an  antiquary  could  liave  discovered  the  entrance 
to  it.  A  sepulchral  lamp  of  everlasting  oU  shed 
a  solemn  light  througli  the  place.  On  an  iron 
table  in  the  centre  of  the  cavern  lay  the  magic 
armor,  t^iust  it  leaned  the  lance,  aitd  beside  it 
stood  an  Arabian  steed,  caparisoned  for  the  field. 
but  motionless  as  a  statue.  The  armor  wss 
bright  and  unsullied  as  it  had  gleamed  in  dayi 
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of  old  ;  the  steed  as  in  good  coadition  as  if  jiisf 
from  the  pttsture ;  and  when  Ahmed  Inid  his 
hand  upon  his  neck,  he  pawed  the  ground  and 
gave  a  lotid  neigh  of  joy  that  shook  the  walb  of 
the  cavern.  Thus  amply  provided  with  "  horse 
and  rider  and  weapon  to  wear,"  the  prince  de- 
teimined  to  defy  the  field  in  the  impending 
tourney. 

The  eventful  morning  arrived.  The  lists  for 
the  combat  were  prepared  in  the  Vega,  or  plain, 
just  below  the  cliff-built  walls  of  Toledo,  where 
staged  and  galleries  were  erected  for  the  specta- 
tors, covered  with  rich  tapestry,  and  sheltered 
from  the  sun  by  silken  awnings.  All  the  beauties 
of  the  land  were  assembled  in  those  galleries, 
while  below  pranced  plumed  knights  with  their 
pages  and  esquires,  among  whom  figured  conspic- 
uously the  princes  who  were  to  contend, in  the 
tourney.  All  the  beauties  of  the  land,  however, 
were  eclipsed  when  the  Princess  Aldegonda  ap- 
peared in  the  royal  pavilion,  and  for  the  first  time 
broke  forth  upon  the  gaze  of  an  admiring  worid. 
A  murmur  of  wonder  ran  through  the  crowd  at 
her  transcendent  loveliness ;  and  the  princes 
wbo  were  candidates  for  her  haud,  merely  on  the 
faith  of  her  reported  charms,  now  felt  tenfold 
ardor  for  the  confiicL 

The  princess,  however,  had  a  troubled  look. 
The  ootor  came  and  went  from  her  cheek,  and 
her  eye  wandered  witti  a  restless  and  uusatisfied 
exprvssiiii]  over  the  plumed  throng  of  knights. 
The  trumpets  were  about  sounding  for  the  en- 
counter, when  the  herald  announced  the  arrival 
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of  a  strange  knight ;  and  Ahmed  rode  into  tht 
field.  A  stt^el  helmet  studded  witii  gems  row 
above  hia  turban  ;  his  cuirass  was  embc^sed  with 
gold ;  his  ctmeter  and  dagger  were  of  the  nark- 
inanship  of  Fez,  and  flamed  with  precioua  siooes. 
A  round  shield  was  at  bis  shoulder,  and  in  his 
liand  he  bore  the  lance  of  charmed  virtue.  The 
caparison  of  his  Arabian  steed  was  richly  em- 
broidered and  swept  the  ground,  and  the  proud 
animal  pranced  and  snuffed  the  air,  and  neiglied 
with  joy  at  once  more  beholding  the  iirray  of 
arms.  The  lofty  and  graceful  demeanor  of  the 
prince  struck  every  eye,  and  when  his  appellation 
was  announced,  "The  Pilgrim  of  Love,"  a  uni- 
versal flutter  and  agitation  prevailed  among  the 
fiiir  dames  in  the  galleries. 

When  Ahmed  presented  himself  at  the  lists, 
however,  they  were  closed  against  him  :  umie  bnt 
princes,  he  was  told,  were  admitted  to  the  contest- 
He  declared  his  name  and  rank.  Still  worse!  — 
be  was  a  Moslem,  and  could  not  engage  in  a 
touruey  where  the  hand  of  a  Christian  princess 
was  the  prize. 

The  rival  princes  Butrounded  him  with  haughty 
and  menacing  aspects ;  and  one  of  insolent  de- 
meanor and  herculean  frame  sneered  at  his  light 
and  youthful  form,  and  scoSed  at  his  amorous 
appelhition.  The  ire  of  the  prince  was  roused. 
He  deRed  his  rival  to  the  encounter.  They  took 
distance,  wheeled,  and  charged ;  and  at  the  linl 
touch  of  the  magic  lance,  the  brawny  scoffer  was 
tilted  from  bis  saddle.  Mere  the  priuce  would 
have  paused,  but,  alas  1  he  had  to  deal  witli  a  de- 
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moniac  horse  tuul  armor ;  once  in  action,  nothing 
could  coulrol  lliem.  The  ArabioD  steed  charged 
into  the  thickest  ol'  the  throng ;  the  Utuce  over- 
turned everything  that  presented ;  the  gentle 
priucc  was  carried  pcU-mell  about  the  dcld,  strew- 
ing it  with  higli  iind  low,  geulle  and  simple,  aiid 
grieviiig  at  his  own  iuvoluutary  exploits.  The 
king  stormed  and  raged  at  this  outrage  on  his 
subjects  and  his  guests.  He  ordered  out  all  his 
guards  —  they  were  unhorsed  os  fast  as  they 
came  up.  The  king  thi'ew  off  his  robes,  grasped 
buckler  and  lance,  and  rode  forth  to  awe  the 
stranger  with  the  presence  of  majesty  itself. 
Alas !  majesty  fared  no  better  than  the  vulgar ; 
the  steed  and  lance  were  no  respecters  of  persons  ; 
to  the  dismay  of  Ahmed,  he  was  borne  full  tilt 
against  the  king,  and  in  a  moment  the  royal  heels 
were  in  the  air,  and  the  crown  was  rolling  in  the 

At  this  moment  the  sun  reached  the  meridian ; 
the  magic  spell  resumed  its  power ;  the  Arabian 
st««d  scoured  across  the  plain,  leaped  the  barrier, 
pluDged  into  the  Tagus,  swam  its  raging  current, 
bore  the  prince  breathless  and  amazed  to  the 
cavern,  and  resumed  his  station,  like  a  statue, 
beside  the  iron  table.  The  priuce  dismounted 
right  gladly,  and  replaced  the  armor,  to  abide  the 
further  decrees  of  fate.  Then  seating  himself  in 
tbe  cavern,  he  ruminated  on  the  desperate  state 
to  which  this  demoniac  steed  and  armor  had  re- 
duced him.  Never  should  he  dare  to  show  bis 
face  at  Toledo  after  inflicting  such  disgrace  upon 
its    chivalry,  and   such  au  outrage  on    its  king. 
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What  too  would  the  princess  ttiiok  of  so  rude 
and  riotous  au  achievement?  Full  of  anxiety, 
he  sent  forth  his  winged  messengere  to  galber 
tidings.  The  parrot  resorted  to  all  the  public 
places  and  crowded  resorta  of  the  city,  and  sood 
returued  with  a  world  of  gossip.  All  Toledo  wm 
in  consternation.  The  prinoess  had  been  bonis 
off  senseless  to  the  palace ;  the  toarnnment  had 
ended  in  confusion ;  every  one  wna  talking  of  ibe 
sudden  apparition,  prodigious  exploits,  and  straogs 
disappearance  of  the  Moslem  knight.  Some  pro- 
nounced him  a  Moorish  magician ;  others  thought 
him  a  demou  who  bad  assumed  a  human  shape, 
while  others  related  traditions  of  enchanted  war- 
riors hidden  in  the  caves  of  the  mountains,  and 
thought  it  might  be  one  of  these,  who  had  made 
a  sudden  irruption  from  ids  den.  Ail  agreed  that 
no  mere  ordinary  mortal  could  have  wrought 
such  wonders,  or  unhorsed  such  accomplished  (tad 
stalwart  Christian  warriors. 

The-owl  flew  forth  at  night  and  hovered  about 
the  dusky  city,  perching  on  the  roo&  and  chim- 
neys. He  then  wheeled  his  flight  up  to  the  rojal 
palace,  which  stood  on  a  rocky  summit  of  Toledo, 
and  went  prowling  about  its  terraces  and  battle- 
ments, eavesdropping  at  every  cranny,  and  glar- 
ing in  with  his  big  goggling  eyes  at  every  window 
where  there  was  a  light,  bo  aa  to  throw  two  oi 
three  maids  of  honor  into  6t8.  It  was  not  until 
the  gray  dawn  began  to  peer  above  the  mountaiDB 
that  be  returned  from  his  mousing  expedition, 
and  related  to  the  prince  what  he  had  seen. 

"Ab  I  was  prying   about  one  of  the  bftieit 
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towers  of  the  paUce,"  said  he,  "  I  beheld  through 
a  casement  a  beautiful  princess.  Slie  was  re- 
clining on  a  couch  with  attendants  and  pfajsicians 
tirouLid  her,  but  dhe  would  uoiie  of  their  ministry 
and  relief.  When  they  retired,  1  beheld  her  draw 
forth  a  letter  from  her  iKHtoin,  and  read  and  kiss 
it,  and  give  way  to  loud  lamentations  ;  at  which, 
philosopher  as  I  am,  I  could  but  be  greatly 
moved." 

The  tender  heart  of  Ahmed  was  distressed  at 
these  tidings.  "  Too  true  were  thy  words,  0 
aage  Eben  Bonabben,"  cried  be  ;  "  care  and  sor- 
row and  sleepless  nights  are  the  lot  of  lovers. 
Allah  preserve  the  princess  from  the  blighUng 
influence  of  this  thing  called  love  I  " 

Further  intelligence  from  Toledo  corroborated 
the  report  of  the  owl.  The  city  was  a  prey  to 
uneasiness  and  alarm.  The  princess  was  con- 
veyed to  the  highest  tower  of  the  palace,  every 
avenue  to  which  was  strongly  guarded.  In  the 
mean  time  a  devouring  melancholy  had  seized 
upon  her,  of  which  no  one  could  divine  the  cause 
—  she  refused  food  and  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  every 
consolation.  The  most  skilful  physicians  bad 
essayed  their  art  in  vain ;  it  was  thought  some 
magic  spell  had  been  practised  upon  her,  and  tbe 
king  made  proclamation,  declaring  that  whoever 
should  effect  her  cure  should  receive  the  richest 
jewel  in  the  royal  treasury. 

When  the  owl,  who  was  dozing  in  a  comer, 
heard  of  this  proclamation,  he  rolled  his  large 
eyes  and  looked  more  mysterious  than  ever. 

"  Allah  Akbar  I "  exclaimed  he,  "  htqjpy  the 
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man  that  shall  effect  that  cure,  should  he  but 
know  what  to  choose  from  the  royal  treasury,' 

"  What  mean  you,  most  reverend  owl  ? "  s«id 
Ahmed. 

"  Hearken,  O  prince,  to  what  I  sball  relsie. 
We  owls,  you  must  know,  are  a  learned  body, 
and  much  given  to  deiik  and  dusty  researcb. 
During  my  late  prowling  at  night  about  the 
domes  and  turrets  of  Toledo,  I  discovered  a  col- 
lege of  antiquarian  owb,  who  hold  their  meetings 
in  a, great  vaulled  lower  where  the  royal  Ireasury 
is  deposited.  Here  they  were  discussiug  ibe 
forms  and  inscriptions  and  designs  of  ancient 
gems  and  jewels,  and  of  golden  and  silver  vessels, 
heaped  up  in  the  treasury,  the  fashion  of  every 
country  and  age  ;  but  mostly  they  were  interested 
about  certain  relics  and  talismans  that  have  re- 
mained in  the  treasury  since  the  time  of  Roder- 
ick the  Goth.  Among  these  was  a  box  of  san- 
dal-wood secured  by  bands  of  steel  of  Oiienial 
workmanship,  and  inscribed  with  mystic  charac- 
ters known  only  to  the  learned  few.  This  boi 
and  its  inscription  had  occupied  the  college  for 
several  sessions,  and  had  caused  much  long  and 
grave  dispute.  At  tlie  time  of  my  vbit  a  very 
ancient  owl,  who  had  recently  arrived  from  Egypt, 
was  seated  on  the  lid  of  the  box,  lecturing  upon 
the  inscription,  and  he  proved  from  it  that  the 
coffer  contained  the  silken  carpet  of  the  throne 
of  Solomon  the  Wise  ;  which  doubtless  had  been 
brought  to  Toledo  by  the  Jews  who  took  refuge 
there  ailer  the  downfall  of  Jerusalem." 

When  the  owl  had  concluded  bis  antiqnanao 
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harangue,  the  prince  remaiaed  I'ora  time  absorbed 
in  thought.  "  I  have  heard,"  said  he,  "  from  the 
sage  Eben  Bonabbcu,  of  the  wondei'rul  pi-uperties 
of  that  talisniRn,  which  disajipeared  at  the  fall 
of  JeruBalem,  and  was  supposed  lo  be  lost  to 
niankind.  Doubtless  it  remaiiis  a  sealed  mysteiy 
to  the  CliristiaiiB  of  Toledo.  If  I  can  get  pos- 
session  of  that  cftrpet,  my  fortuae  is  secure." 

The  next  day  the  prince  laid  aside  his  rich  at- 
tire, and  arrayed  himself  in  the  simple  garb  of 
an  Arab  of  the  desert.  He  dyed  his  CDmplexion 
lo  a  tawny  hue,  and  no  one  could  have  recognized 
in  him  the  splendid  warrior  who  had  caused  such 
admiration  and  dismay  at  the  tournament.  With 
staff  in  hand,  and  scrip  by  his  side,  and  a  small 
pastoral  reed,  he  repttired  to  Toledo,  and  present- 
ing himself  at  the  gate  of  the  royal  palace,  an- 
nounced himself  as  a  candidate  for  the  reward 
offered  for  the  cure  of  the  princess.  The  guards 
would  have  driven  him  away  with  blows.  "  What 
can  a  vagrant  Arab  like  thyself  pretend  to  do," 
said  tbey,  "  in  a  case  where  the  most  learned  of 
the  land  have  failed?"  The  king,  however, 
overheard  the  tumult,  and  ordered  the  Arab  to 
be  brought  into  his  presence. 

"  Most  potent  king,"  said  Ahmed,  "  yon  be- 
hold before  yon  a  Bedouin  Arab,  the  greater 
I>art  of  whose  life  has  been  passed  in  the  soli- 
tudes of  the  desert.  These  solitudes,  it  is  well 
Known,  are  the  haunts  of  demons  and  evil 
spirits,  who  beset  us  poor  shepherds  in  our  lonely 
watchings,  enter  into  and  possess  our  flocks  and 
herds,  and  eometimes  render  even   the  patient 
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camel  Airious  ;  against  these,  our  couDter-chdnc 
is  music ;  and  we  have  legendncj  nirs  handed 
down  from  generation  to  generation,  that  ite 
cliaiit  aiid  pipe,  to  ctkst  forth  these  evil  spirits.  I 
am  of  a  gifted  line,  and  possess  tliis  power  in  its 
fullest  force.  If  it  be  any  evil  influence  of  the 
kind  that  holds  a  spell  over  thy  daughter,  I 
pledge  my  head  to  free  her  from  its  away." 

Tlie  king,  who  was  a  man  of  understanding, 
and  knew  the  wonderful  secrets  possessed  by  the 
Arabs,  was  inspired  with  hope  by  tlie  con6dent 
language  of  the  prince.  He  conducted  him  im- 
mediately to  the  lofty  lower,  secured  by  several 
doors,  in  the  summll  of  which  was  the  chamber 
of  the  princess.  The  windows  opened  upon  a 
terrace  with  balustrades,  commanding  a  view  over 
Toledo  and  all  the  surrounding  country.  The 
windows  were  darkened,  for  the  princess  lay 
within,  a  prey  to  a  devouring  grief  that  refused 
all  alleviutioD. 

The  prince  seated  himself  on  the  terrace,  and 
performed  several  wild  Arabian  airs  on  his  pas- 
toral pipe,  which  he  had  learnt  from  his  attend- 
ants in  the  Generalife  at  Granada.  The  princess 
continued  insensible,  and  tlie  doctors  who  were 
present  sliook  their  heads,  and  smiled  with  incre- 
dulity and  contempt :  at  length  the  prince  laid 
aside  the  reed,  and,  to  a  simple  melody,  chanted 
the  amatory  verses  of  the  letter  which  had  de- 
iJared  his  passion. 

The  princess  recognized  the  strain  —  a  flutter- 
ing joy  stole  to  her  heart ;  she  raised  her  head  aitd 
listened ;  tears  rushed  to  her  eyes  and  streamed 
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down  her  cbeeka ;  her  bosom  roee  and  fell  with 
a  tamult  of  emotioua.  She  would  have  asked 
for  the  minstrel  to  be  brought  into  her  preaence, 
but  maiden  coyness  held  her  silenL  The  king 
read  her  wishes,  and  at  his  command  Ahmed  was 
condacted  into  the  chamber.  The  lovers  were 
discreet :  they  but  exchanged  glances,  yet  those 
glajQces  spoke  volumes.  Never  was  triumph  of 
music  more  complete.  The  rose  bad  returned  to 
liie  soft  cheek  of  the  princess,  the  freshness  to 
her  lip,  and  the  dewy  light  to  ber  languishing 
eyea. 

All  the  physicians  present  stared  at  each  other 
with  astonishment  The  king  regarded  the  Arab 
taiDStrel  with  admiration  mixed  with  awe. 
**  Wonderful  youth  1 "  exclaimed  he,  "  thou  shalt 
hen<»fonh  be  the  fiiat  physician  of  my  court,  and 
Qo  other  prescription  will  1  take  but  tby  melody. 
For  the  present  receive  thy  reward,  the  most 
precious  jewel  in  my  treasury." 

"  O  king,"  replied  Ahmed,  "  I  care  not  for  sil- 
ver or  gold  or  precious  stones.  One  relic  hast 
thou  in  thy  treasury,  handed  down  from  the  Mos- 
lems who  once  owned  Toledo  —  a  box  of  sandal- 
wood containing  a  silken  carpet :  give  me  thai 
box,  and  1  am  content." 

All  present  were  surprised  at  the  moderation 
of  the  Arab,  and  still  more  when  the  box  of 
sandal-wood  was  brought  and  the  carpet  drawn 
Ibrth.  It  was  of  fine  green  silk,  covered  with 
Hebrew  and  Chaldaic  characters.  The  court 
physicians  looked  at  each  other,  shrugged  their 
■houUets,  and  smiled  ul  the  simplicity  of  this 
18 
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Vegf^  he  §eiit  a  herald  to  demand  restitutioo  of 
bis  daughter.  The  king  himself  came  forth  with 
all  his  court  to  meet  biro.  Id  the  kiug  he  be- 
held the  real  minstrel,  for  Ahmed  had  succeeded 
to  the  throne  on  the  death  of  his  father,  and  the 
beautiful  Aldegonda  was  his  sultaaa. 

The  Christian  king  was  easily  padfied  when 
he  found  that  his  daughter  was  suffered  to  con- 
tinae  in  her  fiuth  ;  not  that  he  was  particularly 
pious,  but  religion  is  always  a  point  of  pride 
and  etiquette  with  princes.  Instead  of  bloody 
battles,  there  was  a  succession  of  feasts  and  re- 
joidnge,  afler  which  the  Ung  returned  well 
pleased  to  Toledo,  and  the  youthful  couple  con- 
tinned  to  reign  as  happily  as  wisely,  in  the  Al- 
hambra. 

It  is  proper  to  add,  that  the  owl  and  the  parrot 
had  severally  followed  the  prince  by  essy  stages 
to  Granada ;  the  former  travelling  by  night,  and 
stopping  at  the  various  hereditary  possessions  of 
his  family ;  the  latter  figuring  in  gay  circles  of 
every  town  and  city  on  his  route. 

Ahmed  gratetidly  requited  the  services  which 
they  had  rendered  on  his  pilgrimage.  He  ap- 
pointed the  owl  his  prime  minister,  the  parrot  his 
master  of  ceremonies.  It  is  needless  to  say  that 
never  was  a  realm  more  sagely  administered,  nor 
a  court  c<Miducted  with  more  exact  punctilio. 
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iUSED  frequently  to  amuse  myself  to- 
wards the  close  of  the  day,  when  tbs 
heat  had  subsided,  with  taking  long 
rambles  about  the  neighboring  bills  and  the  deep 
umbrageous  valleys,  aocompauied  by  my  historio- 
graphic  squire,  Mateo,  to  whose  passion  for  gos- 
siping I  on  such  occasions  gave  the  most  na- 
bounded  license  ;  and  there  was  scarce  a  rock,  or 
ruin,  or  broken  fountain,  or  lonely  glen,  about 
which  he  had  not  some  marvellous  story ;  or, 
above  all,  some  golden  legend ;  for  never  ym 
poor  devil   so  munificent   in   dispensing  bidden 


In  the  course  of  one  of  diese  strolls  Mateo 
was  more  than  usually  communicative.  It  vm 
toward  sunset  that  we  sallied  forth  from  ihe  great 
Gate  of  Justice,  and  ascended  an  alley  of  trees 
until  we  came  to  a  clump  of  figa  and  pomcKran- 
ates  at  the  foot  of  the  Tower  of  the  Seven  Floors 
(de  los  si^le.  suelos),  the  identical  tower  whence 
BoabdiL  is  said  to  have  issued,  when  he  surren- 
dered his  capital.  Here,  pointing  to  a  low  arch- 
way in  the  foundation,  Mateo  informed  me  of  s 
monstrous  sprite  or  hobgoblin,  said  to  infest  this 
tower,  ever  since  the  lime  of  the  Moois.  and  to 


«jrv  Google 


TBE  BELLUDO.  277 

guard  the  treasures  of  a  Moslem  king.  Some- 
times  it  lesaes  forth  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  and 
scours  the  avenues  of  the  Aihambra,  and  the 
streets  of  Granada,  in  the  shape  of  a  headleM 
horse,  pursued  by  six  Aa^  with  terrible  yells  and 
bowlings. 

"  But  have  you  ever  met  with  it  yourself 
Mateo,  in  any  of  your  rambles  ?  "  demanded  I. 

"  No,  Seiior,  God  be  thanked  !  but  my  grand- 
fiither,  the  tailor,  knew  several  persons  that  had 
seen  it,  for  it  went  about  much  oftener  in  his  time 
than  at  present;  sometimes  in  one  shape,  some- 
times  in  another.  Everybody  in  Granada  bos 
heard  of  the  Belludo,  for  the  old  women  and  the 
nurses  frighten  the  children  with  it  when  they 
cry.  Some  say  it  is  the  spirit  of  a  cruel  Moor- 
ish king,  who  killed  his  six  sons  and  buried  them 
in  these  vaults,  and  that  ihey  hunt  Mm  at  nightii 
in  revenge." 

I  forbear  to  dwell  upon  the  marvellous  details 
given  by  the  simple-minded  Mateo  about  this  re- 
doubtable phantom,  which  has,  in  fact,  been  time 
out  of  miud  a  &vorile  theme  of  nursery  tales  a^d 
popular  tradition  in  Granada,  and  of  which  hon- 
orabte  mention  is  made  by  an  ancient  and  learned 
historian  and  topographer  of  the  place. 

Leaving  tJiis  eventful  pile,  we  continued  our 
course,  skirting  the  irnitful  orchards  of  the  Gren- 
eralife,  in  which  two  or  three  nightingales  were 
pouring  forth  a  rich  strain  of  melody.  Behind 
these  orchards  we  passed  a  number  of  Moorish 
tanks,  with  a  door  cut  into  the  rocky  bosom  of 
the  hill,  bnt  closed  up.     These  tanks,  Mateo  in- 
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formtid  me,  were  favorite  bathing-places  of  him- 
self anil  his  comrades  in  boyhood,  until  frigbteued 
away  by  a  story  of  a  hideous  Moor,  who  used  to 
issue  forth  from  the  door  in  the  rock  to  entrap 
unwary  batLers. 

Leavmg  these  haunted  tanls  behind  us,  we 
pursued  our  ramble  up  a  solitary  muie-path  wiud- 
ing  among  the  hills,  and  soon  found  ourselves 
amidst  wild  and  melaneboly  mountains,  desdtule 
of  trees,  and  here  and  there  tinted  with  scanty 
verlure.  Everything  withiu  sight  was  severe 
and  sterile,  and  it  was  scarcely  possible  to  real- 
ize the  idea  that  but  a  short  distance  behind  w 
was  the  Gieueralife,  with  its  blooming  orchards 
and  terraced  gardens,  and  that  we  were  in  the 
vicinity  of  delicious  Granada,  that  city  of  grovei 
and  fountains.  But  such  is  tbe  nature  of  Spain ; 
wild  and  stem  the  moment  it  escapes  from  culti- 
vation ;  the  desert  and  the  garden  are  ever  side 
by  side. 

The  narrow  defile  up  which  we  were  passing 
is  called,  according  to  Mateo,  el  Barremco  de  h 
tinaja,  or  the  ravine  of  the  jar,  because  ajar  fbll 
"f  Moorish  gold  was  found  here  in  old  times. 
The  brain  of  poor  Mateo  was  continually  run- 
ning upon  these  golden  legends. 

"  But  what  is  the  meaning  of  the  cross  I  see 
yonder  upon  a  heap  of  stones,  in  that  uarrcff 
part  of  the  ravine  ?  " 

"Oh,  that's  nothing  —  a  mnleteer  was  uuu'- 
dered  there  some  years  since." 

"  So  then,  Mateo,  you  have  robbers  and  miir 
derers  even  at  the  gates  of  the  J  " 
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"  Not  at  preaeut,  Seiior ;  that  was  fonuerly, 
when  there  used  to  be  many  loose  fellows  about 
tbe  fortress ;  but  thej  *ve  all  beea  weeded  out. 
Not  but  that  the  gypsies  who  live  ia  caves  in  the 
hill-eides,  just  out  of  the  fortress,  are  many  of 
them  Gt  for  anything  ;  but  we  Gave  had  do  mur- 
der about  here  for  a  long  time  past.  The  man 
who  murdered  the  muleteer  was  hanged  in  the 
fortress." 

Our  path  continued  up  the  barranco,  with  a 
bold,  ragged  height  to  our  lefl,  called  the  "  Silla 
del  Moro,"  or  Chair  of  the  Moor,  from  the  tra- 
dition already  alluded  to,  that  the  unfortunate 
Boabdil  fled  thither  during  a  popular  insurrection, 
and  remained  all  day  seated  on  the  rocky  summit, 
looking  mournfully  down  on  his  factious  city. 

We  at  length  arrived  on  the  highest  part  of  Ihe 
promontory  above  Granada,  called  the  mountain 
of  the  sun.  The  evening  was  approaching  ;  the 
setting  suD  just  gilded  the  lot^icst  heights.  Here 
and  there  a  solitary  sbepberd  might  be  descried 
driving  his  flock  down  the  declivities,  to  be  folded 
for  the  Dight;  or  a  muleteer  and  his  lag^ng  an- 
imals, threading  some  mountain  path  to  arrive  at 
the  city  gates  before  nightfall 

Presently  the  deep  tones  of  the  Cathedral  bell 
came  swelling  up  the  defiles,  proclaiming  the  hour 
of  "  oration "  or  prayer.  The  note  was  re- 
sponded to  from  the  belfry  of  every  church,  and 
from  the  sweet  bells  of  the  convents  among  the 
monntains.  The  shepherd  paused  on  the  fold  of 
the  hill,  the  muleteer  in  the  midst  of  the  road ; 
sach  took  off  his  hat  and  reinaiued  motionless 
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for  a  tdme,  murnauring  his  evening  prajer.  There 
IB  always  something  pleasinglj  solemn  in  ihi* 
cualom,  by  whicJi,  at  a  melodious  signal,  every 
human  being  throughout  the  land  unites  at  the 
same  moment  in  a  tribute  of  thanks  to  God  for 
the  mcrcica  of  t&e  day.  It  spreads  a  Ininsient 
samjlity  over  the  land,  and  the  sight  of  tbe  soa 
sinking  in  all  his  glory  adds  not  a  little  to  tbe 
solemnity  of  tbe  scene. 

In  the  present  instance  the  effect  was  height- 
ened by  the  wild  and  lonely  nature  of  the  place. 
We  were  on  the  naked  and  broken  summit  of  the 
haunted  mountain  of  the  sun,  where  ruined  tanks 
and  cbtems,  and  the  mouldering  foundations  of 
extensive  buildings,  apoke  of  former  populousness, 
but  where  all  was  now  silent  and  desolate. 

As  we  were  wandering  about  among  these 
traces  of  old  times,  we  came  to  a  circular  pit, 
penetrating  deep  into  the  bosom  of  the  mountain; 
which  Mateo  pointed  out  as  one  of  the  wonders 
and  mysteries  of  the  place.  I  supposed  it  to  be 
a  well  dug  by  the  indefetigable  Moors,  to  oblab 
their  favorite  element  in  its  greatest  purity. 
Mateo,  however,  had  a  different  story,  and  one 
much  more  to  his  humor.  According  to  a  tra- 
dition, in  which  his  father  and  grandfather  finnly 
believed,  this  was  an  entrance  to  the  subterranean 
caverns  of  the  mountain,  in  which  Boabdil  aod 
his  court  lay  bound  in  magic  spell ;  and  whence 
they  sallied  forth  at  night,  at  allotted  times,  to 
revisit  their  ancient  abodes. 

"  Ah,  Senor,  this  mountain  is  fiill  of  wooden 
of  the  kind.     In  another  place  there  was  a  hcda 
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Fomewhat  like  this,  and  just  witbio  il  hung  mi 
iron  pot  by  a  chain  ;  nobody  knew  what  was  in 
liiAt  pot,  for  it  was  always  covered  np  ;  but  every- 
body xuppoaed  it  full  of  Moorish  gold.  Many 
iried  to  draw  it  forth,  for  it  seemed  just  within 
reach ;  but  the  moment  it  was  touched  it  would 
Hiuk  far,  far  down,  and  not  come  up  again  for 
some  lime.  At  last  one  who  thought  it  must  be 
euclinnted  touched  it  with  the  cross,  by  way  of 
breaking  the  charm ;  and  faith  he  did  break  it, 
for  the  pot  sank  out  of  sight  and  never  was  seen 
any  more. 

"  All  this  is  feet,  Sefior  ;  for  my  grandfather 
was  an  eye-witoeas." 

"  What  I  Mateo ;  did  he  see  the  pot  ?  " 

"  No,  SeBor,  but  be  saw  the  bole  where  the 
pot  had  hung." 

"  It  'a  the  same  thing,  Mateo." 

The  deepening  twilight,  which  in  this  climate 
is  of  short  dnration,  admonished  us  to  leave  this 
haunted  ground.  As  we  descended  the  mountain 
defile,  there  was  no  longer  herdsman  nor  mule- 
leer  to  be  seen,  nor  anything  to  be  heard  but 
our  own  footsteps  and  the  lonely  chirping  of  the 
crickeL  The  shadows  of  the  valley  grew  deeper 
and  deeper,  until  all  was  dark  around  us.  The 
lofty  summit  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  alone  retained 
a  lingering  gleam  of  daylight ;  its  snowy  peaks 
glaring  against  the  dark  blue  firmament,,  and 
seeming  dose  to  us,  from  ^e  extreme  purity  of 
the  atmosphere 

"  How  near  the  Sierra  looks  this  evening ! " 
•aid  Mateo  i  "  it  seems  as  if  you  could  touch  it 
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with  your  haad  ;  and  yet  it  is  many  long  leAgnei 
off."  While  he  was  speaking,  a  slar  app^red 
over  the  snowy  summit  of  the  mountain,  die  only 
one  yet  visible  in  the  heavens,  and  so  pure,  so 
lai^,  so  bright  and  beautiful,  aa  to  call  forth 
ejaculatjoos  of  delight  from  honest  Mateo. 

"  Que  estrella  hermosa !  que  clara  y  limpift 
ee  !  —  No  pneda  aer  estrella  mas  brillaote  ! " 

(What  a  beautiful  star  !  how  clear  and  ludd 
—  a  star  could  not  be  more  brilliant !) 

I  have  oflen  remarked  this  sensibility  of  Ibe 
common  people  of  Spain  to  the  charms  of  naluial 
objects.  The  lustre  of  a  star,  the  beauty  or  fra- 
grance of  a  flower,  the  crystal  purity  of  a  foun- 
tain, will  inspire  them  with  a  kind  of  poe^cal  de- 
light ;  and  then,  what  euphonious  words  their 
magnificent  language  affords,  with  which  to  give 
utterance  to  their  transports  ! 

■'  But  what  lights  are  those,  Mateo,  which  I 
see  twinkling  along  the  Sierra  Nevada,  just  be- 
low the  SDowy  region,  and  which  might  be  taken 
for  stars,  only  that  they  are  ruddy,  and  agMDSt 
the  dark  side  of  the  mountain  ?  " 

"  Those,  Sefior,  are  fires,  made  by  the  men 
who  gather  snow  and  ice  for  the  supply  of  Gra- 
nada. They  go  up  every  atlemuon  with  mules 
and  asses,  and  take  turns,  some  to  rest  and  warm 
themselves  by  the  fires,  while  others  fill  the  pan- 
niers with  ice.  They  then  set  off  down  the 
mountains,  so  as  to  reach  the  gates  of  Granada 
before  sunrise.  That  Sierra  Ne..  ia,  Seiior,  is  » 
lump  of  ice  in  the  middle  of  Andalusia,  to  keep 
it  all  cool  in  summer." 
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It  was  now  completely  dark  ;  we  wero  pasaio^ 
through  the  barraDCO,  where  stood  the  cross  of 
the  murdered  muleteer,  when  I  beheld  a  nuiDber 
of  lights  moving  at  a  distance,  and  apparently 
advancing  up  the  ravine.  On  nearer  approach, 
they  proved  to  be  torches  bome  by  b  train  of  un- 
couth figures  arrayed  in  black :  it  would  have 
been  ft  procession  dreary  enough  at  any  time,  but 
was  peculiarly  bo  in  this  wild  and  solitary  place. 

Mateo  drew  near,  and  told  me,  in  a  low  voice, 
that  it  was  a  funeral  ti^ain  bearing  a  corpse  to 
the  burying-ground  among  the  hills. 

As  the  procession  passed  by,  the  higubrioua 
light  of  the  torches,  &lling  on  the  rugged  fcntures 
and  funeral-weeds  of  the  attendants,  had  the 
most  fantastic  effect,  hut  was  perfectly  ghastly, 
as  it  revealed  the  countenance  of  the  corpse, 
which,  accordbg  to  the  Spanish  custom,  was 
bome  uncovered  on  an  open  bier.  1  remained 
for  some  time  gazing  alter  the  dreary  train  as  it 
woimd  up  the  dark  defile  of  the  mounttun.  It 
put  me  in  mind  of  the  old  story  of  a  procession 
of  demons  bearing  the  body  of  a  sinner  up  the 
crater  of  Stromboli. 

"  Ah  !  Senor,"  cried  Mateo,  "  I  could  tell  you 
a  story  of  a  procession  once  seen  among  these 
mount^ns,  but  then  you'd  laugli  at  me,  and  say 
it  was  one  of  the  legacies  of  my  grandfather  the 
tailor." 

"By  ito  means,  Mateo.  There  is  nothing  I 
relish  more  than  a  marvellous  tale." 

"  Well,  Senor,  it  is  about  one  of  those  very 
men  we  have  been  talking  o^  who  gather  snon 
on  the  Sierra  Nevada. 


rv  Google 


284  THE  PHANTOU  ABUT. 

"You  must  know,  that  a  great  many  yeari 
since,  ia  my  grandfather's  time,  there  was  ui  old 
fellow,  Tio  Nicolo  [Uncle  Nicholas]  by  name, 
who  bad  filled  the  panniera  of  his  mule  wilh  maw 
and  ice,  and  was  returning  down  the  mouJitain. 
Being  very  drowsy,  he  mounted  upon  the  mule, 
and  soon  falling  asleep,  went  with  his  head  nodding 
and  bobbiag  about  from  side  to  side,  while  his 
sure-footed  old  mule  stepped  along  the  edge  (^ 
precipices,  and  down  steep  and  broken  bernmcoft, 
jnst  as  safe  and  steady  as  if  it  had  been  on  plain 
ground.  At  length  Tio  Nicolo  awoke,  and  ganei 
about  him,  and  rubbed  bis  eyes  —  and,  in  good 
truth,  he  bad  reason.  The  moon  shone  almost 
as  bright  as  day,  and  he  saw  the  city  below 
him,  as  plain  as  your  hand,  and  shining  with  id 
while  buildings,  like  a  silver  platter,  in  the  moon> 
shine;  but,  Lord  !  Seiior,  it  was  nothing  like  the 
city  he  had  left  a  few  hours  before  !  Instead  of 
the  cathedral,  with  its  great  dome  and  turrets, 
and  the  churches  with  their  spires,  and  the  con- 
vents with  their  piutiacles,  all  nurmounted  with 
the  blessed  cross,  he  saw  nothing  but  Moorish 
mosques,  and  minarets,  and  cupolas,  all  topped 
off  with  glittering  crescents,  such  as  you  see  on 
the  Barbary  Hags.  Well,  Sefior,  as  you  may 
suppose,  Tio  Nicolo  was  mightily  puzzled  at  all 
this,  but  while  he  was  gazing  down  upon  the  city, 
a  great  army  came  muY^ng  up  the  mouuloin^ 
winding  aking  the  ravines,  sometimes  in  lbs 
mooushine,  sometimes  in  the  shade.  As  it  drew 
uigh,  he  saw  that  there  were  horse  and  foot,  sU 
in  Mix>rish  armor.     Tio  Nicolo  tried  to  scramble 
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oat  of  tbeir  naj,  but  his  old  mule  stood  sto^ 
still,  and  refused  to  budge,  trembliug,  at  the  same 
time,  like  a  leoti  —  for  dumb  beasta,  SeSor,  are 
}a8t  as  much  frightened  at  such  things  as  human 
beings.  Well,  SeSor,  the  hobgoblin  army  came 
marching  by;  there  were  men  that  seemed  to 
blow  trnmpeta,  and  others  to  beat  drums  and 
strike  cymbals,  yet  never  a  sound  did  they  make  ; 
tbey  all  moved  on  without  the  leimt  noiae,  just 
as  I  have  seen  painted  armies  move  across  the 
stage  in  the  theatre  of  Granada,  and  all  looked 
as  pale  aa  death.  At  last,  in  the  rear  of  the 
army,  between  two  black  Moorish  horsemen,  rode 
the  Grand  Inquisitor  of  Granada,  on  a  mule  as 
white  as  snow.  Tio  Nicolo  wondered  to  see  him 
in  snch  company,  for  the  Inquisitor  was  &moQS 
for  his  hatred  of  Moors,  and,  indeed,  of  all  kinds 
of  Infidels,  Jews,  and  heretics,  and  used  to  bunt 
them  out  with  Gre  and  scourge.  However,  Tio 
Nicolo  felt  himself  safe,  now  that  there  was  a 
priest  of  such  sanctity  at  hand.  So  making  the 
sign  of  the  cross,  he  called  out  for  his  benedic- 
tion, when,  hombre  1  he  received  a  blow  that 
sent  him  and  his  old  mule  over  the  edge  of  a 
steep  bank,  down  which  they  rolled,  head-over- 
heels,  to  the  bottom  1  Tin  Micolo  did  not  come 
to  his  senses  until  long  after  sunrise,  when  he 
found  himself  at  the  bottom  of  a  deep  ravine, 
his  mule  grazing  beside  him,  and  his  panniera  of 
BDOW  completely  melted.  He  crawled  t>ack  to 
Granada  sorely  bruised  and  battered,  but  was 
^ad  to  find  the  dty  looking  as  usual,  with  Chris- 
tian churches  and  crosses.     When  he    told  the 
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tory  of  his  night's  adventure,  every  one  Isnghed 
t  him ;  some  said  he  had  dreamed  it  all,  as 
e  dozed  oa  his  mule  ;  others  thought  it  all  a 
abricatioQ  of  his  owd  ;  but  what  was  strange, 
■e&or,  and  made  people  afterwards  think  more 
Briouslj  of  the  matter,  waa,  that  the  Grand  In- 
uisitor  died  within  the  year.  I  have  often  heard 
ly  grandfather,  the  tailor,  say,  that  there  was 
lore  meant  by  that  hobgoblin  army  bearing  off 
lie  resemblance  of  the  priest,  than  folks  dared  to 
urmise." 

"Then  you  would  iDsinuate,  friend  Mateo,  that 
liere  is  a  kind  of  Moorish  limbo,  or  purgatory, 
1  the  boweb  of  these  mountaioB,  to  which  liie 
adre  Inquisitor  was  borne  offi" 

"  Giod  forbid,  Se&or  !  I  know  nothing  of  the 
latler.  I  only  relate  what  I  heard  from  my 
randfather." 

By  the  tjme  Mateo  ha^  finished  the  tale,  whidi 

have  more  succinctly  related,  and  which  was 
iterlarded  with  many  comments,  and  spun  out 
rith  minute  details,  we  reached  the  gate  of  the 
Jhambra. 

The  marvelloos  stories  hinted  at  by  Mateo,  in 
le  early  part  of  our  ramble  about  the  Tower  of 
le  Seven  Floors,  set  me  as  usual  upon  my  gob- 
D  researches.  I  found  that  the  redoubtable 
hantom,  the  Belludo,  had  been  time  out  of  miud 
favorite  theme  of  nuisery  tales  and  popular  tra- 
itions  in  Granada,  and  that  honorable  mention 
ad  even  been  made  of  it  by  an  ancient  historian 
ad  topographer  of  the  place.  The  scatlered 
lembers  of  one  of  these  popular  traditions  I 
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have  gathered  bother,  collated  them  with  inf 
nite  ptuns,  and  digested  them  into  the  foUowin 
l^end ;  whi(^  only  wants  a  number  of  leame 
notes  and  references  at  bottom  to  take  its  ran 
among  those  concrete  productions  gravely  passe 
npoD  the  world  for  Historical  Facts. 
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1UST  within  the  fortrese  of  the  Alham- 
bra,  in  front  of  the  royal  palace,  IB  a 
broad  open  esplanade,  called  the  Place 
or  aquare  of  the  Gstems,  (la  Plaaa  de  los  Algi- 
bes,)  BO  called  from  being  undermined  b;  reser- 
voirs of  water,  hidden  from  Bight,  and  which  have 
existed  from  the  time  of  the  Moors.  At  one  oor> 
ner  of  this  esplanade  is  a  Moorish  well,  cat 
through  the  living  rock  to  a  great  depth,  the 
water  of  which  is  cold  as  ice  and  clear  aa  cryst&L 
The  wells  made  by  the  Moors  are  always  in  re- 
pute, for  it  ie  well  known  what  pains  lliey  took 
to  penetrale  to  the  purest  and  sweelest  springs 
and  fountains.  The  one  of  which  we  uow  speak 
ia  famous  throughout  Granada,  insomuch  that 
water-carriers,  some  bearing  great  water-jars  on 
their  shoulders,  others  diiving  nsses  before  them 
laden  with  earthen  vessels,  are  ascending  and 
descending  the  steep  woody  avenues  of  the  Al- 
bambra,  from  early  dawn  until  a  late  hour  of  the 

Fountains  and  wells,  ever  since  the  scriptural 
days,  have  been  noted  gossiping- places  in  hot 
climates  ;  and  at  the  well  in  question  there  is  a 
kiikd  of  perpetual  dub  kept  up  during  the  live- 
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long  day,  by  the  invalids,  old  women,  and  other 
curious  do-nothtng  folk  of  the  fortress,  who  sit- 
here  on  t)ie  stone  benches,  uuder  on  awning 
spread  over  the  well  to  shelter  the  toll-gatherer 
fi'om  the  sun,  and  dawdle  over  the  gossip  of  the 
fortress,  and  question  every  water-carrier  that 
arrives  about  the  news  of  the  city,  nnd  make 
lung  comments  on  everything  they  hear  and  see. 
Not  an  hour  of  the  day  but  loitering  housewives 
and  idle  maid-servants  may  be  seen,  lingering, 
with  pitcher  on  head  or  in  hand,  to  hear  the  last 
of  the  endless  tattle  of  these  worthies. 

Among  the  water-carriera  who  once  resorted 
to  this  well,  there  was  a  sturdy,  strong-backed, 
bandy-legged  little  fellow,  named  Pedro  Gil,  but 
called  Peregil  for  shortness.  Being  a  water-car- 
rier, he  was  a  GialLego,  or  native  of  Gallicia,  of 
course.  Nature  seems  to  have  formed  races  of 
men,  as  she  has  of  animals,  for  difierent  kinds  of 
drudgery.  In  France  the  shoeblacks  are  aU  Sa- 
voyards, the  porters  of  hotels  all  Swiss,  and  in 
Ae  days  of  hoops  and  hair-powder  in  England, 
DO  man  could  give  the  regular  swing  to  a  sedan- 
chair  but  a  bog-trotting  Irishman.  So  in  Spain, 
the  carriers  of  water  and  bearers  of  burdens  are 
all  sturdy  little  natives  of  Gallicia.  No  man 
aays,  "  Get  me  a  porter,"  but,  "  CaU  a  Gallego." 

To  return  IVom  this  digression,  Peregil  the 
Gallego  had  begun  business  with  merely  a  great 
eartbeu  jar  which  be  carried  upon  his  shoulder ; 
by  degrees  he  rose  in  the  world,  and  was  enabled 
to  puicliase  an  assistant  of  a  correspondent  class 
of  animals,  being  a  stout  shaggy-haired  donkey. 
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On  each  side  of  thia  his  loag-eared  aide-de-csnqi, 
•in  a  kind  of  pannier,  were  slung  his  water-jara, 
covered  with  flg-leavea  to  protect  them  from  the 
Bun.  Them  was  not  a  more  industrious  -w&taT- 
carrier  in  all  Grauada,  nor  one  more  merry 
withal.  The  streets  rang  with  his  cheerful  voice 
as  he  trudged  after  his  donkej,  singing  fortb  tiie 
usual  summer  note  that  resounds  through  (be 
Spanish  towns:  "Qmeji  quierea^va —  offua  mat 
fria  gut  la  nieve  f  —  "  Who  wauls  water  — 
water  colder  than  snow  ?  Who  wants  water  from 
the  well  of  the  Alhambra,  cold  as  ice  and  ckar 
as  crystal  ?  "  When  he  served  a  customer  with 
a  sparkling  glass,  it  was  always  wiih  a  pleasant 
word  thai  caused  a  smile ;  and  if,  peruhance,  it  was 
a  comely  dame  or  dimpling  damsel,  it  was  always 
with  a  sly  leer  and  a  compliment  to  her  beauty 
that  was  irresistible.  Thus  Peregil  the  Gallego 
was  noted  throughout  all  Granada  for  being  one 
of  the  civilc»t,  pleasantest,  and  happiest  of  mor* 
tais.  Yet  it  is  not  he  who  sings  loudest  and 
jokes  most  that  has  the  lightest  heart.  Under  all 
this  air  of  merriment,  honest  Peregil  had  his  cares 
and  troubles.  He  had  a  large  &mily  of  ragged 
children  to  support,  who  were  hungry  and  clam- 
orous as  a  nest  of  young  swallows,  and  beset 
him  with  their  outcries  for  food  whenever  be 
came  home  of  an  erening.  He  had  a  helpmate, 
too,  who  was  anything  but  a  help  to  him.  She 
bad  been  a  village  beauty  before  marriage,  noted 
for  her  skill  at  dancing  the  bolero  and  rattling 
the  castanets ;  and  she  still  retained  her  early 
propensities,  speuding  the  bard  earnings  of  honest 
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Peregfl  in  frippery,  (md  laying  the  very  donkey 
Dtider  requisition  for  junketing  parties  into  the 
souutry  on  Sundays,  and  saint'a  days,  and  those 
inQQmerable  holidays  which  are  rather  more  dd- 
raeroue  in  Spain  than  the  da^s  of  the  iveuk. 
With  all  this  she  whb  a  little  of  a  elattern,  some- 
thing more  of  a  lie-abed,  and,  above  all,  a  goasip 
of  the  first  water;  neglecting  house,  household, 
and  everything  else,  to  loiter  slipshod  in  the 
houses  of  her  gossip  neighbors. 

He,  however,  who  tempers  the  wind  to  the 
shorn  lamb,  accommodates  the  yoke  of  matrimony 
to  the  submissive  neck.  Pere^  bore  all  the 
heavy  dispensations  of  wife  and  children  with  as 
meek  a  spirit  as  his  donkey  bore  the  water-Jars  ; 
and,  however  he  might  shake  his  ears  in  private, 
never  ventured  to  question  the  household  virtues 
of  his  slattern  spouse. 

He  bved  his  children,  too,  even  as  an  owl  loves 
ita  owlets,  seeing  in  them  his  own  image  mul- 
tiplied and  perpetuated ;  for  they  were  a  sturdy, 
long-backed,  bandy-legged  little  brood.  The  great 
pleasure  of  honest  Peregil  was,  whenever  he 
could  afford  himself  a  scanty  holiday,  and  had  a 
handful  of  maravedis  to  spare,  to  take  the  whole 
Utter  forth  with  him,  some  in  his  arms,  some  tug- 
ging at  his  skirte,  and  some  trudgiog  at  his  heels. 
and  to  treat  them  to  a  gambol  among  the  orchards 
of  the  Vega,  while  his  wife  was  dancing  with 
her   holiday  friends   in    the  Angoeturas  of  tbe 

It  was  a  late  hour  one  snromer  night,  end 
meet  of  the  water-carriers  had  desisted  from  their 
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toils.  The  day  had  been  uncDminonlj  sultry  \ 
the  night  was  one  aX  those  delicious  iDooalights 
which  tempt  the  inhabilanta  of  southern  climes 
to  indemnify  themselves  for  the  lieat  and  ioactiim 
of  the  day,  by  lingering  in  the  open  air,  and  en- 
joying ita  tampered  sweetnesa  until  after  midnighL 
Customers  for  water  were  therefore  still  abroad. 
Peregil,  like  a  coDsiderote,  painstaking  father, 
thought  of  his  hungry  children.  "One  more 
journey  to  the  weU,''Baid  he  to  himself,  "  to  earn 
a  Sunday's  puchero  for  the  little  ones,"  So  say- 
ing, he  trudged  manfully  up  the  steep  avenue  of 
the  Albambra,  singing  as  he  went,  and  now  and 
then  bestoiring  a  hearty  thwack  with  a  cudgel  on 
the  flanks  of  hia  donkey,  either  by  way  of  ca- 
dence lo  the  song,  or  refreshment  to  the  animal  i 
for  dry  blows  serve  in  lieu  of  provender  in  Spaia 
for  all  beasts  of  burden. 

When  arrived  at  the  well,  he  found  it  deserted 
by  every  one  except  a  solitary  stranger  in  Moor- 
ish garb,  seated  on  a  stone  bench  in  the  moon- 
light. Peregil  paused  at  first  and  regarded  him 
with  surprise,  not  unmixed  with  awe,  but  the 
Moor  feebly  beckoned  him  lo  approach.  "lam 
faint  and  ill,"  said  he ;  "  ^d  me  to  return  to  the 
city,  and  I  will  pay  thee  double  what  thou 
couldst  gain  by  thy  jars  of  water." 

The  honest  heart  of  the  little  water-<auTier 
was  touched  with  compassion  at  the  appeal  of  the 
stranger.  "  God  forbid,"  said  he,  "  that  I  should 
Bsk  fee  or  reward  for  doing  a  common  act  of  bn- 
ninnity."  He  accordingly  helped  the  Moor  on  his 
Jonkey,  and  set  off  slowly  for  Granada,  the  poor 
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Moslem  being  8o  weak  that  it  was  necessary  to 
hold  Lim  on  ih%  ftnimal  to  keep  bim  from  falling 
to  the  earth. 

When  they  entered  the  city,  the  waterH»iTier 
demanded  whither  he  ehonld  conduct  him. 
"  Alas  !"  said  the  Moor,  faintly,  "  I  have  neither 
home  nor  habitation  ;  I  am  a  stranger  in  the  land. 
Suffer  me  to  lay  my  head  this  night  beneath  thy 
roof,  and  thou  shall  be  amply  repaid." 

Honest  Peregil  thus  saw  himself  unexpectedly 
saddled  with  an  infidel  guest,  but  he  was  too 
humane  to  refu^  a  night's  shelter  to  a  fellow- 
being  in  so  forlorn  a  plight ;  so  be  conducted  the 
Uoor  to  his  dwelling.  The  children,  who  had 
sallied  forth  open-mouthed  as  usual  on  hearing 
the  tramp  of  the  donkey,  ran  back  with  affright 
when  they  beheld  the  turbaned  stranger,  and  hid 
themselves  behind  their  mother.  The  latter 
stepped  forth  intrepidly,  like  a  ruffling  hen  before 
her  brood  when  a  vagrant  dog  approaches. 

"  What  infidel  companion,"  cried  she,  "  is  this 
you  have  brought  home  at  this  late  hour,  to  draw 
upon  ua  the  eyes  of  the  inquisition?" 

"  Be  quiet,  wife,"  replied  the  Giallego  ;  "  here 
is  a  poor  sick  stranger,  without  friend  or  home ; 
wotildst  thou  turn  him  forth  to  perish  in  tbe 
streets  ?  " 

The  wife  would  still  have  remonstrated,  for 
■dthough  she  lived  in  a  hovel,  she  was  a  furious 
stickler  for  the  credit  of  her  house ;  the  liltle 
water-carrier,  however,  for  once  was  stiffueeked, 
uid  refused  to  bend  beneath  the  yoke.  He  as- 
■isled  the  poor  Moslem  to  alighl,  and  spread  a 
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mat  ftiid  ft  sheep-flkiD  for  him,  on  the  groond,  in 
the  coolest  part  of  the  house ;  being  llie  only 
kind  of  bed  that  his  poverty  afforded. 

In  a  little  while  the  Moor  was  seized  with 
violent  convulsions,  which  deded  all  the  minis- 
tering skill  of  the  simple  water-carrier.  TTie 
eye  of  the  poor  patient  acknowledged  his  kind- 
ness. During  an  interval  of  his  Sis  be  called 
him  to  hi!<  side,  aiid  addressing  him  in  a  low 
voice,  "  My  end,"  said  he,  "  I  fear  ia  at  hand. 
If  I  die,  I  bequeath  you  this  box  as  a  reward 
for  yotir  charity  ;  "  so  saying,  he  opened  his  al- 
bornoz,  or  cloak,  and  showed  a  small  box  of 
sandal-wood,  strapped  round  his  body.  "  God 
grant,  my  friend,"  replied  the  worthy  little 
Gallego,  ^  that  you  may  live  many  years  to  en- 
joy your  treasure,  whatever  it  may  be."  The 
Moor  shook  his  head  ;  be  laid  his  hand  upon  the 
box,  and  would  have  said  something  more  con- 
cerning it,  but  his  convulsions  retnr7»ed  with  in- 
creasing violence,  and  in  a  little  while  he  expired. 

The  water-carrier's  wife  was  now  as  one  dis- 
tracted. "  This  comes,"  said  she,  "  of  your  fijol- 
ish  good-nature,  always  running  into  scrapes  to 
oblige  others.  What  will  become  of  us  when 
this  corpse  is  found  in  our  house  ?  We  shall  be 
sent  to  prison  as  murderers ;  and  if  we  escape 
with  our  lives,  shall  be  ruined  by  notaries  and 
alguazils." 

Foot  Peregil  was  in  eqnal  tribulation,  and 
dimoet  repented  himself  of  having  done  a  good 
deed.  At  length  a  thought  struck  him.  *'  It  is 
not  yet  day,"  said  he  ;  "I  can  convey  the  dead 
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bodj  oat  of  the  city,  and  bury  it  ia  the  aoiids  on 
the  banka  of  the  XeniL  No  one  saw  the  Moor 
euter  our  dwelling,  and  do  one  will  koow  any- 
thiDg  of  his  death." 

So  said,  eo  doae.  The  wife  aided  him  ;  they 
rolled  the  body  of  the  unfortunate  Moslem  in  the 
mat  on  which  he  bad  expired,  laid  it  across  the 
ass,  and  Feregil  set  out  with  it  for  the  banks  of 
the  river. 

As  ill  luck  would  have  it,  there  lived  opposite 
to  the  water-carrier  a  barber  named  Fedrillo 
Pedrugo,  one  of  the  most  prying,  tattling,  and 
mischief-making  of  his  gossip  tribe.  He  was  a 
weasel-faced,  spider-legged  variet,  supple  and  in- 
sinuating ;  the  famous  barber  of  Seville  could 
not  surpass  him  for  his  universal  knowledge  of 
the  affairs  of  others,  and  he  had  no  more  power 
of  retention  than  a  sieve.  It  was  said  that  he 
?lept  but  with  one  eye  at  a  time,  and  kept  one 
ear  uncovered,  so  that  even  in  his  sleep  he 
might  see  and  hear  all  that  was  going  on.  Cer- 
taio  it  is,  he  was  a  sort  of  scandalous  chronicle 
for  the  quidnuncs  of  Granada,  and  bad  more 
customers  than  all  the  rest  of  his  fraternity. 

This  meddlesome  barber  heard  Peregil  arrive 
at  an  unusual  hour  at  night,  and  the  exclama- 
tions of  his  wife  and  children.  His  head  was 
instantly  popped  out  of  a  little  window  which 
Berved  him  as  a  look-out,  aud  he  saw  his  neigh- 
bor assist  a  man  in  Moorish  garb  into  his  dwell- 
■ng.  This  was  8o  strange  an  oocuiTenee,  that 
Fedrillo  Pedrugo  slept  not  a  wink  that  night. 
Every    five    minutes    he    was    at    his    loophole, 
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watching  the  lights  that  gleamed  throa^  the 
chinks  of  his  ueighbor's  door,  Eud  before  daylight 
he  beheld  Peregil  sally  forth  with  his  donkey 
unusually  laden. 

The  inquisitive  barber  was  in  a  fidget ;  ha 
slipped  on  hb  clothes,  and,  stealing  forth  silently, 
followed  the  water-carrier  at  a  distance,  until  he 
saw  hitn  dig  a  hole  in  the  sandy  bank  of  the 
Xenil,  and  bury  something  that  had  the  Appear- 
ance of  a  dead  body. 

The  barber  hied  him  home,  and  fidgeted  aboot 
his  shop,  setting  everything  upside  down,  until 
sunrise.  He  then  took  a  basin  under  hb  ann, 
and  sallied  forth  to  the  house  of  hb  daily  cus- 
tomer the  alcalde. 

The  alcalde  was  just  risen.  Pedrillo  Fednjgo 
seated  him  in  a  chair,  threw  a  napkin  round  his 
neck,  put  a  basin  of  hot  water  under  Ms  chiu, 
and  began  to  mollify  hb  beard  with  his  fingers. 

"  Strange  doings  1 "  said  Pedrugo,  who  played 
barber  and  newsmonger  at  the  same  time,  — 
"  strange  doings !  Robbery,  and  murder,  and 
burial  all  in  one  night  1 " 

"  Hey !  —  how  !  —  what  is  that  you  say  ?  ° 
cried  the  alcalde. 

"  I  say,"  replied  the  barber,  rubbing  a  piece 
of  soap  over  the  nose  and  mouth  of  the  dignilarr, 
for  a  Spanbh  barber  disdains  to  employ  a  bnisli, 
—  "I  say  that  Peregil  the  Gallego  has  robbed  and 
murdered  a  Moorish  Miissnlniaii,  and  buried  him, 
this  blessed  night.  Maldita  sea  la  noche  ;  —  Ac- 
cursed be  the  night  for  the  same  I  " 

"  But  how  do  you  know  all  this  ?  "  demanded 
the  alcalde. 
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"  Be  ptttieDt,  SeiSor,  and  you  shall  hear  all 
about  il,"  replied  Pedrillo,  taking  him  by  the  nose 
and  sliding  a  razor  over  his  cheek.  He  theo 
recounted  all  that  he  had  seen,  going  through 
both  operations  at  the  same  time,  shaving  his 
beard,  washing  his  chin,  and  wiping  him  dry 
with  a  dirty  napkin,  while  be  was  robbing,  mur- 
dering, and  burying  the  Moslem. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  this  alcalde  was  one 
of  the  most  overbearing,  and  at  the  same  time 
most  griping  and  corrupt  curmudgeons  in  all 
Granada.  It  could  not  be  denied,  however,  that 
he  set  a  high  value  upon  justice,  for  he  sold  it  at 
its  weight  in  gold.  He  presumed  the  case  iu 
point  to  be  one  of  murder  and  robbery ;  doubt- 
less there  must  be  a  rich  spoil ;  how  was  it  to  be 
secured  into  the  legitimate  hands  of  the  law? 
for  as  to  merely  entrapping  the  delinquent  —  that 
would  be  feeding  the  gallows ;  but  entrapping 
the  booty  —  that  would  be  enriching  the  judge, 
and  encb,  according  to  his  creed,  was  t)ie  great 
end  of  justice.  So  thinking,  he  summoned  to 
his  presence  his  trustiest  alguazil  —  a  gaunt, 
hungry-looking  varlet,  clad,  according  to  Ihe  cus- 
tom of  his  order,  in  the  ancient  Spanish  garb,  a 
broad  black  heaver  turned  up  at  its  sides ;  a 
quaint  ruiT;  a  small  black  cloak  dangling  from 
his  shoulders ;  rusty  black  under-clotlies  tliat 
set  off  his  spare  wiry  frame,  while  iu  his  hand 
lie  bore  a  slender  white  wand,  the  dreaded  in- 
signia of  his  office.  Such  was  the  legal  blood- 
hound of  the  ancient  Spanish  breed,  that  he  put 
upon  the  traces  of  the  unlucky  water-carrier,  and 
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such  waa  hiB  apeed  and  certainty,  that  he  wu 
upon  tbe  haunches  of  poor  Fer^l  before  be 
bad  retorned  to  hb  dwelling,  and  brought  both 
him  and  bis  donke;  before  Uie  dispenser  of  jns- 
tice. 

Tbe  alcalde  bent  upon  him  one  of  the  moet 
terrific  frowns.  "  Hark  ye,  culprit ! "  roared  he, 
in  a  voice  that  made  the  knees  of  the  little  Gol- 
lego  smite  together,  —  "  hark  ye,  culprit !  there 
is  no  need  of  denying  thy  guilt,  everyihiog  is 
known  to  me.  A  gallows  is  the  proper  reward 
for  the  crime  thou  hast  committed,  but  I  am 
inerciful,  and  readily  listen  to  reason.  Tbe  man 
that  hHB  been  murdered  ui  thy  house  was  a  Moor, 
an  infidel,  the  enemy  of  our  fiilth.  It  was  doubt- 
less in  a  fit  of  religious  zeal  that  thou  host  alain 
him.  I  will  be  indulgent,  therefore ;  render  up 
the  pittperty  of  which  thou  hast  robbed  htm,  and 
we  will  bush  the  matter  up." 

The  poor  water-carrier  called  upon  all  tJie 
BWits  to  witness  bis  innocence ;  alas  !  not  one  of 
them  appeared  ;  and  if  they  bad,  the  alcalde 
would  have  disbelieved  the  whole  calendar.  The 
water-carrier  related  the  whole  story  of  tbe  dying 
Moor  with  the  straightforward  simplicity  of  truth, 
but  it  was  all  in  vain.  "  Wilt  thou  persist  in 
saying,"  demanded  the  judge,  "  that  this  Moslem 
had  neitiier  gold  nor  jewels,  which  were  the  ob- 
ject of  thy  cupidity  ?  " 

"  As  I  hope  to  be  saved,  your  womhip,"  re- 
plied tbe  water-carrier,  "  he  had  nothiug  but  a 
BDiall  box  of  sandol-wood  which  he  bequeathed 
to  me  in  reward  for  my  Berrices." 
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"  A  box  of  sandal-wood !  a  box  of  sandal- 
mmd  I  "  exclaimed  the  alcalde,  his  eyes  spark- 
ling at  the  idea  of  precious  jewels.  "  And  where 
b  this  box  ?  where  have  you  concealed  it  P  " 

"  An'  it  please  your  grace,"  replied  the  water- 
cairier,  "  it  is  in  one  of  the  panuiera  of  my  mole, 
and  heartily  at  the  service  of  your  worship." 

He  had  hardly  spoken  the  words,  when  the 
keen  alguazil  darted  off,  and  reappeared  in  an 
instant  with  the  mysterious  box  of  sandal-wood. 
The  alcalde  opened  it  with  ao  eager  and  trem- 
bling hand ;  all  pressed  forward  to  gaze  upon  the 
treasure  it  was  expected  to  contain ;  when,  to 
their  disappcHntmeut,  nothing  appeared  wiChiu, 
but  a  parchment  scroll,  covered  with  Arabic 
characters,  and  an  end  of  a  wasTeu  taper. 

When  there  is  nothing  to  be  gained  by  the  con- 
viction of  a  prisoner,  justice,  even  in  Spain,  is 
apt  to  be  impartial.  The  alcalde,  having  re- 
covered from  hb  disappointment,  and  found  that 
there  was  really  no  booty  in  the  case,  now  lis- 
tened dispassionately  to  the  explaoation  of  the 
water-carrier,  which  was  corroborated  by  the  tes- 
timony of  hia  wife.  Being  convinced,  therefore, 
of  his  innocence,  he  discharged  him  firom  arrest ; 
nay  more,  he  permitted  him  to  carry  off  the 
Moot's  legacy,  the  box  of  sandal-wood  and  its 
contents,  as  the  well-merited  reward  of  his  hu- 
manity ;  but  he  retained  his  donkey  in  payment 
of  costs  and  chaises. 

Behold  the  unfortunate  little  Gallego  reduced 
once  more  to  the  necessity  of  being  hia  own 
waler-camer,  and  trudging  up  to  the  well  of  the 
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Alhambrtt  with  a  great  earthen  jar  upon  hu 
eboulder. 

As  be  toiled  up  ^e  hill  in  the  heat  of  a  etuD- 
roer  noon,  his  usual  good-humor  forsook  ium. 
"  Dog  of  an  alcalde  ! "  would  he  cry,  "  to  rob  a 
poor  man  of  the  means  of  his  subsistence^  of  the 
best  friend  he  had  in  the  world  ! "  And  then  at 
the  remembrance  of  the  beloved  companion  of 
his  labors,  all  the  kindness  of  his  nature  would 
break  forth.  "  Ah,  donkey  of  my  heart !  "  would 
he  exclaim,  resting  his  burden  on  a  atone,  and 
wiping  the  sweat  from  his  brow,  —  "  ah,  donkey 
of  my  heart !  I  warrant  rae  thou  thinkest  of  thy 
old  master  I  I  warrant  me  thou  missest  tbe 
water-jars  —  poor  beast," 

To  add  to  his' afflictions,  his  wife  received  bim, 
on  his  return  home,  with  whimperings  and  re- 
piningB ;  she  had  clearly  the  vantage-ground  of 
him,  having  warned  him  not  to  commit  the  egre- 
gious act  of  hospitality  which  had  brought  on 
him  all  these  misfortunes ;  and,  like  a  knowing 
woman,  she  took  every  occasion  to  throw  her 
superior  sagacity  in  his  teeth.  If  her  children 
tacked  food,  or  needed  a  new  garment,  she  could 
answer  with  a  sneer,  "  Go  to  your  fiither  —  he 
is  heir  to  king  Chico  of  the  Alhambra :  ask  him 
to  help  you  out  of  the  Moor's  strong  box." 

Was  ever  poor  mortal  so  soundly  punished  for 
having  done  a  good  action?  The  unlucky  Pere- 
gil  was  grieved  in  flesh  and  spirit,  but  still  he 
bore  meekly  with  the  railings  of  his  spouse.  At 
length,  one  evening,  when,  afrer  a  hot  day's  toil, 
she  taunted  him   in  the  usual  manner,  he  lost  all 
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pntienoe.  He  did  not  venture  to  retort  upon  her, 
but  his  eye  rested  upon  the  box  of  sandal-wood, 
which  lay  oa  a  shdf  with  lid  half  open,  as  if 
laughing  in  mockery  at  his  vexation.  Seizing  it 
up,  he  dashed  it  with  indignation  to  the  floor. 
"  Unlucky  was  the  day  that  I  ever  aet  eyes  on 
tliee,"  he  cried,  "  or  sheltered  thy  master  beneath 

As  the  box  struck  the  floor,  the  lid  flew  wide 
open,  and  the  parchment  sci'oll  rolled  forth. 

Peregil  sat  regarding  the  scroll  for  some  time 
in  moody  silence.  At  length  rallying  his  ideas, 
"  Who  knows,"  thought  he,  "  bat  Ihia  writing 
may  be  of  some  importance,  as  the  Moor  seems 
to  have  guarded  it  with  such  care?"  Picking 
it  up  therefore,  be  pnt  it  in  his  bosom,  and  the 
next  morning,  as  be  was  crying  water  through 
the  streets,  he  stopped  at  the  shop  of  a  Moor,  a 
native  of  Tangiers,  who  sold  trinkets  and  perfum- 
ery in  the  Zacatin,  and  asked  him  to  explain  the 
contents. 

The  Moor  read  the  scroll  attentively,  then 
stroked  his  beard  and  smiled.  "This  manu- 
script," swd  he,  "  is  a  form  of  incantation  for  the 
recovery  of  hidden  treasure  that  is  under  the 
power  of  enchantment.  It  is  Raid  to  have  such 
virtue  that  the  strongest  bolts  and  bars,  nay  the 
adamantine  rock  itself  will  yield  before  it!" 

>■  Bah !  "  cried  the  litile  GlaUego,  "  what  is  all 
that  to  me  ?  I  am  no  enchanter,  and  know  nothing 
of  buried  ireasure."  So  saying,  he  shouldered 
his  water-jar,  left  the  scroll  in  the  bands  of  the 
Moor,  and  trudged  forward  on  his  daily  rounds. 
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Thftt  evening,  however,  us  he  rested  hjouelf 
about  twilight  at  the  well  of  the  Alhambra,  be 
found  a  number  of  gossips  assembled  at  the  place, 
and  their  conversation,  as  is  not  aunsoal  at  that 
shadowy  hour,  turned  upon  old  tales  and  tradi- 
tjons  of  a  supernatural  nature.  Being  all  poor 
as  rats,  they  dwelt  with  peculiar  fondness  upoa 
the  popular  iheme  of  enchanted  riches  left  by  the 
Moora  in  various  parts  of  the  Albambra.  Above 
all,  they  concurred  in  the  belief  that  there  wen 
great  treasures  buried  deep  in  the  earth  under 
the  tower  of  the  seven  floors. 

These  stories  made  an  unusual  impression  oa 
the  mind  of  the  honest  Peregil,  and  they  sank 
deeper  and  deeper  into  his  thoughts  as  be  re- 
turned alone  down  the  darkling  avenues,  "it, 
after  all,  there  should  be  treasure  hid  beneath  ihst 
tower;  and  if  the  scroll  I  left  with  the  Moor 
ehould  enable  rae  to  get  at  it ! "  In  the  sadden 
ecstasy  of  the  thought  he  had  wellnigfa  let  M 
his  water-jar. 

That  night  he  tumbled  and  tossed,  anj  couU 
scarcely  get  a  wink  of  sleep  for  the  thoughts  that 
were  bewildering  his  hnin.  Bright  aod  early 
he  repaired  to  the  shop  of  the  Moor,  and  told 
bim  all  that  was  passing  in  his  mind.  "  Tou  cao 
read  Arabic,"  said  be ;  "  suppose  we  go  together 
to  the  tower,  and  try  the  effect  of  the  charm ;  if 
it  f^ls,  we  are  no  worse  off  than  before  ;  bat  if 
it  succeeds,  we  will  share  equally  all  the  treasnre 
we  may  discover." 

"  Hold,"  replied  the  Moslem  ;  "  this  writing  i» 
itot  suflicieat  of  itself;  it  must  be  read  at  mid- 
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uigbt,  by  the  light  of  a  taper  singularly  com- 
pounded aud  prepared,  the  tDgredieub)  of  which 
are  oot  withiti  my  reach.  Without  such  a  taper 
the  scroll  13  of  no  avtul." 

"  Say  uo  more  !  "  cried  the  little  Gallego  ;  "  I 
have  such  a  taper  at  hand,  and  will  bi'ing  it  here 
in  a  moment."  So  saying,  he  hastened  home, 
aud  soon  returned  with  the  end  of  yellow  wax 
U4>er  that  he  had  foiud  in  the  box  of  sandal- 

The  Moor  felt  it  and  smelt  to  it.  "  Here  are 
rare  and  costly  perfumes,"  said  he,  "  combined 
with  this  yellow  wax.  Tbis  is  the  kind  of  taper 
specified  in  the  scroll.  While  this  burns,  the 
strougeat  walls  and  most  secret  caverns  will  re- 
main open.  Woe  to  hiiu,  however,  who  lingers 
within  until  it  be  extinguished.  He  will  remain 
encbanted  with  the  treasure." 

It  was  now  agreed  between  them  to  try  the 
charm  that  very  uight.  At  a  laie  hour,  there- 
fore, when  nothing  was  stirring  but  bats  and 
owls,  tbey  ascended  the  woudy  hill  of  the 
Alhambro,  and  appiuached  that  awful  lower, 
shrouded  by  trees  and  rendered  formidable  by  so 
many  traditionary  tales.  By  the  light  of  a  lan- 
tern they  groped  their  way  through  bushes,  and 
over  fallen  stones,  to  the  door  of  a  vault  beneath 
the  tower.  With  fear  and  trembling  they  de- 
scended a  flight  of  steps  cut  into  the  rock.  It  led 
to  an  empty  chamber,  damp  and  drear,  from  which 
auotber  flight  of  steps  led  to  a  deeper  vault.  In 
this  way  they  descended  four  several  flighls, 
leading  into  as  many  vaults,  one  below  the  other, 
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but  the  floor  of  the  fourth  was  stolid  ;  ntid  thnu^, 
according  to  tradition,  there  remnined  tliree  vaulis 
still  below,  it  was  paid  to  be  impossible  to  pene- 
trate furtlier,  the  residue  being  shut  up  by  stroi^ 
enchantment.  The  air  of  this  vault  was  damp 
and  chilly,  and  had  an  earth)'  smell,  and  the 
light  scarce  caat  forth  any  rays,  Tliey  paused 
here  for  a  time,  in  breathless  suspense,  until  they 
faintly  heard  the  clock,  of  the  watch-tower  strike 
midnight ;  upon  this  they  lit  the  waxen  taper, 
which  diffused  an  odorof  mjrrh  and  frankincense 
and  siorax. 

The  Moor  began  to  read  in  a  hurried  voice. 
He  baa  scarce  finished  when  there  was  a  noise  ai 
of  subterraneous  thunder.  The  earth  shook, 
and  the  floor,  yawning  open,  disclosed  a  flight  of 
Steps.  Trembling  witb  awe,  they  descended,  and 
by  the  light  of  the  lantern  found  themselves  in 
another  vault  covered  with  Arabic  inscriplioos. 
In  the  centre  stood  a  great  cliest,  secured  with 
seven  bands  of  steel,  at  each  end  of  which  est 
un  enchanted  Moor  in  armor,  but  motionless  as  ft 
statue,  being  controlled  by  the  power  of  the  in- 
cantation. Before  the  chest  were  several  jus 
filled  with  gold  and  silver  and  precious  stones. 
lo  the  largest  of  these  they  thrust  their  anns  up 
to  the  elbow,  and  at  every  dip  hauled  forth  hand- 
liils  of  broad  yellow  pieces  of  Moorish  gold,  or 
bracelets  and  ornaments  of  the  same  predoua 
metal,  while  occasionally  a  necklace  of  Oriental 
pearl  would  stick  to  their  fingers.  Stilt  they 
trembled  and  breathed  short  while  cramming 
their  pockela  with  tlie  spoils ;  and  cast  many  ft 
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fearfiil  gisnce  at  the  two  enchanted  Moors,  who 
sat  grim  and  motionless,  glaring  upon  them  with 
unwinking  eyes.  At  length,  struck  with  a  sndden 
panic  at  some  fancied  noise,  thej  both  roshed  np 
the  staircase,  tumbled  over  one  another  into  the 
upper  apartment,  overturned  and  extinguished 
the  waxen  taper,  and  the  pavement  again  closed 
with  a  thundering  sound. 

Filled  with  dismay,  they  did  not  pause  until 
they  had  groped  their  way  out  of  the  tower,  and 
beheld  the  stars  shining  through  the  trees.  Then 
seating  themselves  upon  the  grass,  they  divided 
the  spoil,  determining  to  content  themselves  for 
the  present  with  this  mere  skimming  of  the  jars, 
but  to  return  on  some  future  night  and  drain 
them  to  the  bottom.  To  make  sure  of  each 
other's  good  feith,  also,  they  divided  the  talismans 
between  them,  one  retaining  the  scroll  and  the 
other  the  taper ;  thb  done,  they  set  oS*  with  light 
hearts  and  well-lined  pockets  for  Granada. 

As  they  wended  tiieir  way  down  the  hill,  the 
shrewd  Moor  whispered  a  word  of  counsel  ia 
the  ear  of  the  simple  little  water-carrier. 

"  Friend  Feregil,"  said  he, "  all  this  affair  most 
be  kept  a  profound  secret  until  we  have  secured 
the  treasure,  and  conveyed  it  out  of  harm's  way. 
If  a  whisper  of  it  gets  to  the  ear  of  the  alcalde, 
we  are  undone !  " 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  Grallego,  "  nothing 
con  be  more  true." 

"  Friend  Feregil,"  s(ud  the  Moor,  "  you  are  a 
discreet  man,  and  I  make  no  doubt  can  keep  a 
secret;  but  you  have  «  wife." 
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"  She  shall  not  know  a  word  of  it,"  replied 
the  little  water-ourier,  stordilj. 

"  Enough,"  said  the  Moor,  "  I  depend  npon  th; 
diHcretion  and  thy  promise." 

Never  was  promise  mora  positive  and  sincere ; 
but,  a]as  I  what  man  can  keep  a  Becret  from  his 
wife  ?  Certainly  not  such,  a  one  as  Peregil  the 
water-carrier,  who  was  one  of  the  most  loving 
and  tractable  of  husbands.  On  his  return  home, 
he  found  his  wife  moping  in  a  corner.  "  Might; 
well,"  cried  she  as  he  entered,  "  you  've  come  at 
last,  after  rambling  about  until  tbb  hour  of  the 
nighL  I  wonder  you  have  not  broagfat  home 
another  Moor  b&  a  house-mate."  Then  bursting 
into  tears,  she  began  to  wring  her  bands  and 
smite  her  breast.  "  Unhappy  woman  that  I  am ! ' 
exclaimed  she,  "  what  will  become  of  me  ?  My 
house  stripped  and  plundered  by  lawyers  and  al- 
guazila  ;  my  husband  a  do-no-good,  that  no  kmger 
brings  home  bread  to  his  fitmily,  but  goes  rambliog 
about  day  and  night,  with  io&del  Moors !  0  mj 
children  !  iny  children  !  what  will  become  of  M? 
We  shall  all  have  to  beg  in  the  streeta ! " 

Honest  Peregil  was  so  moved  by  Ihe  distress 
of  his  spouse,  that  he  could  not  help  whimper- 
ing also.  His  heart  was  as  full  as  his  pocket, 
and  not  to  be  restrained.  Thrusting  hin  hand  into 
the  latter  be  hauled  forth  three  or  four  broad  gold 
pieces,  and  slipped  them  into  her  bosom.  The 
poor  woman  stared  with  astonishment,  and  could 
not  understand  the  meaning  of  this  golden  sbower. 
Before  she  could  recover  her  surprise,  the  liitle 
Gallego  drew  forth  a  chain  of  gold  and  dangled 
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it  before  her,  capering  with  exultatioa,  hU  mouth 
ibtended  from  ear  to  ear. 

"  Holy  Vi[^n  protect  ns ! "  exclaimed  the 
wife.  "What  hast  thoa  been  doing,  Peregil? 
surely  thou  hast  not  been  committiug  murder  and 
robbery ! " 

The  idea  scarce  entered  the  brain  of  the  poor 
woman,  than  it  became  a  certainty  with  her.  She 
saw  a  prison  and  a  gallows  in  the  dislauce,  and  a 
little  bandy-legged  Gallego  banging  pendent  from 
it ;  and,  overcome  by  the  horrors  conjured  up  by 
ber  imagination,  fell  into  violent  hysterics. 

What  could  the  poor  man  do  ?  He  had  no 
other  means  of  pacifying  his  wife,  and  dispelling 
the  phantoms  of  her  fancy,  than  by  relating  the 
whole  story  of  his  good  fortune.  This,  however, 
he  did  not  do  until  he  had  exacted  from  her  the 
most  solemn  promise  to  keep  it  a  profound  secret 
from  every  living  being. 

To  describe  her  joy  would  be  impossible.  She 
flung  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  her  husband, 
and  almost  strangled  him  with  her  caresses. 
**  Now,  wife,"  exclaimed  the  little  man  with  hon- 
est exultation,  "  what  say  you  now  to  the  Moor's 
legacy?  Henceforth  never  abuse  me  for  helping 
a  feilow^creature  in  distress." 

The  honest  Gallego  retired  to  his  sheep-skin 
mat,  and  slept  as  soundly  as  if  on  a  bed  of  down. 
Not  BO  his  wife ;  she  emptied  the  whole  contents 
if  bis  pockets  upon  the  mat,  and  sat  counting 
gold  pieces  of  Arabic  coin,  trying  on  necklaces 
and  earrings,  and  &ncying  the  tigure  she  should 
otie    day    make   when   permitted    to   enjoy   her 
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On  the  following  morning  the  honest  Galley 
took  a  brond  golden  coin,  and  repaired  with  it 
to  a  jeweller's  shop  Id  the  Zacatin  to  ofibr  it 
for  eale,  pretending  to  hare  found  it  among  the 
rnina  of  tbe  Alhambna.  The  jeweller  saw  Uiit 
it  bad  an  Arabic  ioBcriptioa,  and  was  of  the  pur- 
est gold  ;  he  oflfered,  however,  but  a  third  of  its 
value,  with  which  the  wal«r-camer  was  perfectly 
content.  Peregil  now  bought  new  clothes  for  bi« 
little  dock,  and  all  kinds  of  toys,  together  nith 
ample  provisiona  for  a  hearty  meal,  and  retumii^ 
to  his  dwelling,  set  all  bia  oliildreu  dandng  aroimd 
him,  while  he  capered  in  the  midst,  the  happiest 
of  lathers. 

The  wife  of  tbe  water-carrier  kept  her  prom- 
ise of  secrecy  with  surprising  Btrictoess.  Fors 
whole  day  and  a  half  she  went  about  with  a  look 
of  mystery  and  a  heart  Bwelling  almost  to  bnrst- 
itigi  jet  she  held  her  peace,  though  surrouDded 
by  ber  gossips.  It  is  true,  she  could  not  help 
giving  herself  a  few  airs,  apologized  for  her 
ragged  dress,  and  talked  of  ordering  a  new  bas- 
qutna  all  trimmed  with  gold  lace  and  bugles,  sad 
a  new  lace  mantilla.  She  threw  out  hints  of  her 
buebaud's  intention  of  leaving  off  his  irade  of 
water-carrying,  as  it  did  not  altogether  agree  niib 
bis  health.  In  fact  she  thought  they  should  all 
I'etire  to  tbe  coimtry  for  tbe  summer,  that  the 
children  might  have  tbe  benefit  of  the  mouQtaio 
air,  for  there  was  no  living  in  the  city  in  thi« 
sultry  season. 

The  neighbors  stared  at  each  other,  and  tbought 
the  poor  woman  had  lost  her  wits;  and  her  aira 
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and  grtice§  and  elegant  pretensions  wei'e  the 
theme  of  aaivereal  scoffing  and  merriiDent  among 
ber  friends,  the  moment  her  back  was  turned. 

If  she  restrained  herself  abroad,  however,  she 
indemnified  herself  at  home,  atid  putting  a  string 
of  rich  Oriental  pearls  round  her  neck,  Moorish 
brsoelets  on  her  arms,  and  an  aigrette  of  dia- 
monds on  her  head,  s^led  backwards  and  for- 
wards in  her  slattern  mgs  about  the  room,  now 
and  then  stopping  to  admire  beraelf  in  a  broken 
mirror.  Nay,  in  the  impulse  of  her  simple  vanity, 
she  could  not  resist,  on  one  occasion,  showing 
herself  at  the  window  to  enjoy  the  effect  of  her 
finery  on  the  passers-by. 

As  the  fates  would  have  it,  Pedrillo  Pedmgo, 
the  meddlesome  barber,  was  at  this  moment  sit- 
ting idly  in  his  shop  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
street,  when  his  ever-watchful  eye  caught  the 
sparkle  of  a  diamond.  In  an  instant  he  was  at 
bis  loophole  reconnoitring  the  slattern  spouse  of 
the  water-carrier,  decorated  with  the  splendor  of 
an  eastern  bride.  No  sooner  had  he  taken  an 
accurate  inventory  of  her  ornaments,  than  he 
posted  off  with  all  speed  to  the  alcalde.  In  a 
little  while  the.htmgry  alguazil  was  again  on  the 
scent,  and  before  the  day  was  over  the  unfortu- 
nate Per^l  was  once  more  dragged  into  the 
presence  of  the  judge. 

"  How  is  this,  villain ! "  cried  the  alcalde,  in  a 
fiirioua  voice.  "  You  told  me  that  the  infidel  who 
died  in  your  bouse  left  nothing  behind  but  an 
empty  coffer,  and  now  I  hear  of  your  n:ife  flaunt- 
ing in  her  rags  decked  out  with  pearls  and  dta- 
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monds.  Wretch  that  tbou  art  1  prepare  to  reote 
up  the  spoib  of  thy  miserable  victim,  and  to 
swing  on  the  galbwa  that  is  already  tired  of  wait- 
ing tor  thee." 

The  terrified  water-carrier  fell  on  his  knees, 
and  made  a  full  relation  of  the  marvellous  mnn- 
ner  in  which  he  had  gained  his  wealth.  The  al- 
calde, the  alguazil,  and  the  inquisitive  bartier  lis- 
tened with  greedy  ears  to  this  Arabiaa  tale  rf 
enchanted  treasure.  The  alguazil  was  dispatched 
to  bring  the  Moor  who  had  assisted  in  the  incan- 
tation. The  Moslem  entered  half  frightened  out 
of  his  wits  at  finding  himself  in  the  hands  of  the 
harpies  of  the  law.  When  he  beheld  the  water- 
carrier  standing  with  sheepish  looks  and  down- 
cast countenance,  he  comprehended  the  whole 
matter.  "  Miserable  aninud,"  said  he,  as  he 
passed  near  him,  "  did  I  not  warn  thee  against 
babbling  to  thy  wife  ?  " 

The  story  of  the  Moor  ooindded  exactly  with 
that  of  his  colleague ;  hut  the  alcalde  affected  to 
be  slow  of  belief,  and  threw  out  menaces  of 
imprisonmeat  and  rigorous  investigation. 

"  Soltly,  good  SeiSor  Alcalde,"  said  the  Mussul- 
man, who  by  this  time  had  recovered  his  usual 
shrewdness  and  self-possession.  "  Let  us  not  mar 
fortune's  favors  in  the  scramble  tor  them.  No- 
body knows  anything  of  this  matter  hot  our- 
selves ;  let  us  keep  the  secret  There  is  wealth 
enough  in  the  cave  to  enrich  us  all.  Promise  a 
fiur  division,  and  all  shall  he  produced  ;  refuse, 
and  the  cave  shall  remain  forever  closed." 

The  alcalde  consulted  apart  with  the  alguaciL 
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The  latter  ^as  an  old  fox  in  liis  profe3Bi(»]. 
"  Promise  anything,"  said  he, "  until  you  get  poa- 
eession  of  the  treasore.  Yon  may  then  seize 
upon  the  whole,  and  if  he  and  his  accomplice 
dare  to  murmur,  threaten  them  with  the  fagot 
and  the  stake  aa  infidels  and  sorcerers." 

The  alcalde  relished  the  adyioe.  Smoothing 
his  brow  and  turning  to  the  Moor,  "  This  is  a 
Btrange  story,"  said  be,  "  and  may  be  true,  but  I 
must  have  ocular  proof  of  it  This  very  uight 
you  must  repeat  the  incantation  in  my  presence. 
If  there  be  really  such  treasure,  we  will  share  it 
amicably  between  us,  and  say  nothing  further  of 
the  matter  j  if  ye  have  deceived  me,  expect  no 
mercy  at  my  hands.  In  the  mean  time  you  moat 
remain  in  custody." 

The  Moor  and  the'  water-carrier  cheerfully 
agreed  to  these  conditions,  satisfied  that  the  event 
would  prove  the  truth  of  their  words. 

Towards  midnight  the  alcalde  sallied  forth  se- 
cretly, atteuded  by  the  alguazil  and  the  meddle- 
Bome  barber,  all  strongly  armed.  They  conducted 
the  Moor  and  the  water-carrier  as  prisoners,  and 
were  provided  with  the  stout  donkey  of  the  latter 
to  bear  off  the  expected  treasure.  They  arrived 
at  the  tower  without  being  observed,  and  tying 
the  donkey  to  a  fig-tree,  descended  Into  the  fourth 
vault  of  Uie  tower. 

The  scroll  was  produced,  the  yellow  waxen 
toper  lighted,  and  the  Moor  read  the  form  of  in* 
cantation.  The  earth  trembled  as  before,  and  the 
pavement  opened  with  a  thundering  sound,  dis- 
sloung  tlie  narrow  flight  of  steps.     The  alcalde, 
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the  alguazil,  aod  the  barber  were  etrack  a^iut, 
and  could  not  summon  courage  to  descend.  Tbe 
Moor  and  the  water-carrier  entered  ihe  lower 
vault,  and  found  the  two  Moors  seated  as  before, 
BlIeDt  and  motionless.  They  removed  twoofths 
great  jars,  filled  with  golden  coin  and  precious 
stones.  The  water-carrier  bore  them  up  one  by 
one  upon  his  shoulders,  but  though  a  strong-backed 
little  man,  and  accustomed  to  cany  burden!,  be 
slaggered  beneath  their  weight,  and  found,  when 
sluiig  on  each  side  of  his  donkey,  they  were  as 
much  as  the  animal  could  bear. 

"  Let  IIS  be  content  for  the  preeent,"  said  the 
Moor  i  "  here  is  as  much  treasure  as  we  can  cany 
off  without  being  perceived,  and  enough  lo  make 
us  all  wealthy  to  our  heart's  desire." 

"Is  there  more  treasure  remaiaing  behind?' 
demanded  the  alcalde. 

"  The  greatest  prize  of  all,"  said  the  Moor,  "  a 
huge  coffer  bound  with  bands  of  steel,  and  filled 
with  pearls  and  precions  stones." 

"Let  us  have  up  the  coffer  by  all  means,"  cried 
the  grasping  alcalde. 

"  I  will  descend  for  no  more,"  said  the  Moor, 
doggedly ;  "  enough  is  enough  for  a  reasooabte 
man  —  more  is  superfluous." 

"  And  I,"  said  the  water-carrier,  "  will  bring 
up  no  further  burden  to  break  the  back  of  ^"V 
poor  donkey." 

Findiug  commands,  threats,  and  enfr»^"^ 
equally  vain,  the  alcalde  turned  to  his  two  aAt*^' 
ents.  *'  Aid  me,"  said  he,  "  to  bring  up  the  c<»»*^'; 
and  its  contents    shall  be  divided  between     "^' 
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So  saving,  he  descended  the  steps,  Tollowed  with 
trembling  reluctance  by  the  alguazil  and  tlie 
barber. 

'No  sooner  did  the  Moor  behold  them  (airly 
earthed  than  he  exlingnished  the  yellow  taper  [ 
the  pavement  closed  with  its  usual  crash,  and  the 
three  worthies  remained  buried  in  its  womb. 

He  then  hastened  up  the  difierent  flight  of  steps, 
nor  stopped  until  in  the  open  air.  The  little 
wHt£r-cnrrier  followed  him  as  fast  as  hia  short 
legs  would  permit. 

"  What  haot  thou  done  ?  "  cried  Peregil,  aa  soon 
as  he  could  recover  breath.  "  The  alcalde  and 
the  other  two  are  shut  up  in  the  vault." 

"  It  is  the  will  of  Allah  ! "  aaid  the  Moor,  de- 
voutly. 

"  And  wiU  you  not  release  them?  "  demanded 
the  Gallego. 

"  Allah  forbid !  "  replied  the  Moor,  smoothing 
his  beard.  "  It  is  written  in  the  book  of  fate 
that  they  shall  remain  enchanted  until  some  At- 
(are  adventurer  arrive  to  break  the  charm.  The 
will  of  God  be  done ! "  bo  saying,  he  hurled  the 
end  of  the  waxen  taper  far  among  the  gloomy 
tliichets  of  the  glen. 

There  was  now  no  remedy  ;  so  the  Moor  and 
the  water-cnrrier  proceeded  with  the  richly  laden 
donkey  toward  the  city,  nor  could  honest  Peregil 
refrain  from  liiigging  and  kissing  his  long-eared 
fellow-laborer,  thus  restored  to  him  from  the 
clutches  of  tlic  law ;  and,  in  fact,  it  is  doubtful 
which  gave  the  simple-hearted  little  man  moat 
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joy  at  the  moment,  the  gaining  of  th«  treasure,  or 
the  recovery  of  the  donkey. 

The  two  partners  in  good  luck  divided  their 
spoil  nmicably  and  fairly,  except  that  the  Moor, 
who  had  a  little  taste  for  trinketry,  made  out  to 
get  into  his  heap  the  most  of  the  pearls  aod 
preciona  stones  and  other  baubles,  but  then  he 
always  gave  the  water-carrier  in  lieu  magnificent 
jewels  of  massy  gold,  of  five  times  the  size,  with 
which  the  latter  was  heartily  couteDt.  T^y 
took  care  not  to  linger  within  reach  of  acddents, 
but  made  off  to  enjoy  their  weatlh  undisturbed 
in  other  countries.  The  Moor  returned  to  Africa, 
to  his  native  city  of  Tangiers,  and  the  Gallego, 
with  his  wife,  his  children,  and  his  donkey,  made 
the  best  of  his  way  to  Portugal.  Here,  under 
the  admonition  and  tuition  of  his  wife,  he  be- 
came a  personage  of  some  consequence,  for  she 
made  the  worthy  little  man  array  his  long  body 
and  short  legs  in  doublet  and  hose,  with  a  feather 
in  hb  hat  and  a  Bword  by  his  side,  and  laying 
aside  his  familiar  appellation  of  Peregil,  assume 
the  more  sonorous  title  of  Don  Pedro  Gil :  hb 
progeny  grew  up  a  thriving  and  merry-hearted, 
ihongh  short  and  bandy-legged  generation,  while 
Sefiora  Gil,  befringed,  belaeed,  and  betasselled 
from  her  head  to  her  heeb,  with  gLttering  rings 
on  every  finger,  became  a  model  of  slattern  fash- 
ion and  finery. 

As  to  the  alcalde  and  his  a^joucts,  they  re- 
mained shut  up  under  tlie  great  tower  of  tlie 
teven  floors,  and   there  they  remwi  spellbound 
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Kt  the  pre&eDt  day.  Whenerer  there  shall  be  a 
Iftck  in  Spain  of  pimping  barlKrs,  eharking  algua- 
rils,  and  corrupt  alcaldes,  thej  may  be  Bought 
after ;  but  if  they  have  to  wait  until  such  Ume 
for  their  deliverance,  there  is  danger  of  their  en- 
chantment enduring  untC  doomsday. 
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D  evenlng'B  stroll  up  d  narrow   glco, 
I  overshadowed    by  fig-trees,   pomegran' 

]  fttea,  and    mTrtles,    which    divides    the 

lauds  of  the  fortreae  from  those  of  the  Gener- 
alife,  I  was  struck  with  the  romantic  appearauce 
of  a  Moorish  tower  in  the  outf^r  wall  of  the  AJ- 
hambro,  rising  high  above  the  tree-tops,  and 
catching  the  ruddy  rays  of  the  setting  suo.  A 
solitary  window  at  a  great  height  commanded  a 
view  of  the  glen ;  and  as  I  was  regarding  it,  a 
yonng  female  looked  out,  with  her  head  adorned 
with  flowers.  She  was  evidently  superior  lo  tbfi 
nsual  class  of  people  inhabiting  the  old  towers  of 
the  fortress ;  and  this  sudden  and  picturesque 
glimpse  of  her  reminded  me  of  the  descnplions 
of  captive  beauties  in  fairy  tales.  These  fanci- 
fill  associations  were  increased  on  being  informed 
by  my  attendant  Mateo,  that  this  was  the  Ton'er 
of  the  Princesses  (La  Torre  de  las  Infantas) ;  so 
called,  from  having  been,  according  to  tradition, 
the  residence  of  the  daughters  of  the  Moorish 
kings.  I  have  since  vbited  the  tower.  It  is 
not  generally  shown  to  strangers,  though  well 
wortiiy  of  attention,  for  the  interior  is  equal,  for 
beauty  of  architecture  and  delicacy  of  ornament, 
tt  any  part  of  the  palace.     The  elegance  of  the 
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central  hall,  with  its  marble  fou&taia,  its  lofty 
arches,  and  richly  fretted  dome ;  the  arsbesques 
and  stucco-work  of  the  small  but  well-propor- 
tioned chambers,  though  injured  by  time  and  neg- 
lect, all  accord  with  the  story  of  its  being  aa- 
(uently  the  abode  of  royal  beauty. 

The  little  old  fairy  queen  who  lives  under  the 
staircase  of  the  Alhambra,  and  frequents  the 
evening  tertulias  of  Dame  Antonia,  tells  some 
fanciful  traditions  about  three  Moorish  princesses 
who  were  once  shut  up  in  this  tower  by  their 
father,  a  tyrant  king  of  Granada,  and  were  only 
permitted  to  ride  out  at  night  about  the  bills, 
when  no  one  was  permitted  to  come  in  their  way 
under  pain  of  death.  They  still,  according  to 
her  account,  may  be  seen  occasionally  when  the 
moon  is  iu  the  full,  riding  in  lonely  places  along 
the  mountain-side,  on  palfreys  richly  caparisoned 
and  sparkling  with  jewels,  but  they  Tanish  on 
being  spoken  to. 

But  before  I  relate  anything  fiirther  respect- 
ing these  princesses,  the  reader  may  be  anxious 
to  know  something  about  the  fair  inhabitant  of 
the  tower,  with  her  head  dressed  with  flowers, 
who  looked  oui  from  the  lof\y  window.  She 
proved  to  be  the  newly  married  spouse  of  the 
worthy  adjutant  of  invalids ;  who,  though  well 
stricken  in  years,  had  had  the  courage  to  take  to 
his  bosom  a  young  and  buxom  Andalusian  dam- 
sel. May  the  good  old  cavalier  be  happy  in  his 
choice,  and  find  the  Tower  of  the  Princesses  a 
more  secure  residence  for  female  beauty  than  it 
seems  to  have  proved  in  the  time  of  the  Mos. 
lems,  if  we  may  believe  the  following  legend  ! 
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Djlly^'^^N  old  times  there  reigned  n  Uoorish  king 
KJ|M  iSt  >a  Graaada,  wboae  name  was  Mohamed, 
BcSlSfl  '*>  which  bis  Bubjeclfi  added  the  appel- 
lation of  El  Ha^zari,  or  "  The  LefVhauded." 
Some  Bay  he  waa  so  called  on  account  of  his 
being  really  more  expert  with  his  sinister  than 
his  dexter  hand ;  others,  because  he  waa  prooe  to 
take  everything  by  the  wrong  end,  or,  iii  other 
words,  to  mar  wherever  he  meddled.  Certain 
it  is,  either  through  misfortune  or  mismanage* 
ment,  he  was  continually  in  trouble:  thrice  was 
he  driven  from  his  throue,  and  on  oue  occasion 
barely  esoiped  to  Africa  with  his  life,  in  the 
disguise  of  a  fisherman.*  Still  be  was  as  brave 
as  he  was  blundering ;  and  though  left-handed, 
wielded  his  cimeter  to  such  purpose,  that  he 
each  time  reestablished  himself  upon  his  throne 
by  dint  of  hard  fighting.  Instead,  however,  of 
learning  wisdom  from  adversity,  he  hardened  his  ■ 
neck,  and  stitfened  his  left  arm  in  wilfulness. 
The    evils    of  a  public   nature  which    he    thus 

*  The  r«fiiler  will  recogain  the  BOveraigD  a>nn«t«d  irilh 
tbe  Ibrtunei  of  the  Abeacemgn.  Bis  itoiy  i^poui  to  be  ■ 
littla  BcUontied  in  the  legend. 
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brought  upon  himself  and  his  kingdom  may  be 
learned  by  tiiose  who  will  delve  inio  the  Arabiao 
annals  of  Gnmada ;  the  present  legend  deals  but 
with  his  domestic  policy. 

Aa  this  Mohamed  was  one  day  riding  forth 
with  a  traia  of  bis  courtiers,  by  the  foot  of  the 
moontain  of  Elvira,  he  met  a  band  of  horsemen 
returning  from  a  foray  into  the  land  of  the  Cbris- 
tians.  Tbey  were  conducting  a  long  string  of 
mules  laden  with  spoil,  and  many  captives  of  both 
sexes,  among  whom  the  monarch  was  struck  with 
the  appearance  of  a  beautiful  damsel,  richly  at- 
tired, who  sat  weeping  on  a  low  palfrey,  and 
heeded  not  the  consoling  words  of  a  duenna  who 
rode  beside  her. 

The  monarch  was  struck  with  her  beauty,  and, 
on  inquiring  of  the  captain  of  the  troop,  found 
that  she  was  the  daughter  of  the  alcayde  of  a 
frontier  fortress,  that  had  been  surprised  and 
sacked  in  the  course  of  the  foray.  Mohamed 
claimed  her  as  his  royal  share  of  the  booty,  and 
had  her  conveyed  to  his  haifm  in  the  Alhambra. 
There  everything  was  devised  to  soothe  her  mel- 
ancholy ;  and  the  monarch,  more  and  more  en- 
amored, sought  to  make  her  his  queen.  The  Span- 
ish maid  at  first  repulsed  his  addresses :  he  was 
an  infidel ;  he  was  the  open  foe  of  her  country ; 
what  was  worse,  he  was  stricken  in  years ! 

The  monarch,  finding  his  assiduities  of  no  avail, 
determined  to  enlist  in  his  faror  the  duenna,  who 
had  been  captured  with  the  lady.  She  was  an 
Aodalusian  by  birth,  whose  Christian  name  is 
ibi^tten,  being  mentioned  in  Moorish  legends  by 
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DO  Other  apptiUation  thaii  that  of  tbe  discnet 
Kadiga ;  and  discreet  in  truth  she  waa,  as  ber 
whole  history  makes  evideut.  No  soooer  bad  the 
Moorish  king  held  a  little  prirate  couversaiioa 
with  her,  than  she  saw  at  once  the  cogency  of 
his  reasoning,  and  undertook  hia  cause  with  bei 
young  .mislress. 

"  Go  to,  now  I  "  cried  she  }  "  what  is  there  in 
all  this  to  weep  and  wail  about  ?  Is  it  not  bet- 
ter to  be  mistress  of  this  beau^fiil  palace,  wilh 
all  its  gardens  and  fountaiua,  than  to  be  shnt  up 
within  your  father's  old  frontier  tower?  Asia 
this  Mobanied  being  an  infidel,  what  is  that  to 
the  purpose  ?  You  marry  him,  not  his  leligJoa; 
and  if  he  is  waxing  a  little  old,  the  sooner  will 
you  be  a  widow,  and  mistress  of  youreelfj  at 
any  rale,  you  are  in  his  power,  and  must  either 
be  a  queen  or  a  slave.  When  in  the  hands  of  a 
robber,  it  is  better  to  sell  one's  merchandise  for  s 
fair  price,  than  to  have  it  taken  by  main  force." 

The  arguments  of  the  discreet  Kadiga  pre- 
vailed. Tlie  Spanish  lady  dried  her  tears,  ud 
became  the  spouse  of  Mohamed  the  Letl-banded  \ 
she  even  conformed,  in  appearance,  to  the  feith 
of  her  royal  husband ;  and  her  discreet  dueona 
immediately  became  a  zealous  convert  to  tbe 
Moslem  doctrines :  it  was  then  the  latter  receiTed 
the  Arabian  name  of  Kadiga,  and  was  permitted  V> 
remain  in  the  confidential  employ  of  her  mistress. 

In  due  process  of  time  the  Moorish  king  wi^ 
made  the  proud  and  happy  father  of  three  IotcIj 
daughters,  all  bom  at  a  birth  :  he  could  bav* 
wished  they  had  been  sons,  but  consoled  himself 
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with  the  idea  that  three  daughters  at  b.  birtU 
were  pretty  well  for  a  man  somewhat  stricken 
in  jeaie,  and  left-handed  1 

As  asnal  with  all  Moslem  monarctw,  he  sum- 
moned his  astrologers  on  this  happy  event.  They 
cast  the  natirities  of  the  three  princesses,  and 
shook  their  heads.  "  Danghters,  O  king  1 "  said 
theyi  "  are  always  precarious  property ;  but  Ibese 
will  most  need  your  waiohfiilness  when  they  ar- 
rive at  a  marriageable  age  ;  at  that  time  gather 
them  nnder  your  wings,  and  trust  them  to  no 
other  gnardiaofihip." 

Mobwned  the  Left-handed  was  acknowledged 
to  be  a  wise  king  by  his  courtiers,  and  was  cer- 
tainly so  considered  by  himself.  The  prediction 
of  the  astrologers  caused  him  but  little  disquiet, 
trusting  to  his  ingenni^  to  guard  bis  daughters 
and  outwit  the  Fates. 

The  threefcdd  birth  was  the  last  malnmonial 
trophy  of  the  monarch ;  his  queen  bora  him  no 
more  tduldren,  and  died  within  a  few  years,  be- 
queathing her  infant  daughters  to  hia  love,  and 
to  the  fidelity  of  the  discreet  Kadiga. 

Many  yeara  had  yet  to  elapse  before  the  prin- 
cesses would  arrive  at  that  period  of  danger  — 
the  marriageable  age.  "  It  is  good,  however,  to 
be  cautious  in  time,"  said  the  shrewd  monarch  ; 
BO  he  determined  to  have  them  reared  in  the 
royal  castle  of  Salobrefia.  This  was  a  sumptn- 
ona  palace,  incrusted,  as  it  were,  in  a  powerful 
Moorish  fortress  on  the  summit  of  a  hill  over- 
looking the  Mediterranean  sea.  It  was  a  royal 
retreat,  in  which  the  Moslem  monarchs  shut  up 
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6uch  of  their  relatiyes  as  might  t 
safety ;  aJlowing  then  all  kinds  of  luxaiiea  and 
amuse  men  18,  in  the  midst  of  which  they  passed 
their  lives  in  voluptuous  iTtdoleuce. 

Here  the  princesses  remained,  immured  Irom 
the  world,  biit  surrounded  bj  enjoyment,  and  at- 
tended by  fenmle  slaves  who  anticipated  their 
wishes.  Tiiey  had  delightfbl  gardens  for  their 
recreation,  filled  with  the  rarest  fruits  and  flow- 
ers, with  aromatic  groves  and  perfumed  baths. 
On  three  sides  the  castle  looked  down  upon  a  ridi 
valley,  enamelled  with  ail  kinds  of  culture,  and 
bounded  by  the  lofty  Alpusarra  mountains ;  ou 
the  other  side  it  overlooked  the  broad  sunny  sea. 

In  this  delicious  abode,  in  a  propitious  climate, 
and  under  a  cloudless  sky,  the  three  princesses 
grew  lip  into  wondrous  beauty  ;  but,  though  all 
reared  alike,  they  gave  early  tokens  of  diversity 
of  cliaracter.  Their  names  were  Zayda,  Zorayda, 
and  Zorahayda ;  and  such  was  their  order  of 
seniority,  for  there  had  been  predsely  three  min- 
utes between  their  births. 

Zayda,  the  eldest,  was  of  an  intrepid  spirit, 
and  took  the  lend  of  her  sisters  in  everything, 
as  she  had  done  in  entering  into  the  world.  Sbe 
was  curious  and  inqnisiljve,  and  fond  nf  getting 
at  the  bottom  of  things. 

Zorayda  had  a  great  feeling  for  beauty,  whit^ 
was  the  reason,  no  doubt,  of  her  delighting  to  re- 
^rd  her  own  image  in  a  mirror  or  a  fonntain, 
nud  of  her  fondnesa  for  tloweia,  and  jewels,  attd 
other  tasteful  ornaments. 

As  to  Zorahayda.  the  youngest,  sbe  was  sofl 
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•md  timid,  and  extremelj  unaitive,  with  n  vast 
deal  of  dispoeable  lendernesa,  as  was  evident 
trom  her  number  of  pet-flowers,  and  pet-birde, 
and  pet-aninmla,  all  of  whic£  she  cherished  with 
the  fondest  care.  Her  amusements,  too,  were  of 
H  gentle  natorc,  and  mixed  up  with  niusing  and 
reTerie.  She  would  sit  for  hours  in  a  balcony, 
gazing  on  the  ttptirkling  stars  of  a  summer's  night. 
or  on  the  sea  when  lit  up  by  the  moon ;  and  at 
snch  times,  the  song  of  a  fisherman,  faintly  heard 
from  the  beach,  or  the  notes  of  a  Moorish  flute 
from  some  gliding  bark,  sufficed  to  elevate  her 
feelings  into  ecstasy.  The  least  nproar  of  the  ele< 
ments,  however,  filled  her  with  dixmay ;  and  a  clap 
of  thunder  was  enough  to  throw  her  into  a  swoon. 

Years  rolled  on  smoothly  and  serenely  ;  the 
discreet  Kailiga,  to  whom  the  princesses  were 
confided,  was  faithful  to  her  trust,  and  attended 
them  with  unremitting  care. 

The  castle  of  SnlobreSa,  as  has  been  said,  was 
bnilt  upon  a  hill  on  the  sea-coast.  One  of  the 
exterior  walls  stm^led  down  the  profile  of  the 
hill,  until  it  reached  a  jutting  rock  overhanj^r^ 
the  sea,  with  a  narrow  sandy  beach  at  ite  foot, 
laved  by  the  rippling  billows.  A  small  watch- 
tower  on  this  rock  had  been  fitted  up  as  a  pavil- 
ion, with  latticed  windows  to  admit  the  sea- 
breeze.  Here  the  princesses  used  to  pass  the 
sultry  hours  of  mid-day. 

The  curious  Znyda  was  one  day  seated  at  a 
window  of  the  pavilion,  as  her  sisters,  reclining 
va  ottomans,  were  taking  the  siesta  or  noootjde 
■Inmber.     Her  attention  waa  attracted  to  a  gal- 
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ley  which  came  coaUiiig  along,  with  measured 
Btrokea  of  the  oar.  As  it  drew  near,  she  ob- 
served  that  it  was  filled  with  armed  men.  The 
galley  anchored  at  the  fool  of  the  tower;  s 
number  of  Moorish  soldiers  landed  on  the  nar- 
row beaoh,  conducting  several  Christian  prisoners. 
The  curious  Zayda  awakened  her  aistere,  and  alt 
three  peeped  cautJously  throngh  the  close  jal' 
ousies  of  die  lattice  which  screened  them  from 
sight.  Among  the  prisoners  were  three  Spanish 
cavaliers,  richly  dressed.  They  were  in  the 
flower  of  youth,  and  of  noble  presence  ;  and  the 
lofty  manner  in  which  they  carried  themselves, 
though  loaded  with  chains  and  surrounded  with 
enemies,  bespoke  the  grandeur  of  their  souls. 
The  princesses  gazed  with  intense  and  breathless 
interest.  Cooped  up  as  they  had  been  in  this 
castle  among  female  attendants,  seeing  nothing 
of  the  male  sex  but  black  slaves,  or  the  mite 
fishermen  of  the  sea-coast,  it  is  not  to  be  won- 
dered at  that  the  appearance  of  three  gallant 
cavaliers,  in  the  pride  of  youth  and  manly  beanty, 
should  produce  some  commotion  in  their  bosom. 
"  Did  ever  nobler  being  tread  the  earth  than 
that  cavalier  in  crimson  F  "  cried  Zayda,  the  eld- 
est of  the  sisters.  "  See  how  proudly  he  beara 
himself,    as    though   all    around    him    were  hie 

"  But  notice  that  one  in  green !  "  ezclaimed 
Zorayda.     "  What  grace !  what  elegance !  what 

The  gentle  Zorahayda  said  nothing,  but  sbe 
»ecretly  gave  prefereuce  to  the  cavalier  in  blue. 
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The  princesses  remained  gazing  until  the  pris- 
oners were  out  of  sight ;  then  heaving  long- 
drawn  sighs,  they  tnmed  roand,  looked  at  each 
other  for  a  moment,  and  sat  down,  musing  and 
pensire,  on  their  ottomans. 

The  discreet  Kadiga  found  them  in  this  situa- 
tion ;  they  related  what  they  had  seen,  and  even 
the  withered  heart  of  the  duenns  was  warmed. 
"Poor  youths!"  exclaimed -she,  "I'll  warrant 
their  captivity  makes  many  a  &ir  and  high-bom 
lady's  heart  ache  in  their  native  land !  Ah ! 
my  children,  yon  have  little  idea  of  the  life  these 
cavaliers  lead  iu  their  own  country.  Such  prank- 
ling  at  tournaments !  such  devotion  to  the  ladies  ! 
such  courting  and  serenading ! " 

The  curiosity  of  Zayda  was  fiiUy  aroused  ; 
she  was  insatiable  in  her  inquiries,  and  drew  from 
the  duenna  the  most  animated  pictures  of  the 
scenes  of  her  youthful  days  and  native  land. 
The  beautiful  Zorayda  bridled  up,  and  slylj 
regarded  herself  in  a  mirror,  when  the  theme 
turned -upon  the  charms  of  the  Spanish  ladies; 
while  Zorahayda  suppressed  a  struggling  sigh  at 
the  mention  of  moonlight  serenades. 

Every  day  the  curious  Zayda  renewed  her 
inquiries,  and  every  day  the  sage  dnenna  re- 
peated her  stories,  which  were  listened  to  with 
profound  interest,  though  with  frequent  sighs,  by 
her  gentle  auditors.  The  discreet  old  wonuin 
awoke  at  length  to  the  mischief  she  might  be 
doing.  She  had  been  accustomed  to  thidk  of 
(he  princesses  only  as  children ;  but  they  had  im- 
perceptibly ripened  beneath  her  eye,  a^  now 
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bloomed  before  her  three  lovely  damsela  of  the 
marriageable  age<  It  is  time,  thought  the  dueniw, 
to  give  notice  to  the  king. 

Mohamed  the  Lof^handed  was  seated  ooe 
moraing  on  a  divan  in  a  cool  hall  of  the  Alham- 
bra,  when  a  slave  arrived  from  the  fortress  of 
SalobrefjH,  with  a  message  from  the  sage  Eadign, 
congralalating  him  on  the  anniversary  of  his 
daughters'  birth-day.  The  alave  at  the  same 
time  presented  a  delicate  little  basket  deoorated 
with  flowers,  within  which,  on  a  coudi  of  vine 
and  fig-leaves,  laj  a  peach,  an  apricot,  and  a  nec- 
tarine, with  their  bloom  and  down  and'deiry 
sweetness  upon  ihem,  and  all  in  the  early  stage 
of  tempting  ripeness.  The  mooarch  was  versed 
in  the  Oriental  language  of  fruits  and  flowers, 
and  rapidly  divined  the  meaning  of  this  emblem- 
atical offering. 

"  So,"  said  he,  "  the  critical  period  pointed  out 
by  the  astrologers  is  arrived  :  my  daughters  are 
at  a  marriageable  age.  What  is  to  be  done? 
They  are  shut  up  from  the  eyes  of  m^ ;  tliey 
are  under  the  eyes  of  the  discreet  Kadiga,  — ail 
very  good,  —  but  still  they  are  not  under  my 
own  eye,  as  was  prescribed  by  the  astrologers: 
I  must  gather  them  under  my  wing,  and  trust  to 
no  other  guardianship." 

So  saying,  he  ordered  that  a  tower  of  the  AJ- 
hanibrs  should  be  prepared  for  their  reception, 
and  departed  at  the  head  of  his  guards  CiiT  the 
fortress  of  Salobrena,  to  conduct  them  home  iu 
person. 

About  three  years  had  elapsed  since  Mohamed 
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bad  beheld  his  daughters,  and  he  could  scarcely 
credit  hia  eyes  at  the  wonderful  change  which 
tbat  small  space  of  time  had  made  in  their  ap- 
pearance. During  the  iuteryal,  they  had  pasaed 
that  wondrous  boundary  line  in  feiuEile  lile  which 
separates  the  crude,  unformed,  and  thoughtless 
girl  front  the  blooming,  blushing,  meditative 
woman.  It  is  like  passing  from  the  flat,  bleak, 
nninteresting  plains  of  La  Mnncha  to  the  volup* 
taons  Tallejs  and  swelling  hills  of  Andalusia. 

Zayda  was  tall  and  finely  formed,  with  a  lofty 
demeanor  and  a  penetrating  eye.  She  entered 
with  a  stately  and  decided  step,  and  made  a  pro- 
found reverence  to  Mohamed,  treating  him  more 
as  her  sovereign  than  her  father.  Zorayda  was 
of  the  middle  height,  with  an  alluring  look  and 
swimraing  gait,  and  a  sparkling  beauty,  height- 
ened by  the  assistance  of  the  toilette.  She  ap- 
proached her  father  with  a  smile,  kissed  his  hand) 
and  saluted  him  with  several  stanzas  from  a  pop- 
ular Arabian  poet,  with  which  the  monarch  was 
delighted.  Zorahayda  was  shy  and  timid,  smaller 
than  her  sisters,  and  with  a  beauty  of  that  ten- 
der beseeching  kind  which  looks  for  fondness  and 
protection.  She  was  little  fitted  to  command, 
like  her  elder  sister,  or  to  dazzle  like  the  second, 
but  was  rather  formed  to  creep  to  the  bosom  of 
manly  affection,  to  nestle  within  it,  and  be  con- 
tent. She  drew  near  to  her  father,  with  a  timid 
and  almost  faltering  step,  and  would  have  taken 
his  hand  to  hiss,  but  on  looking  up  into  his  face, 
wd  seeing  it  beaming  with  a  paternal  smile,  the 
tenderness  of  her  nature  broke  forth,  and  she 
threw  herself  upon  his  neck. 
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Mohamed  the  Left-handed  Borrcifed  his  blooin- 
ing  danghters  with  mingled  pride  and  perplexirr; 
for  while  be  eznlted  in  their  cbarins,  he  b»- 
thought  himself  of  the  prediction  of  the  aMrolo- 
gers.  "  Three  daughters !  three  daughlere ! " 
muttered  he  repeatedly  to  himself,  "  and  all  of  a 
marriageable  age !  Here 's  tempting  Hesperian 
fruit,  that  reqnireB  a  dragon  watch  \  " 

He  prepared  for  his  return  to  Granada,  bj 
sending  heralds  before  him,  oommauding  everj 
one  to  keep  out  of  the  road  hj  which  he  wa£  to 
pass,  and  that  all  doors  and  windows  should  be 
closed  at  the  approach  of  the  princesses.  This 
done,  he  set  forth,  escorted  by  a  troop  of  blad 
horsemen  of  hideous  aspect,  and  clad  in  shining 
armor. 

The  princesses  rede  beside  the  king,  cioselj 
veiled,  on  beautiful  white  palfreys,  with  velvet 
caparisons,  embroidered  with  gold,  and  sweeping 
the  ground ;  the  bits  and  stirrups  were  of  gold, 
and  the  silken  bridles  adorned  with  pearls  and 
precious  stones.  The  palfreys  were  covered 
widi  little  silver  bells,  which  made  the  moat  musi- 
cal tinkling  as  they  ambled  gently  along.  Woe  to 
the  unlucky  wight,  however,  who  lingered  m  the 
way  when  he  heard  the  tinkling  of  these  bells ! 
— the  guards  were  ordered  to  cut  him  down 
without  mercy. 

The  cRvaleade  was  drawing  near  to  Granada, 
when  it  overtook,  on  tl)e  banks  of  the  river  Xe- 
nil,  a  small  body  of  Moorish  soldiers  with  a  con- 
voy of  prisoners.  It  was  too  late  for  the  sol- 
diers to  get  out  of  the  way,  so  they  threw  them- 


«jrv  Google 


TSE  INTEBViEW.  829 

BelveB  OQ  their  fitcee  on  the  earth,  ordering  their 
captives  to  do  the  like.  Among  the  prisoners 
were  the  three  identical  cavaliers  whom  the  prin- 
ceaees  had  seen  &om  the  parilioa.  The;  either 
did  not  nnderstaod,  or  were  too  haughty  to  obejr 
the  order,  and  remained  standing  and  gazing  upon 
the  cavalcade  as  it  apfwoatdted. 

The  ire  of  the  mmiu-ch  was  kindled  at  thin 
flagrant  defiance  of  his  orders.  Drawing  hb  cim- 
eter,  and  preaiing  forward,  he  was  about  to  deal 
a  lelUiaoded  blow  that  might  have  been  fatal  to 
at  least  one  of  the  gazers,  when  the  piinceases 
(Towded  round  him,  and  implored  mercy  for  the 
{nieonera ;  even  the  timid  Zorahayda  for^t  her 
^ynesa,  and  beconw  eloquent  in  their  behalf. 
Mohamed  paused,  with  uplifted  cimeter,  when 
the  captain  of  the  guard  threw  himself  at  his 
feet.  "  Let  not  your  bigness,"  said  he,  "  do  a 
deed  that  may  cause  great  scandal  throughout 
the  kingdom.  These  are  three  brave  and  noble 
Spanish  knights,  who  have  been  taken  in  battle, 
fighting  tike  lions ;  they  are  of  high  birth,  and 
may  bring  great  ransoms."  — "  Enough  ! "  said 
the  king.  "  I  will  spare  their  lives,  but  punish 
their  audacity  —  let  them  be  taken  to  the  Ver- 
milioa  Towers,  and  put  to  hard  labor." 

Mohamed  was  making  one  of  his  uanal  lefl- 
handed  blunders.  In  the  tumult  and  agitation  of 
this  blustering  eoene,  tbe  veils  of  (be  three  prin- 
cesses bad  been  thrown  back,  and  the  radiance  of 
their  beauty  revealed  ;  and  in  prolonging  the  par- 
ley, the  king  had  given  that  beauty  time  to  have 
tta  full  efleO.     In  those  days  people  fell  in  love 
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much  more  auddeDly  than  at  present,  as  all  an- 
cieat  stories  make  tnanifest:  it  is  not  a  nwtter 
of  wonder,  therefore,  that  the  hearts  of  the  three 
cavaliers  were  completely  captured  ;  cspeciallj'  as 
gratitude  was  added  to  their  admiration ;  it  is  a 
little  singular,  however,  though  no  less  certain. 
that  each  of  them  was  enraptured  with  a  several 
beauty.  As  to  the  princesses,  they  were  more 
than  ever  struck  with  the  noble  demeanor  of  the 
captives,  and  cherished  in  their  breasts  all  that 
thejr  had  heard  of  their  valor  and  noble  lineage. 

The  cavalcade  resumed  its  march  ;  the  three 
princesses  rode  pensively  along  on  their  tinkling 
pallreya,  now  and  then  stealing  a  glance  behiod 
in  search  of  the  Christian  captives,  and  the  lat- 
ter were  conducted  to  their  allotted  prison  in  the 
Vermilion  Towers.  ■• 

The  residence  provided  for  the  princesses  was 
one  of  the  most  dainty  that  fancy  could  devii>e. 
It  was  in  a  lower  somewhat  apart  from  the 
main  palace  of  the  Alhambra,  Ihongh  connected 
with  it  by  the  wall  which  encircled  the  whole 
summit  of  the  hill.  On  one  side  it  looked  into 
the  interior  of  the  fortress,  and  had,  at  its  foot,  a 
small  garden  filled  with  the  rarest  flowers.  Oti 
the  other  side  it  overioobed  a  deep  embowered 
ravine  separating  the  grounds  of  the  Alhnmbni 
from  those  of  the  Generalife.  The  interior  of 
the  tower  was  divided  into  small  fairy  apartments. 
beautifully  ornamented  in  the  light  Arabian  style, 
surrounding  a  lofly  hall,  the  vaulted  roof  of  which 
rose  almost  to  the  summit  of  the  tower.  The 
walls  and  the  ceilings  of  the  hall  were  adorned 
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with  arabesque  and  fretwork,  Bparicling  with  gold 
and  with  brilliant  pencilling.  In  the  centre  of 
the  marble  pavement  was  an  alabaster  fountain, 
set  round  with  aromatic  shrube  and  flowers,  and 
throwing  up  a  jet  of  water  that  cooled  the  whole 
edifice  and  bad  a  lulling  sound.  Hound  the  hall 
were  suspended  cages  of  gold  and  silver  wire, 
containing  singing-birds  of  the  finest  plumage  or 
sweetest  note. 

The  princesses  had  been  represented  as  always 
cheerful  when  in  the  castle  of  the  Salobrena ;  the 
king  had  expected  to  see  them  enraptured  with 
the  Alhambra.  To  his  surprise,  however,  they 
began  to  pine,  and  grow  melancholy,  and  dissat- 
isfied with  everything  around  them.  The  fiuw- 
ers  yielded  them  no  fragrance,  the  song  of  the 
nightingale  disturbed  their  night's  rest,  and  they 
were  out  of  all  patience  with  the  alabaster  foun- 
tain, with  its  eternal  drop-drop  and  splash-splash, 
from  morning  till  night  and  from  night  till  morn- 
ing. 

The  king,  who  was  somewhat  of  a  testy,  ty< 
rannical  disposition,  took  this  at  first  in  high  dud- 
geon ;  but  he  reflected  that  his  daughters  had 
arrived  at  an  age  when  the  female  mind  expands 
and  its  desires  angment.  "  They  are  no  longer 
children,"  said  he  to  himself,  **  tliey  are  women 
grown,  and  require  suitable  objects  to  interest 
them."  He  put  in  requisition,  therefore,  all  the 
dressmakers,  and  the  jewellers,  and  the  artiflccrs 
in  gold  and  silver  throughout  the  Zacatin  of  Gi'a- 
nada,  and  the  princesses  were  overwhelmed  with 
"obea  of  silk,  and  tissue,  and  brocade,  and  cash- 
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mere  shawls,  and  necklaces  of  pearls  and  di>> 
monds,  and  rings,  and  bracelets,  and  aokleU,  and 
all  manner  of  precious  things. 

All,  howerer,  was  of  no  avail ;  the  princena 
continued  pale  and  languid  in  the  midst  of  thdr 
fineiy,  and  looked  Uke  three  blighted  rose-buds, 
drooping  from  one  Stalk.  Hie  king  was  at  his 
wits'  end.  He  had  in  general  a  landaUe  confi- 
dence in  his  own  judgment,  and  never  took  nd- 
vice,  "The  whims  and  caprices  of  three  mar- 
riageabte  damsels,  however,  are  suffident,"  said  he, 
"  to  puzzle  the  shrewdest  head."  So  for  onoe  in 
his  life  he  called  in  the  aid  of  counsel. 

The  perstm  to  whom  he  ^plied  was  the  expe- 
rienced duenna. 

"  Kadiga,"  Sfud  the  king,  "  I  know  you  to  be 
one  of  the  most  discreet  women  in  the  whole 
world,  as  well  as  one  of  the  most  trustwortiiTi 
for  these  reasons  I  have  always  continued  yon 
aboQt  the  persons  of  my  daughters.  Fathers 
cannot  be  too  wary  in  whom  they  repose  such 
confidence;  I  now  wish  yon  to  find  out  the  secret 
malady  that  is  preying  upon  the  priuceases,  snd 
to  devise  some  means  of  restoring  them  to  healtfa 
and  cheerfulness." 

Eadiga  promised  implidt  obedience.  In  fact 
she  knew  more  of  the  malady  of  the  princesses 
than  they  themselves.  Shntting  herself  up  witk 
them,  however,  she  endeavored  to  insinuate  herself 
'nto  their  confidence. 

"  My  dear  chUdren,  what  is  the  reason  yon  WB 
80  dismal  and  downcast  in  so  beautiful  a  plw*. 
where  you  have  evetythiog  that  heart  can  wish  ?  ' 
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The  priDceese§  looked  vacaotlj  reuod  the 
apartment,  and  sighed. 

"  What  more,  then,  would  jn>n  have  P  Shall 
I  get  you  (be  wwiderful  parrot  that,  talks  all  lan- 
guages, and  is  the  delight  of  Granada  ?  " 

"  Odions  1 "  exclaimed  the  princess  Zayda.  "  A 
horrid,  screaming  bird,  that  chatters  words  with- 
ant  ideas ;  one  mtut  be  without  brain§  to  tolerate 
such  a  pest." 

"  Shall  I  eeod  for  a  mcmkej  from  the  rock  of 
Gibraltar,  to  divert  jou  with  bis  antics?" 

"  A  monkey  !  bugh  I  "  cried  Zorajda ;  "  the 
detestable  mimic  of  man.  I  bate  the  nauBeoua 
animal  r" 

"  What  say  yon  to  the  famous  black  singer 
Casern,  from  the  roTnl  barem,  in  Morocco  ?  They 
say  be  has  a  voice  as  One  as  a  woman's." 

"  I  am  terrified  at  the  sight  of  these  black 
slaves,"  said  the  delicate  Zorahayda ;  "  besides,  I 
have  loet  all  reUsh  for  mustc" 

"  Ah !  my  child,  yon  would  not  say  so,"  re- 
plied the  old  woman,  slyly,  "  had  you  heard  the 
music  I  heard  last  evening,  from  the  three  Span- 
ish cavaliers  whom  we  met  on  our  journey.  But, 
bless  me,  children  1  what  is  the  matter  Ibat  you 
blush  so  end  are  in  such  a  flutter  F  " 

"  MotbiDg,  nothing,  good  mother ;  pray  pro- 
ceed." 

*'Wellt  as  I  was  passing  by  the  Vermilion 
Towers  last  evening,  I  saw  the  three  cavaliers 
resting  after  their  day's  labor.  One  was  playing 
on  the  guitar,  so  gracefully,  and  the  others  sang 
by  turns ;  and  they  did  it  in  such  style,  that  the 
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very  guards  seemed  like  sbitues,  or  men  enchaatod. 
Allah  forgive  me  1  I  could  not  help  beinj;  ntoved 
At  henring  the  songs  of  my  natire  country.  And 
then  to  see  three  such  noble  and  handsome  youths 
in  chnina  and  slavery  !  " 

Here  the  kind-hearted  old  woman  conld  not 
restrain  her  tears. 

"  Ferliapn,  mother,  you  conld  miuinge  to  pro- 
cure 118  a  sight  of  these  cavaliers,"  said  Zayda. 

"  1  think,"  said  Zoniyda,  "a  little  music  would 
be  quite  reviving." 

The  timid  Zorahayda  said  nothing,  but  threw 
her  arms  round  the  neck  of  Kadiga. 

"  Mercy  on  me  1 "  exclaimed  the  discreet  old 
woman ;  "  what  are  you  talking  of,  my  children  ? 
Your  faiher  would  be  the  death  of  us  all  if  be 
heard  of  sucii  a  thing.  To  be  sure,  these  cava- 
liers are  evidently  well-bred,  and  high-minded 
youths;  but  what  of  that?  they  are  the  enemies 
of  our  fiiilh,  and  you  must  not  even  think  of  them 
but  with  abhorrence." 

There  is  an  admirable  intrepidity  in  the  femxle 
will,  particularly  when  about  the  marriageable 
age,  which  is  not  to  be  deterred  by  dangers  and 
prohibitions.  The  princesses  hung  round  their 
old  dueiinn,  and  coaxed,  and  entreated,  and  de- 
<'lared  that  a  refusal  would  break  their  hearts. 

What  could  she  do?  She  was  certainly  the 
must  discreet  old  woman  in  the  whole  world,  and 
3nc  of  the  most  faithful  servants  to  the  king;  but 
was  she  lo  pee  three  beautiiiil  princesses  break 
Iheir  heiirls  for  the  mere  tinkling  of  a  guitar? 
Besides,  tliough  she  had  been  so  long  among  the 
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Moot's,  nntl  changed  her  Taith  in  imitation  of  her 
mistress,  like  a  trusty  follower,  yt't  ehe  was  a 
Spnniard  bom,  and  had  the  lingerings  of  Chris- 
tianity in  iier  heart.  So  ehe  set  about  to  con- 
trive how  the  wish  of  the  princesses  might  bo 
gratified. 

The  Christian  caplivea,  confined  in  the  Vor- 
niilion  Towers,  were  under  the  charge  of  a 
big-whiskered,  broad-shouldered  renegado,  called 
Hussein  Babtt,  who  was  reputed  to  have  a  most 
itching  pain).  She  went  to  him  privately,  and 
slipping  a  broad  piece  of  gold  into  his  hand, 
'■Hussein  Bnba,"  said  she;  "my  mistresses  the 
three  princeascs,  who  are  shut  up  in  the  tower, 
ami  in  sad  wanl  of  amusement,  hni'e  heard  of  the 
mnsical  talents  of  the  three  Spanish  cavaliers, 
and  are  dusii-ous  of  hearing  a  specimen  of  their 
skill.  I  am  sure  you  are  too  kind-hearted  to  re- 
fuse them  so  innocent  a  gratification." 

"  What !  and  to  have  my  head  set  grinning 
over  the  gate  of  my  own  tower  !  for  that  would 
be  llie  reward,  if  the  king  should  discover  it." 

"  No  danger  of  anything  of  the  kind ;  the 
H&iiir  may  be  managed  bo  that  the  whim  of  the 
princesses  may  be  gratified,  and  their  father  be 
never  the  wiser.  You  know  the  deep  ravine 
outside  of  the  walls  which  passes  immediately 
below  the  tower.  Put  the  three  Chri^tjans  to 
work  there,  and  at  the  intervals  of  their  labor, 
let  them  play  and  sing,  aa  if  for  their  own  rec- 
reation. In  this  way  the  princesses  will  be  able 
'j>  hear  ihem  from  the  windows  of  the  lower,  and 
you  may  be  sure  of  their  paying  well  for  your 
CDrapliauce." 
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As  Ihe  good  old  wotnan  oonclnded  her  hnr- 
angue,  she  kindly  preeeed  the  rough  hand  of  the 
renegado,  nod  lefl  within  it  another  piece  of  goM. 

Her  eloquence  vos  irraeistiUe.  The  very  next 
day  the  three  cavaliers  were  pat  to  wor^  in  the 
ravine.  During  the  noontide  heat,  when  their 
fellow-laborers  were  sleeping  in  the  shade,  and 
the  guard  nodding  drovraity  at  his  poet,  they 
eeated  themselvee  among  the  herbage  at  the  foot 
of  the  tower,  and  sang  a  Spanish  roundehiy  (o 
the  accompaniment  of  the  guitar. 

The  gten  was  deep,  the  tower  was  high,  bat 
their  voices  rose  distinctly  in  tiie  stillness  of  the 
summer  noon.  The  princewes  listened  from  Ihwr 
balcony,  they  had  been  taught  the  Spanish  lan- 
guage by  their  duenna,  and  were  moved  by  the 
tenderness  of  the  song.  The  discreet  Kadigo,  on 
the  contrary,  was  terribly  shocked.  <*  Allah  pre- 
serve us !  "  cried  she,  "  they  are  singing  a  love- 
dttty,  addressed  to  yourselves.  Did  ever  mortal 
hear  of  such  audacity  ?  I  will  run  to  the  slave- 
master,  and  have  them  soundly  bastinadoed." 

"  What  I  bastjnado  such  gallant  cavaliera,  and 
for  singing  so  charmingly !  "  The  three  beauti- 
ful princesses  were  filled  with  horror  at  the  idea. 
With  all  her  virttioua  indignation,  the  good  old 
woman  was  of  a  placable  nature,  and  easily  ap- 
peased. Besides,  the  music  seemed  to  have  a 
beneficial  efl%ct  upon  her  young  mistreseea.  A 
rosy  bloom  bad  already  oome  to  their  lAeeks, 
and  their  eyes  began  to  sparkle.  She  made  oo 
fiirther  objection,  therefore,  to  tlie  amorous  ditty 
of  the  cavaliers. 
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When  it  was  fioiehed,  the  princesses  remBined 
■ilent  for  a  time ;  at  length  Zorayda  took  up  a 
lute,  and  with  a  sweet,  though  faint  and  trem- 
bling voice,  warbled  a  little  Arabian  air,  the 
bnrden  of  which  waa,  "  The  rcee  is  concealed 
among  her  leaves,  but  she  listens  with  delight  to 
the  song  of  the  nightingale." 

From  this  time  forward  the  cavaUera  worked 
almost  daily  in  the  ravine.  Th&  considerate 
Hussein  Baba  became  more  and  more  indulgent, 
and  daily  more  prone  to  sleep  at  his  post.  For 
some  time  a  vague  intereowrse  was  kept  up  by 
popular  songs  and  romances,  which  in  some 
measure  responded  to  each  other,  and  breathed 
the  feelings  of  the  parties.  By  degrees  the 
princesses  showed  themselves  at  the  balcony, 
when  they  could  do  so  without  being  perceived 
by  the  guards.  They  conversed  with  the  cava- 
liers also,  by  means  of  flowera,  with  the  symbol- 
ical language  of  which  they  were  mutually  ac- 
qoainted ;  the  difficulties  of  their  intercourse 
added  \o  its  charms,  and  strengthened  the  pas- 
sion they  had  so  singularly  conceived ;  fur  love 
delights  to  struggle  with  difficulties,  and  thrives 
the  most  hardily  on  the  scantiest  soiL 

The  change  effected  in  the  looks  and  spirits  of 
the  princesses  by  this  secret  intercourse,  surprised 
and  gratified  the  left-handed  king ;  but  no  one 
was  more  elated  than  the  discreet  Eadiga,  who 
considered  it  all  owing  to  her  able  management. 

At  length  there  was  an  interruption  in  this 
telegraphic  correspondence  :  for  several  days  the 
cavaliers  ceased  to  make  their  appearance  in  the 
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glen.  The  princesses  looked  <Hit  from  tbe  tovrar 
in  vftin.  In  vain  they  stretched  their  swan-like 
necks  from  the  balcony;  in  rain  they  sang  like 
captive  nightingales  in  their  cage :  nothing  was 
to  be  seen  of  their  Christina  lovers ;  not  a  note 
responded  from  the  groves.  The  discreet  KadigR 
sallied  forth  in  quest  of  intelligence,  and  soon 
returned  with  a  face  full  of  trouble.  "  Ah,  my 
children  !  "  cried  she,  "  I  saw  what  all  this  would 
come  to,  but  yon  would  have  your  way;  you 
may  now  hang  up  your  lutes  on  the  willowi. 
The  Spanish  cavaliers  are  ransomed  by  their 
fiunilies ;  they  are  down  in  Granada,  aad  prepar- 
ing to  return  to  their  native  country." 

The  three  beautiful  princesses  were  in  despair 
at  the  tidings.  Zayda  was  indignant  at  the 
slight  put  upon  them,  in  ihns  being  deserted 
without  a  parting  word.  Zorayda  wmng  her 
hands  asd  cried,  and  looked  in  the  gtans,  and 
wiped  away  her  tears,  and  cried  afresh.  "Hie 
gentle  Zorahayda  leaned  over  the  balcony  and 
wept  in  nilence,  and  her  tears  fell  drop  by  drop 
among  the  flowers  of  the  bank  where  the  ftilb- 
less  cavaliers  had  so  often  been  seated. 

The  discreet  Kadiga  did  all  in  her  power  to 
soothe  their  sorrow.  "  Take  comfort,  my  diil- 
dren,"  said  she,  "  this  b  nothing  when  yon  are 
iiaed  to  it.  Thu  is  the  way  of  the  world.  . 
Ah !  when  yoa  are  as  old  as  T  am,  yon  will 
know  how  to  value  these  men.  1 11  warrant  these 
cavaliers  have  their  loves  among  the  Spsni^ 
beauties  of  Cordova  and  Seville,  and  will  soon 
be  serenading  nnder  their  balconies,  and  thinking 
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BO  moru  of  the  Moorish  beauties  in  the  Alhnni- 
brs.  Take  comfort,  therefore,  my  children,  and 
drive  them  from  your  hearts." 

The  comforting  words  of  the  discreet  Kadiga 
only  redonbled  the  distress  of  the  three  prin- 
cesses, and  for  two  days  they  continued  incon- 
solable. On  the  morning  of  the  third  the  good 
old  woman  entered  their  apartment,  all  ruffling 
with  indignation. 

"  Who  would  have  believed  such  insolence  in 
mortal  man ! "  exclaimed  she,  as  soon  as  she 
could  find  words  to  express  herself;  "but  I  am 
rightly  served  for  having  connived  at  this  decep- 
tion of  your  worthy  fitther.  Never  talk  more  to 
me  of  your  Spanish  caTaliers." 

"Why,  what  has  happened,  good  Eadiga?" 
exclaimed  the  princesses  in  breathless  anxiety. 

"  What  has  happened  ?  —  treason  has  hap- 
pened !  or,  what  is  almost  as  bad,  treason  has 
been  proposed :  and  to  me,  the  most  faithful  of 
sol^ects,  the  trustiest  of  dnetmas  I  Yes,  my 
children,  the  Spanish  cavaliers  have  dared  to 
tamper  with  me,  that  I  should  persuade  you 
to  fly  with  them  to   Cordova,  and  become  theii 

Here  (he  excellent  old  woman  covered  her 
face  with  her  hands,  and  gave  way  to  a  violent 
burst  of  grief  and  indignation.  The  three  bean- 
tiful  princesses  turned  pale  and  red,  pale  and' red, 
and  trembled,  and  looked  down,  and  cast  shy 
looks  at  each  other,  but  said  nothing.  Mean- 
^me  the  old  woman  sat  rockiug  backward  and 
ft»-ivard  in  violent  agitation,  and  now  and  thcD 


rv  Google 


840  CONBOLATlQtt. 

breaking  out  into  ezclamationa,  —  "  That  ever  I 
should  live  to  be  so  insulted  I  —  I,  the  most 
faithful  of  servants  !  " 

At  length  the  eldest  princess,  who  had  most 
spirit  and  always  took  the  lead,  approached  her, 
and  laying  her  hand  upon  her  shoulder,  "  Well, 
mother,"  stud  she,  "supposing  we  were  willing 
to  fly  with  these  Christian  cavaliers  —  is  such  a 
thing  possible  F  " 

The  good  old  woman  paused  suddenly  in  her 
grief,  and  looking  up, "  Poasihte,"  echoed  she ;  "  to 
be  sure  it  is  possible.  Have  not  the  cftvalien 
already  bribed  Hussein  Babo,  the  renegado  cap- 
tain of  the  guard,  and  arranged  the  whole  plan  ? 
But,  then,  to  think  of  deceivit^  your  fether ! 
your  father,  who  has  placed  such  coufidence  in 
me ! "  Here  the  worthy  woman  gave  way  to  a 
fresh  burst  of  grief,  and  began  again  to  lock 
backward  and  forward,  and  to  wring  her  hands. 

"  But  our  father  has  never  placed  any  confi- 
dence in  OB,"  said  the  eldest  princess,  "  but  has 
trusted  to  bolts  and  bars,  and  treated  us  as  cap- 

"  Why,  that  is  true  enough,"  replied  the  old 
woman,  again  pausing  in  her  grief;  he  has 
indeed  treated  you  most  unreasonably,  keeping 
you  shut  up  here,  to  waste  your  bloom  in  a 
moping  old  tower,  like  roses  left  to  wither  m  a 
flower-jar.  But,  then,  to  fly  from  your  native 
Und!" 

"  And  is  not  the  land  we  fly  to  the  native 
land  of  our  mother,  where  we  shall  live  in 
freedom  ?     And  shall  we  not  each  have  a  yoath- 
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fdl  hnsband  Id  exchange  for  a  severe  old 
father  ?  " 

"  Why,  that  again  is  all  very  true  j  and  your 
father,  I  must  oonfess,  is  rather  tyrannical ;  but 
what  then,"  relapsing  into  her  grief|  "  would  yon 
leave  me  behind  to  bear  the  bnint  of  his  ven- 
geance ?" 

"  By  no  meaDii,  my  good  Eadiga ;  cannot  you 
fly  with  us  ?  " 

"  Very  true,  my  child ;  and,  to  tell  the  truth, 
when  I  talked  (he  matter  over  with  Hussein 
Baba,  he  promised  to  take  care  of  me,  if  I  would 
acoompaay  you  in  your  flight ;  hut  then,  bethink 
you,  my  children,  are  yon  willing  to  renounce 
the  faith  of  your  fiither  ?  " 

"  The  Christian  fitith  was  the  original  faith  of 
our  mother,"  sud  the  eldest  princess ;  "  I  am 
ready  to  embrace  it,  and  so,  I  am  sure,  are  my 
BiBters." 

"  Right  again,"  exclaimed  the  old  woman, 
brightening  up ;  "  it  was  the  original  faith  of 
your  mother,  and  bitterly  did  she  lament,  on  her 
death-bed,  that  she  had  renounced  it.  I  prom- 
ised her  then  to  take  care  of  your  souls,  and  I 
rejoice  to  see  that  they  are  now  in  a  fair  way  to 
be  saved.  Yes,  my  children,  I  too  was  born  a 
Christian,  and  have  remained  a  Christian  tn  my 
heart,  and  am  resolved  to  return  to  the  faith.  I 
have  talked  on  the  subject  with  Hussein  Baba, 
who  is  a  Spaniard  by  birth,  and  comes  from  a 
place  not  far  from  my  native  town.  He  is 
equally  anxious  to  see  his  own  country,  and  tc 
be  recondled  to  the  Church ;  and  the  cavalier: 
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have  promiRed  that,  if  we  are  disposed  to  be- 
come man  and  wife,  od  returning  to  onr  native 
land,  the}*  will  provide  for  ub  handsontely." 

In  a  word,  it  appeared  that  this  extremely 
discreet  and  provident  old  woman  had  consulted 
with  the  cttTaliers  and  the  renegado,  and  had 
concerted  the  whole  plan  of  escape.  The  eldest 
princess  immediately  assented  to  it ;  and  her 
example,  aa  usual,  determined  the  conduct  of  her 
sisters.  It  ie  true  the  youngest  hesitated,  for 
the  was  gentle  and  tjmid  of  soul,  and  there  was 
a  straggle  in  her  boeom  between  filial  feelii^ 
and  youthfid  passion :  the  latter,  however,  as 
usual,  gained  tJte  victory,  and  with  silent  tears 
and  stifled  sighs  she  prepared  herself  for  flight. 

The  rugged  hill  on  whidi  the  Alhambra  is 
built  was,  in  old  times,  perforated  with  sulrierra- 
nean  passages,  cut  through  the  rock,  and  leading 
from  the  fortress  to  various  parts  of  ibe  city, 
and  to  distant  sally-porta  on  the  banks  of  the 
Darro  and  the  Xenil.  They  had  been  con- 
strocted  at  different  times  by  Uie  Moorish  kings, 
as  means  of  escape  from  sudden  insurrections,  or 
of  secretly  issuing  forth  on  private  enterprises. 
Many  of  them  are  now  entirely  lost,  while 
others  remain,  partly  choked  with  rubbish,  and 
partly  walled  up,  —  monuments  of  the  jealous  pre- 
cautions and  warlike  stratagems  of  the  Moorish 
government  By  one  of  these  passages  Hussein 
Baba  had  undertaken  to  conduct  the  princesses 
lo  a  Bally-port  beyond  the  walls  of  the  city, 
where  the  cavaliers  were  to  be  ready  with  fleet 
steeds,  to  bear  the  whole  party  over  the  borders. 
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The  appointed  night  arrived ;  the  tower  of  the 
princeBses  had  been  locked  up  as  nsual,  and  ihe 
Alhambra  was  huried  in  deep  sleep.  Towards 
midnight  the  discreet  Eadiga  listened  from  the 
balcony  of  a  window  that  looked  into  the  gar- 
den. Hussein  Baba,  the  renegado,  was  already 
below,  and  gave  the  appointed  signaL  The  du- 
ennft  fastened  the  end  of  a  ladder  of  ropes  to 
the  balcony,  lowered  it  into  the  garden  and  de- 
scended. The  two  eldest  princesses  followed 
ber  with  beating  hearts  ;  but  when  it  came  to  the 
tarn  of  the  youngest  princess,  Zorahayda,  she 
hesitated  and  trembled.  Several  times  she  ven- 
tured a  delicate  little  foot  upon  the  ladder,  and  as 
often  drew  it  back,  while  her  poor  little  heart 
flattered  more  and  more  the  longer  slie  delayed. 
She  cast  a  wistful  look  back  into  the  silken  cham- 
ber ;  she  had  lived  in  it,  to  be  But«,  like  a  bird 
in  a  cage ;  but  withiu  it  she  was  secure ;  who 
could  tell  what  dangers  might  beset  her,  should 
she  flutter  forth  into  the  wide  world  !  Now  she 
bethought  her  of  her  gallant  Christian  lover,  and 
her  little  foot  was  instantly  upon  the  ladder  ;  and 
anon  she  thought  of  her  fether,  and  shrank  back. 
But  fruitless  is  the  attempt  to  describe  the  con- 
flict in  the  bosom  of  one  so  young  and  tender 
and  loving,  but  so  timid  and  so  ignorant  of  the 
world. 

In  vain  her  sisters  implored,  the  duennn  scolded, 
ud  the  renegade  blasphemed  beneath  the  balcony ; 
■he  gentle  little  Moorish  maid  stood  doubting  and 
wavering  on  the  verge  of  elopement ;  tempted  by 
the  sweetness  of  the  sin,  but  terrified  at  its  perils. 
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Every  moment  increased  the  danger  of  dieooT- 
ery.  A  distant  tramp  was  heard.  "  The  patrob 
are  walking  their  rounds,"  cried  the  reo^ado ; 
"  if  we  linger,  we  perish.  Princess,  descend  in- 
stantly, or  we  leave  yon." 

Zorahayda  was  for  a  moment  In  feorftil  agita- 
tion ;  then  loosening  the  ladder  of  ropes,  with 
desperate  resolution    she  flung   it  Irom  the  bal- 

"  It  is  decided  I "  cried  she  ;  "  flight  is  now 
oat  of  my  power  1  Allah  gnide  and  bless  ye,  my 
dear  sisters ! " 

The  two  eldest  princesses  were  shocked  at  the 
thoughts  of  leaving  her  behind,  and  would  fiiin 
have  lingered,  hut  the  patrol  was  advancing ;  the 
renegado  was  furious,  and  they  were  hurried 
away  to  the  subterraneous  passage.  They  groped 
their  way  through  a  fearful  labyrinth,  cut  through 
the  heart  of  the  mountain,  and  succeeded  in 
reaching,  undiscovered,  an  iron  gate  that  opened 
outside  of  the  walls.  The  Spanish  cavaliers 
were  waiting  to  receive  them,  disguised  as  Moor- 
ish soldiers  of  the  guard,  commanded  by  the  ren- 
egade 

The  lover  of  Zorahayda  was  frantic  when  he 
learned  that  she  had  refused  to  leave  the  towerj 
but  there  was  no  time  (o  waste  in  lamentatioDS. 
The  two  princesses  were  placed  behind  their 
lovers,  the  discreet  Kadiga  mounted  behind  the 
•^negado,  and  they  all  set  off  at  a  round  pace  in 
the  direction  of  the  Pass  of  Lope,  which  leads 
through  the  mountains  towards  Cordova. 

They  had  not  proceeded  far  when  they  heard 
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tbe  noise  of  drams  anil  trumpets  fixim  the  battle- 
ments of  the  Alhambra- 

"  Our  flight  is  disoovered  ! "  said  the  renegado 

"  We  have  fleet  steeds,  the  night  is  dark,  and 
we  may  distance  all  pursuit,"  replied  the  cava- 
liers. 

They  put  spurs  to  their  horses,  and  scoured 
across  tiie  Vega.  They  attained  the  fbot  of  the 
mountain  of  Elvira,  which  stretches  like  a  prom- 
ontory into  the  plain.  The  renegado  paused  and 
listened.  "  As  yet,"  said  he,  "  there  is  no  one  on 
our  traces,  we  AxM  make  good  our  escape  to  the 
mountains."  While  he  spoke,  a  light  blaze  sprang 
up  on  the  top  of  the  watch-tower  of  the  Alham- 
bra. 

"  Confusion  ! "  cried  the  renegado,  "  that  bale 
fire  will  put  all  tbe  guards  of  tbe  passes  on  the 
alert.  Away  I  away  1  Spur  like  mad,  —  there 
is  DO  time  io  be  lost." 

Away  they  dashed  —  the  clattering  of  their 
horses'  hoo&  echoed  from  rock  (o  rock,  as  they 
swept  along  the  road  that  skirls  the  rocky  moun- 
tain of  Elvira.  As  they  galloped  on,  the  bale 
fire  of  the  Alhambra  was  answered  in  every  di- 
rection ;  light  after  light  blazed  on  the  Atatayas, 
or  watch-towers  of  the  mountains. 

"  Forward !  forward ! "  cried  the  renegedo, 
with  many  an  oath,  "  to  the  bridge,  —  to  the 
bridge,  before  the  alum  has  reached  there  1 " 

They  doubled  the  promontory  of  the  moun- 
tains, and  arrived  in  sight  of  the  famous  Bridge 
of  Finos,  that  crosses  a  rushing  stream  often 
dyed  with  Christian  and  Moslem  blood.    To  their 
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eonfusioii,  the  lower  on  llie  bndge  blazed  with 
lights  and  glittered  with  armed  men.  The  renfr- 
gado  pulled  up  his  steed,  rose  in  liis  stirrups  and 
looked  about  him  for  a  moment ;  then  beckoning 
to  the  cavaliers,  he  atmck  off  from  the  road, 
skirted  the  river  for  some  distance,  and  dashed 
into  ils  waters.  The  cavaliers  called  upon  the 
princesses  to  cling  to  them,  and  did  the  same. 
They  were  home  kr  some  distance  dowu  the 
rapid  cnrrent,  the  snipes  roared  round  them,  but 
the  beautiful  princesses  dung  to  their  Christian 
knights,  and  never  uttered  a  complaint.  The 
cavaliers  attained  the  c^posile  hank  in  safetv, 
and  were  conducted  by  the  renegado,  by  rude  and 
unfrequented  paths  and  wild  barrancos,  throagh 
the  heart  of  the  mountains,  so  as  to  avoid  all  the 
regular  passes.  In  a  word,  they  sncceedeil  in 
reaching  the  andentcity  of  Cordova  ;  where  their 
restoration  to  their  country  and  friends  was  cele- 
brated with  great  rejoicings,  for  they  were  of  tite 
noblest  families.  The  beaatiiul  princesses  were 
forthwith  received  into  tbe  bosom  of  the  Church, 
and,  after  being  in  all  due  form  made  regular 
Christians,  were  rendered  happy  wives. 

In  our  hurry  to  make  good  the  escape  of  the 
princesses  across  the  river,  and  np  the  mountains, 
we  forgot  to  mention  the  fate  of  the  discreet  Ku- 
diga.  She  had  clung  like  a  cat  to  Hussein  "Babt 
in  the  scamper  across  the  V^a,  screaming  at 
every  bound,  and  drawing  many  an  oath  from 
the  whiskered  renegado;  but  when  he  prepared 
to  plunge  his  steed  into  tbe  river,  her  terror  knew 
10  bounds.     "  Grasp  me  not  so  tightly,"  cried 
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Hussein  Baba ;  "  hold  od  by  my  belt  and  fear 
nothing."  She  held  firmly  with  both  hands  by 
the  leathern  belt  that  girded  the  broad-backed 
renegado  ;  but  when  he  halted  with  the  cavaliers 
to  take  breath  oa  the  moual^n  aummit,  the  du 
eniiB  was  DO  longer  to  be  seen. 

"  What  haa  become  of  Eadiga  ?  "  cHed  the 
princesses  in  alarm, 

"  Allah  alone  knows  1 "  replied  the  renegado ; 
"  my  belt  came  loose  when  in  the  midst  of  the 
river,  and  Kadiga  was  swept  with  it  down  the 
stream.  The  will  of  Allah  be  done  !  but  it  was 
an  embroidered  belt,  and  of  great  price." 

There  was  no  time  to  waste  in  idle  regrets ; 
yet  bitterly  did  the  princesses  bewail  the  loes  of 
their  discreet  counsellor.  That  excellent  old 
woman,  however,  did  not  lose  more  than  half  of 
her  nine  lives  in  the  water :  a  lisherman,  who  was 
drawing  his  nets  some  distance  down  the  stream, 
brought  her  to  land,  and  was  not  a  little  aston- 
ished at  his  miracoloua  draught.  What  further 
became  of  the  discreet  Kadiga,  the  legend  does 
not  mention ;  certain  it  is  that  she  evinced  her 
discret^n  in  never  venturing  within  the  reach  of 
Mohamed  the  Left-tianded. 

Almost  as  little  is  known  of  the  conduct  of 
that  sagacious  monarch  when  he  discovered  the 
escape  of  his  daughters,  and  the  deceit  practised 
npcm  him  by  the  most  &illiful  of  servants.  It 
wa»  the  only  instance  in  which  he  had  called  in 
the  aid  of  counsel,  and  he  was  never  afterwards 
known  to  be  gnilty  of  a  similar  weakness.  He 
'ook  good  care,  however,  to  guard  his  remaining 
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dan^ter,  who  had  do  diBpoeitioa  to  elope ;  it  ii 
tboDght,  indeed,  that  she  secretly  repented  hav- 
ing remained  behind ;  now  and  then  she  was 
seen  leaning  on  the  battlements  of  the  tower,  ajid 
looking  mournfully  towards  the  moantains  in  the 
direction  of  Cordova,  and  sometimes  the  notea 
of  her  lute  were  heard  accompanying  plaintive 
ditties,  in  which  she  was  said  to  lament  the  loss 
of  her  sisters  and  her  lover,  and  to  bewail  her 
solitary  life.  She  died  young,  and,  according  to 
popular  mmor,  was  buried  in  a  vault  beneath  the 
tower,  and  her  untimely  fate  has  given  rise  to 
more  than  one  traditionary  bble. 

The  following  legend,  whidi  seems  in  socne 
measure  to  spring  out  of  the  foregoing  story,  is 
too  closely  connected  with  high  historic  names  to 
be  entirely  doubted.  The  Count's  daughter,  and 
some  of  her  young  coropauions,  to  whom  it  was 
read  in  one  of  the  evening  tertnllias,  thought  cer- 
tain parts  of  it  bad  much  appearance  Ttf  reality ; 
and  Dolores,  who  was  much  more  versed  than 
they  in  the  improbable  truths  of  the  Alhambra, 
believed  every  word  of  it. 
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OH  some  time  after  the  surrender  of  Gra- 
I  nadn  by  the  Moors,  th&t  delightful  city 
]  was  a  fi^queQl  and  favorite  residence  of 
the  Spaoiflli  sovereigns,  until  they  mere  frightened 
away  by  euccesaive  shocks  of  earthquakes,  which 
toppled  down  various  houses,  and  made  the  old 
Moslem  towers  rock  to  their  fbuodation. 

Many,  many  years  then  rolled  away,  during 
which  Granada  was  rarely  honored  by  a  royul 
guest  The  palaces  of  the  nobility  remaiucd 
silent  and  shut  up;  and  the  Alhambra,  like  a 
slighted  beauty,  sat  in  monmfiil  desolation  amoug 
her  neglected  gardens.  The  tower  of  the  Infan- 
tas, once  the  residence  of  the  three  beautiful 
Moorish  princesses,  partook  of  the  general  deso- 
lation t  the  spider  spim  her  web  athwart  the 
gilded  vault,  and  bats  and  owls  nestled  in  those 
diambera  that  had  been  graced  by  the  presence 
of  Zayda,  Zorayda,  and  Zorahayda.  The  neglect 
of  this  tower  may  have  been  partly  owing  to  some 
superstitions  notions  of  the  neighbors.  It  was  ru- 
mored that  the  spirit  of  the  youthful  Zorahayda, 
who  had  perished  in  that  tower,  was  often  seen  by 
noonligbt  seated  beside  the  foumam  m  the  hall, 
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or  nioauing  abont  the  battlements.  And  that  Ibe 
notes  or  her  silver  lute  would  be  bearcl  nt  nud- 
uight  by  wayRirers  passing  along  the  glen. 

At  length  the  city  of  GrHDadn  was  once  more 
welcomed  by  the  royftl  prescnoe.  All  the  world 
knows  that  Philip  V.  was  the  first  Bourbon  that 
Pwayed  the  Spanish  sceptre.  All  the  world 
knows  thnt  he  married,  in  seoond  nnptiab,  Eliza- 
bettit  or  Isabella  (for  they  are  the  same),  the 
beautiful  princess  of  Parma ;  and  all  the  world 
knows  that  by  this  chain  of  coDtingencies  ti  French 
prince  and  an  Italian  princess  were  seated  to- 
gether on  the  Spanish  throne.  For  a  visit  of  this 
illustrious  pair,  the  Alhambra  was  repaired  and 
fitted  up  with  all  possible  expedition.  The  ar- 
rival  of  the  court  changed  the  whole  aspect  of  the 
lately  deserted  palace.  The  clangor  of  drum 
and  trumpet,  the  tramp  of  steed  about  the  ave- 
nues and  outer  court,  the  glitter  of  arms  and 
display  of  banners  about  barbican  and  battle- 
ment, recalled  the  andent  and  warlike  glories 
of  the  fortress.  A  softer  spirit,  however,  reigned 
within  the  royal  palace.  There  was  the  rustling 
of  robes  and  the  cautious  tread  and  mnrmuring 
voice  of  reverential  courtiers  about  the  ante- 
chambers ;  a  loitering  of  pages  and  maids  of 
honor  about  the  gardens,  and  ibe  sound  of  mnsic 
stealing  from  open  casements. 

Among  those  who  attended  in  the  train  of  the 
monarchs  was  a  favorite  page  of  the  queen,  named 
Ruyz  dc  Alarcon.  To  say  that  he  was  a  favoN 
ite  page  of  the  queen  was  at  once  to  speak  bis 
sulogium,  for  every  one  in  the  suite  of  the  stately 
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Elizabettn  was  chosen  tor  grace,  and  beauty,  and 
nccomplishmentfl.  He  was  jost  tamed  of  eigh- 
teen, light  and  lithe  of  form,  and  graceful  as  a 
young  AntiuouB.  To  the  queen  I)c  was  all  def- 
erence and  respect,  yet  He  was  at  heart  a  roguish 
stripling,  petled  and  apoiled  by  the  ladies  about 
ihe  court,  nnd  experienced  in  the  ways  of  women 
far  beyond  hia  years. 

This  loitering  page  was  one  moraing  rambling 
about  the  grores  of  the  Generalife,  which  over- 
look the  grounds  of  the  Alhambra.  He  had 
taken  wiih  liim  for  his  amuaemeut  a  favorite  ger- 
fiilcon  of  the  queen.  In  the  course  of  his  rambles, 
seeing  a  bird  rising  from  a  thicket,  he  unhooded 
the  hawk  and  let  him  Hy.  The  falcon  lowered 
high  in  the  air,  made  a  swoop  at  his  quarry,  but 
roissiug  it,  soared  away,  regardless  of  the  calls  of 
the  page.  The  latter  followed  the  truant  bird 
with  his  eye,  in  its  capricious  flight,  until  he  saw 
it  alight  upon  the  battlements  of  a  remote  and 
lonely  tower,  in  the  outer  wall  of  the  Alhambra, 
built  on  the  edge  of  a  ravine  that  separated  the 
royal  fortress  from  the  grounds  of  the  Generalife. 
It  waa  in  fact  the  "Tower of  the  Princesses." 

The  page  descended  into  the  ravine  and  a^ 
pmached  the  tower,  but  it  had  no  entrance  from 
the  glen,  and  ils  lofly  height  rendered  any  attempt 
lo  scale  it  fi-aitles8.  Seeking  one  of  the  gates 
of  the  fortress,  therefore,  be  made  a  wide  circuit 
to  that  side  of  the  lower  facing  within  the  walls. 

A  small  garden,  enolosed  by  a  trellis-work  of 
roeda  overhung  with  myrtle,  lay  before  the  tower. 
Opening  n  wicket,  the  page  passed  between  beds 
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of  flowers  nnd  thickets  of  roees  to  the  door.  Il 
was  closed  and  bolted.  A  crevice  in  the  dow 
gave  him  a  peep  into  the  interior.  There  mis  a 
small  Moorish  hall  with  fretted  wall?,  light  mar- 
ble colnmns,  and  an  alabaster  fonolain  surrounded 
with  flowers.  In  the  centre  hung  a  gilt  cage 
containing  a  singing-bird  ;  beneath  it,  on  a  chair, 
lay  a  tortoise-sbell  cat  among  reeb  of  silk  and 
other  articles  of  female  labor,  and  a  guitar  deco- 
rated with  ribbons  leaned  against  the  fountain. 

Ruyz  de  Alarcon  was  struck  with  these  traces 
of  female  taste  and  elegance  in  a  lonely,  and,  as 
he  had  supposed,  deserted  tower.  They  reminded 
him  of  the  tales  of  enchanted  halls  current  in  the 
Alhambra ;  and  the  tortoise-shell  cat  might  be 
some  spell-bonnd  princess. 

He  knocked  gently  at  the  door.  A  beaulifnl 
fece  peeped  out  from  a  little  window  above,  but 
was  instantly  withdrawn.  He  waited,  expecting 
that  the  door  would  be  opened,  but  he  waited  in 
vain ;  no  footstep  was  to  be  heard  within  —  all 
was  silent.  Had  his  senses  deceived  him,  or  was 
this  beautiful  apparition  the  fairy  of  the  tower' 
He  knocked  again,  and  more  loudly.  Ailer  a 
little  while  the  beaming  face  once  more  peeped 
forth ;  it  was  that  of  a  blooming  damsel  of  fifteen. 

The  page  immediately  doffed  his  plumed  bon- 
net, and  entreated  m  the  most  courteous  accents 
to  be  permitted  to  ascend  the  tower  in  poisuU  <^ 
his  falcon. 

"*  I  dare  not  open  the  door,  Sefior,"  replied  the 
littki  damsel)  blushing, "  my  atmt  has  forbidden 
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"  I  do  beseech  you,  fair  maid  —  it  is  the  favor< 
he  &lcon  of  the  queea  :  I  dare  not  retnm  to  the 
palace  wUhoQt  it." 

"Are  you  then  one  of  the  caraliers  of  the 
conrt?" 

"  I  am,  ^r  maid ;  bat  I  shall  lose  the  queen's 
fitTor  and  my  place,  if  I  lose  this  hawk." 

"  Santa  Maria  I  It  b  gainst  you  cavsliera  of 
the  court  my  atml  has  charged  me  especially  to 
bar  the  door." 

"  Against  wicked  ca^^e^^  doubtless,  bat  I  am 
none  of  these,  but  a  simple,  harmless  page,  who 
will  be  ruined  and  undone  if  yon  deny  me  this 
Btnall  request" 

The  heart  of  the  little  damsel  was  touched  by 
the  distress  of  the  page.  It  nae  a  thoasand 
[uties  he  should  be  ruined  for  the  want  of  so  tri- 
fling a  boon.  Surely  too  he  could  not  be  one  of 
those  dangerous  beings  whom  her  aunt  had  de- 
scribed as  a  spedes  of  cannibal,  ever  on  the  prowl 
to  make  prey  of  thoughtless  damsels ;  he  was 
gentle  and  modest,  and  stood  so  entreatingly  with 
cap  in  hand,  and  looked  so  charming. 

The  sly  page  saw  that  the  garrison  began 
to  waver,  and  redoubled  his  entreaties  in  such 
moving  terms  that  it  was  not  in  the  nature  of 
mortal  maiden  to  deny  him  ;  so  the  blushing  little 
warden  of  the  tower  descended,  and  opened  the 
door  with  a  trembling  hand,  and  if  the  page  had 
been  charmed  by  a  mere  glimpse  of  her  counte- 
nance from  the  window,  he  was  ravished  by  the 
fiill-length  portrait  now  revealed  (o  him. 

Her  Andalusian  bodice  and  trim  basquiila  set 
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off  the  round  bat  delicate  symmetry  of  her  fonu, 
which  was  sa  yet  scarce  verging  into  womanhood. 
Her  gloeay  hair  was  parted  on  her  forehead  with 
BcrnpulouB  ezactneBS,  and  decorated  with  a  freeh 
pludied  rose,  according  to  the  aniTersal  cnstMn 
of  the  country.  It  ii  true  her  complexicot  was 
tinged  by  the  ardor  of  a  southern  sun,  but  it 
served  to  give  richoesB  to  the  mantling  bloom  of 
her  cheek,  and  to  heighen  the  luBb«  of  her  melt- 
ing eyes. 

Ruy*  de  AJarcon  beheld  all  this  with  a  single 
glance,  for  it  became  him  not  to  tarry ;  he 
merely  munnured  hia  acknowledgmeniB,  and  then 
bounded  lightly  up  the  spiral  staircase  in  qaast 
of  his  falcon. 

He  soon  returned  with  the  truant  bird  upon 
his  fist.  The  damsel,  in  the  mean  time,  had  seated 
herself  by  the  fountain  in  the  hall,  and  was  wind- 
ing silk  ;  but  in  her  agitation  she  let  fall  the  reel 
upon  the  pavement.  The  page  sprang  aud  picked 
it  up,  then  dropping  gracefully  on  one  knee,  pie> 
sented  it  to  her ;  bnl,  seizing  ibe  hand  extended 
to  receive  it,  imprinted  on  it  a  kiss  more  fervent 
and  devout  than  be  bad  ever  imprinted  on  the 
fair  hand  of  his  sovereign. 

"  Ave  Maria,  SeRor  1 "  exclaimed  the  damsel, 
blushing  still  deeper  with  confusion  and  surprise, 
for  never  before  had  she  received  such  a  saluta- 

The  modest  page  made  a  thonsand  apoI<^;ies, 
assuring  faer  it  wns  the  way  at  court  of  espress- 
iug  the  most  p-xifotind  homage  and  respect. 

Her  anger,  if  anger  she  felt,  was  easily  padfied, 
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but  ber  agitation  and  embarrassment  contiDned, 
and  she  eat  blushing  deeper  and  deeper,  with  ber 
eyes  cast  down  upon  her  work,  entangling  the 
silk  which  she  attempted  to  wind. 

The  ctmning  page  saw  the  confusion  in  the  op- 
posite camp,  and  woald  ftun  have  profiled  by  it, 
but  the  fine  speeches  be  would  have  uttered  died 
upon  his  lips;  his  attempts  at  gallantry  were 
awkward  and  ineffectual ;  and  to  his  surprise,  the 
ad^it  page,  who  bad  figured  with  such  grace 
and  efiirontery  among  the  most  knowing  and  ex- 
perienced ladies  of  the  court,  found  himself  awed 
and  abashed  in  Ute  presence  of  a  simple  damsel 
of  fifteen. 

In  &ct,  Uie  artless  maiden,  to  ber  own  modesty 
and  innocence,  had  guardians  more  effectual  thnn 
the  bolts  and  bars  prescribed  by  ber  vigilant 
aunt  Still,  where  is  the  female  bosom  proof 
against  the  first  whisperings  of  love  ?  The  little 
damsel,  with  all  her  arttessnees,  instinctively  com- 
preheuded  all  that  the  faltering  tongue  of  the 
page  failed  to  express,  and  her  heart  was  flutiered 
at  beholding,  for  the  first  time,  a  lover  at  her  feet 
—  and  such  a  lover ! 

The  diffidence  of  the  page,  though  genuine, 
was  short-lived,  and  he  was  recovering  his  ustial 
ease  and  confidence,  when  a  shriU  voice  was  heard 
at  a  distance. 

"  My  aunt  is  returning  from  mass  !"  cried  the 
damsel  in  affright :  "  I  pray  you,  SeBor,  deparL" 

"  Not  until  you  grant  me  that  rose  from  your 
bur  as  a  remembrance." 

She  hastily  untwisted  the  rose  from  her  raven 
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locks.  "  Take  it,"  cried  she,  agilat«d  and  Unah- 
ing,  "  but  pray  begone." 

The  page  took  the  rose,  and  at  the  same  time 
covered  with  kisses  the  fair  hand  that  gare  it. 
Then,  placing  the  flower  in  bis  bonnet,  and  tak- 
ing the  fillcoQ  upon  his  fist,  he  bounded  off  through 
the  garden,  bearing  awaj  with  him  the  heart  of 
tlie  gen  lie  Jacinta. 

When  the  vigilant  aunt  arrived  at  the  tower, 
she  remarked  the  agitation  of  her  niece,  and  an 
air  of  confusion  in  the  hall ;  but  a  word  of  ex.- 
plauHiion  sufficed.  "  A  ger-faloon  had  pursued  his 
prey  into  the  hall." 

'•  Jlercy  on  us  !  to  think  of  a  fiUoon  flying  into 
the  tower.  Did  ever  one  hear  of  so  saucy  a 
hawkP  Why,  the  very  bird  in  the  cage  isnot 
safe ! " 

The  vigilant  Fredegonda  was  one  of  the  most 
wary  of  ancient  spinsters.  She  had  a  becoming 
terror  and  distrust  of  what  she  denominated  "  the 
opposite  Bex"  which  had.  gradually  increased 
through  a  long  life  of  celibacy.  Not  that  the 
good  lady  had  ever  suffered  from  their  wiles,  na- 
ture having  set  up  a  safeguard  in  her  face  that 
forbade  all  trespass  upon  her  premises  ;  but  ladies 
who  have  least  cause  to  fear  for  themselves  aie 
most  ready  to  keep  a  watch  over  their  more 
tempting  neighbors. 

The  niece  was  the  orphan  of  an  officer  who 
had  fallen  in  the  wars.  She  had  been  educated 
in  a  convent,  and  had  recently  been  transferred 
from  her  sacred  asylum  to  the  immediate  guar- 
dianship of  her  aunt,  under  whose  overshadowing 
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care  she  vegetated  in  obscurity,  like  an  opening 
rose  blooming  beneath  a  brier.  Nor  indeed  is 
this  comparison  enlirely  accidental ;  for,  to  tell 
the  truth,  her  fresh  and  dawning  beauty  bad 
caught  the  public  eye,  even  in  her  seclusion,  and, 
with  that  poetical  turn  common  to  the  people  of 
Andalusia,  the  peasantry  of  the  neighborhood  had 
given  her  the  appellation  of  "  the  Rose  of  the 
Alhambra." 

The  wary  aunt  continued  to  keep  a  faithful 
watch  over  her  tempting  little  niece  as  long  as 
the  court  continued  at  Granada,  and  flattered'her- 
self  that  her  vigilance  had  been  successful.  It 
b  true  the  good  lady  was  now  and  then  discom- 
poeed  by  the  tinkling  of  guitars  and  chanting  of 
love-ditties  from  the  moonlit  groves  beneath  the 
towers  but  she  would  exhort  her  niece  to  shut 
her  ears  against  such  idle  minstrelsy,  assuring 
her  that  it  was  one  of  the  arts  of  the  opposite 
sex,  by  which  simple  maids  were  often  hired  to 
their  undoing.  Alas  1  what  chance  with  a  sim- 
ple maid  has  a  dry  lecture  against  a  moonlight 
sereoade  ? 

At  length  king  Philip  cut  short  his  sojourn  at 
Granada,  and  suddenly  departed  with  all  his  train. 
The  vigilant  Fredegonda  watched  the  royal  pag- 
eant as  it  issued  forth  from  the  Gate  of  Justice, 
and  descended  the  great  avenue  leading  to  the 
city.  When  the  last  banner  disappeared  from  her 
eight,  she  returned  exulting  to  her  tower,  for  all 
her  cares  were  over.  To  her  surprise,  a  light 
AratHan  steed  pawed  the  ground  at  the  wicket- 
gate  of  the   garden ;  —  to  her    horror  she  sav 
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through  the  thickets  of  rosea  a  yoath  in  g&jlf 
embroidered  dress,  at  the  feet  of  her  niece.  &X 
the  eound  of  her  footsteps  he  gave  a  tender  adieo, 
bounded  lightly  over  the  barrier  of  reeds  and 
myrtles,  sprang  upon  bis  hone,  and  was  oat  of 
e^ht  in  an  instant. 

The  («nder  Jadnta,  in  the  agony  of  her  grief, 
lost  all  thought  of  her  aimt's  displeasure.  Ihrow- 
ing  herself  into  her  arms,  she  broke  forth  into 
sobs  and  tears. 

"  Ay  de  mi !  "  cried  she  ;  "  he  's  giKte !  —  be 's 
gone  !  —  he  'e  gone  I  and  I  shall  never  see  \Am 
more!" 

"  Gone  1  —  who  is  gone  7  —  what  youth  is  that 
I  saw  at  yonr  feet  F  " 

"  A  quel's  page,  aunt,  who  came  to  bid  me 
farewell." 

"  A  queen's  page,  child  I  "  echoed  the  vigilsnl 
Fredegondft,  faintly,  "  and  when  did  you  become 
acquainted  with  the  queen's  page  F  " 

"  The  morning  that  the  ger-falcon  came  into 
the  tower.  It  was  the  queen's  ger-falcon,  sad  be 
came  in  pursuit  of  it." 

"  Ah  silly,  silly  girl !  know  that  there  are  do 
ger-fnlcoos  half  so  dangerous  as  these  young 
prankling  pages,  and  it  is  prerasely  such  nmple 
birds  as  thee  that  they  pounce  upon." 

The  auat  was  at  first  indignant  at  learning  thst 
in  despite  of  her  boasted  vigilance,  a  tender  iu- 
tercourse  hod  been  carried  on  by  the  youUiTii] 
'overs,  almost  benetUh  her  eye ;  but  when  she 
found  that  her  simple-hearted  niece,  though  thus 
exposed,  without  the  protection  of  bolt  or  bar,  lo 
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•11  the  miichmations  of  the  opposite  sex,  had 
come  forth  unsinged  from  the  liery  ordeal,  she 
consoled  herself  with  the  persuasion  that  it  was 
owing  to  the  chaste  and  cautions  maxims  in 
which  she  had,  as  it  were,  steeped  her  to  the  very 
lips. 

While  the  aunt  Iiud  thia  soothing  unction  to 
her  pride,  the  niece  treasured  up  the  oD-repeated 
TOWS  of  fidelity  of  the  page.  But  what  ia  the 
love  of  restless,  roring  man  ?  A  v^rant  stream 
that  dallies  for  a  time  with  each  dower  upon  its 
bank,  then  passes  on,  and  leaves  them  all  in  tears. 

Days,  weeks,  months  elapsed,  and  nothing 
more  was  heard  of  the  page.  The  pomegruiate 
ripened,  the  vine  yielded  up  its  fruit,  the  autumnal 
rains  descended  in  torrents  from  the  mountains ; 
the  Sierra  Nevada  became  covered  with  a  snowy 
mantle,  and  wintry  hlasts  howled  through  the 
halls  of  the  Alluunbra  —  still  be  came  not  The 
winter  passed  away.  Again  the  genial^  spring 
burst  forth  with  song  and  blossom  and  balmy 
zephyr;  the  snows  melled  from  the  mountains, 
until  none  remained  but  on  the  lotly  summit  of 
Nevada,  glistening  through  the  sultiy  summer  air. 
Still  nothing  was  heard  of  the  forgetful  page. 

In  the  mean  time  the  poor  little  Jacinia  grew 
pale  and  thoughtful.  Her  former  occupations 
and  amusements  were  abandoned,  her  silk  lay 
entangled,  her  guitar  unstrung,  her  flowers  were 
neglected,  the  notes  of  her  bird  unheeded,  and 
ner  eyes,  once  so  bright,  were  dimmed  with  secret 
weeping.  If  any  eolitucle  could  be  devised  to 
fester  the  passion  of  a  bve-lom  damsel,  it  wotdd 
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be  Buch  n  place  as  the  Albainbra,  where  every- 
thiag  eeems  disposed  to  produce  lender  and  ro- 
mantic  reveries.  It  is  a  very  paradise  for  lovers : 
how  bard  then  to  be  alone  in  such  a  pamdiw  — 
and  not  merely  alone,  but  forsaken ! 

"Alas,  silly  child  !  "  would  the  staid  and  im- 
maculato  Fredegonda  eay,  when  she  found  her 
niece  in  one  of  ber  desponding  moods  —  "  did  I 
not  warn  thee  against  the  wiles  and  deceptions  of 
these  men  ?  What  couldst  thou  expect,  loo,  from 
one  of  a  haughty  and  aspiring  family  — thou  an 
orphan,  the  descendant  of  a  fallen  and  impover- 
ished line  ?  Be  assured,  if  the  youth  were  true, 
his  father,  who  is  one  of  the  proudest  nobles 
about  the  court,  would  prohibit  his  union  with 
one  so  humble  and  portionless  as  thou.  Pluck 
up  thy  resolution,  therefore,  and  drive  these  idle 
notions  from  thy  mind." 

The  words  of  the  immaculate  Fredegonda  only 
served  to  increase  the  melancholy  of  her  niece, 
but  she  sought  to  indulge  it  in  private.  At  a  late 
hour  one  midsummer  night,  afler  ber  aunt  had 
retired  to  rest,  she  remained  alone  in  the  hall  of 
the  tower,  seated  beside  (he  alabaster  fountain. 
It  was  here  that  the  faithless  page  had  first  knelt 
and  kissed  her  hand ;  it  was  here  that  he  had 
often  vowed  eternal  fidelity.  The  poor  little  dsm- 
sel's  heart  was  overladen  with  sad  and  lender  rec- 
ollections, her  tears  began  to  dow,  and  slowly  fell 
drop  by  drop  into  the  fountain.  By  degrees  the 
crystal  water  became  agitated,  and  —  bubble  — 
bubble  —  bubble  —  boiled  up  and  was  tossed 
about,  until  a  female  Rgure,  richly  clad  in  Moorish 
robes,  slowly  rose  to  view. 
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Jaciota  was  so  frightened  that  she  fled  from 
the  boll,  and  did  not  Tentiire  to  return.  The 
next  morning  she  relftted  what  she  had  seen  to 
her  aunt,  but  the  good  lady  treal«d  it  as  a  fan- 
tasy of  her  troubled  mind,  or  supposed  she  had 
fallen  asleep  and  dreamt  beside  the  fountain. 
"  Thou  hast  been  thinking  of  the  story  of  the 
three  Moorish  princesses  that  once  inhabited  this 
tower,"  continued  she,  "  and  it  has  entered  into 
thy  dreams." 

"  What  story,  aunt  ?     I  know  nothing  of  it," 

"  Tliou  hast  certainly  heard  of  the  three  prin- 
cesses, Zayda,  Zoraydn,  and  Zornhayda,  who  were 
confined  in  this  tower  by  the  king  their  father, 
and  agreed  to  fly  with  three  Christian  cavaliers. 
The  two  first  accomplished  tlieir  escape,  but  the 
third  failed  in  her  resolution,  and,  it  is  said,  died 
in  this  lower," 

"  I  now  recollect  to  have  beard  of  it,"  said  Ja- 
ciuta,  ''and  to  have  wept  over  the  &te  of  the  gen- 
tle Zornhayda." 

"  Thou  mayest  well  weep  over  her  fate,"  con- 
tinued the  nunt,  "  for  the  lover  of  Zorahayda  was 
thy  ancestor.  He  long  bemoaned  his  Moorish  love  ; 
but  time  cured  him  of  his  grief,  and  he  married 
a  Spanish  lady,  from  whom  thou  art  descended." 

JacintA  ruminated  upon  these  words.  "  That 
what  I  have  .seen  is  no  fantasy  of  the  brain," 
said  she  to  herself,  "  I  am  confident.  If  indeed 
it  be  the  spirit  of  the  gentle  Zorahayda,  which  I 
have  heard  lingers  about  this  tower,  of  what 
ihould  I  be  afraid  ?  1 11  watch  by  the  fountain 
to-night  —  perhf^  the  visit  will  be  repeated." 
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Towards  midnight,  when  everything  was  qnieL 
she  again  took  her  seat  in  the  hall.  As  the  bell 
in  the  distant  watch-tower  of  the  Alhambra  struck 
the  midnight  hour,  the  fotmt&in  was  again  a^- 
tated ;  and  bubble  —  bubble  —  bubble  —  it  tossed 
about  the  waters  until  the  Moorish  female  agun 
rose  to  view.  She  was  young  and  beautiful ;  her 
dress  was  rich  with  jewels,  and  in  her  hand  shu 
held  a  silver  lute.  Jacinta  trembled  and  was 
&iut,  but  was  reassured  by  the  soft  and  plaintive 
voice  of  the  appariUon,  and  the  sweet  expreesioii 
of  her  pale,  melancholy  countenance. 

"  Daughter  of  mortality,"  said  she,  "  what  ail- 
eth  thee  ?  Why  do  thy  tears  trouble  my  foun- 
tain, and  thy  sighs  and  plaints  disturb  the  quiet 
watches  of  the  night  ?  " 

"  I  weep  because  of  the  fiuthlessness  of  man, 
and  I  bemoan  my  solitary  and  foi'sakea  state." 

"  Take  comfort ;  thy  sorrows  may  yet  have  an 
end.  Thou  beholdest  a  Moorish  princess,  who, 
like  thee,  was  unhappy  in  her  love.  A  Christian 
kuight,  thy  ancestor,  won  my  heart,  and  would 
have  borne  me  to  his  native  land  and  to  the  bo- 
som of  his  church.  I  was  a  convert  in  my  heart, 
but  1  lacked  courage  equal  to  my  iaith,  and  lin- 
gered till  too  lat«.  For  this  the  evil  genii  are 
permitted  to  have  power  over  me,  and  I  remain 
enchanted  in  this  lower  until  some  pure  Christian 
will  deign  to  break  the  magic  spell.  Wilt  thoa 
undertake  the  task  ?  " 

*'  I  will,"  replied  the  damsel,  trembling. 

"  Come  hither  then,  and  fear  not ;  (Up  thy 
band  in  the  fountain,  sprinkle  tho  water  over  me, 
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utd  tMptice  me  after  tbe  manner  of  thy  faith ; 
BO  ahall  the  enchantment  be  dispelled,  and  my 
troubled  spirit  have  repose." 

Tbe  damsel  Hdvanced  with  faltering  steps, 
dipped  her  hand  in  the  fountain,  collected  water 
in  the  palm,  and  sprinkled  it  over  the  pale  face 
of  the  phantom. 

The  latter  smiled  with  ine&ble  benignity.  She 
dropped  her  silver  lute  at  tbe  feet  of  Jadnta, 
crossed  her  white  arms  upon  her  bosom,  and 
melted  from  sight,  so  that  it  seemed  merely  as  if 
a  shower  of  dew-drops  bad  fallen  into  tbe  iaaa- 

Jadnta  retired  fivm  the  ball  filled  with  awe 
and  wonder.  She  scarcely  closed  her  eyes  that 
night;  but  when  she  awoke  at  daybreak  out  of  a 
troubled  slnraber,  tbe  whole  appeared  to  her  like 
a  distempered  dream.  On  descending  Into  the 
hall,  however,  the  truth  of  the  vision  was  estab- 
lished, for  beside  tbe  fountain  she  beheld  tbe  sil- 
ver lute  glittering  in  the  morning  suosbine. 

She  hastened  to  her  aunt,  to  relate  all  that  had 
be&lten  ber,  and  called  her  to  behold  the  lute  aa 
a  testimonial  of  the  reahty  of  her  story.  If  the 
good  lady  had  any  lingering  doubts,  they  were 
removed  when  Jacinta  touched  the  instmment, 
for  she  drew  forth  such  ravishing  tones  as  to 
thaw  even  the  fiigid  bosom  of  the  immacolate 
Fredegonda,  that  region  of  eternal  winter,  into  a 
genial  flow.  Nothing  but  supernatural  melody 
30uld  have  produced  such  an  effecL 

The  extraordinary  power  of  the  lute  becamt* 
every  day  more  and  more  apparent   The  way&rer 
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tmasing  bj  the  tower  was  detained,  and,  aa  it  were, 
spell-bound,  in  breathless  ecstasy.  The  veiy 
birds  gathered  m  the  neighboring  trees,  and  hush- 
ing their  own  strains,  listened  in  charmed  silence. 

Rumor  soon  spread  the  news  abroad.  The  in- 
habitants of  Granada  thronged  to  the  Alhambra 
to  caleh  a  few  notes  of  the  transcendent  music 
that  floated  about  the  tower  of  Las  Infantas. 

The  lovely  little  minstrel  was  at  length  drawn 
forth  from  her  retreat.  The  rich  and  powerfdl 
of  the  land  contended  who  should  entertain  and 
do  honor  to  her ;  or  rather,  who  should  secure 
the  charms  of  her  lute  to  draw  fashionable 
throngs  to  their  saloons.  Wherever  she  went  her 
vigilant  aunt  kept  a  dragon  wat^ih  at  her  elbow, 
awing  the  throngs  of  impassioned  admirers  who 
hung  in  raptures  on  her  strains.  The  report  of 
her  wonderful  powers  spread  from  city  to  city. 
Malaga,  Seville,  Cordova,  all  became  snccessively 
mad  on  the  theme ;  nothing  was  talked  of  through- 
out Andalusia  but  the  beautiful  minstrel  of  the 
Alhambra.  How  could  it  be  otherwise  among  a 
people  so  musical  and  gallant  as  the  Andalusians, 
when  the  tute  was  magical  in  its  powers,  and  the 
minstrel  inspired  by  love ! 

While  all  Andalusia  was  thus  music  mad,  a 
different  mood  prevailed  at  the  court  of  Spain. 
Philip  v.,  as  is  well  known,  was  a  miserable  hy- 
pochondriac, and  subject  to  all  kinds  of  fancies. 
Sometimes  he  would  keep  to  bis  bed  for  weeks 
together,  groaning  under  imaginary  complaints. 
At  other  times  he  would  insist  upon  abdicating 
his  throne,  to  the  great  annoyance  of  his  royal 
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(poiise,  who  had  a  strong  relish  for  the  eplendors 
of  a  coart  and  the  glories  of  a  crown,  and  guided 
the  sceptre  of  her  imbecile  lord  with  an  expert 
and  steady  hand. 

Nottiiag  w«3  found  to  be  so  etficacious  in  dis- 
pelling the  royal  megrims  as  the  power  of  music  ; 
the  queen  took  care,  therefore,  to  bave  the  best 
performers,  both  Tocal  oud  instrumental,  at  hand, 
and  retained  the  famous  Italian  singer  Farlnelli 
abont  the  court  as  a  kind  of  royal  physician. 

At  the  moment  we  treat  of,  however,  a  freak 
had  come  over  the  mind  of  this  sapient  and  illus- 
trious Bourbon  that  surpassed  all  former  vaga- 
ries. Afler  a  long  spell  of  imaginary  illness, 
which  set  all  the  strains  of  Farinelli  and  the  con- 
sultations of  a  whole  orchestra  of  court-fiddlera 
at  defiance,  the  monarch-  fairly,  in  idea,  gave  up 
the  ghost,  and  considered  himself  absolutely  dead. 

This  would  have  been  harmless  enough,  and 
even  convenient  both  to  his  queen  and  courtiers, 
had  he  been  content  to  remiua  in  the  quietude 
befitting  11  dead  man  ;  but  to  their  annoyance  he 
insisted  upon  having  the  funeral  ceremonies  per- 
formed over  him,  and,  to  their  inexpressible  per- 
plexity, began  to  grow  impatient,  and  to  revile 
bitterly  at  them  for  negligence  and  dbrespect,  in 
leaving  him  unburied.  What  was  to  be  done  ? 
To  disobey  the  king's  positive  commands  was 
monstrous  in  the  eyes  of  the  obsequious  orartiers 
of  a  punctilious  court  —  but  to  obey  him,  and 
bury  him  alive  would  be  downright  regicide  ! 

"ia  the  midst  of  this  fearful  ^lemma  a  rumor 
reached  the    court  of  the  female   minstrel  who 
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was  turning  the  bruns  of  all  Andalnaia.  The 
queen  dispatched  misaiooe  in  all  haste  to  snmiBon 
her  to  St.  ndefonso,  where  the  court  at  tJiat  time 
resided. 

Within  a  few  days,  as  the  queen  with  her 
maids  of  honor  was  walking  in  those  stately  gar- 
dens, intended,  with  their  arenaes  and  terraces 
and  fountains,  to  eclipse  the  glories  of  Versailles, 
the  far-famed  minstrel  was  conducted  into  her 
presence.  The  imperial  Elizabetta  gazed  with 
surprise  at  the  joathAil  and  uupreteDding  appear- 
ance of  the  little  being  that  bad  set  the  world 
madding.  She  was  in  her  picturesque  Andalu- 
sian  dress,  her  silver  lute  in  hand,  and  stood  with 
modest  and  downcast  eyee,  but  with  a  simplicity 
and  freshness  of  beauty  that  stJU  bespoke  her 
"  the  Rose  of  the  Alhambra." 

As  usual  she  wea  accompanied  by  the  ever- 
vigilant  Fredegonda,  who  gave  the  whole  history 
of  her  parentage  and  descent  to  the  inquiring 
queen.  If  the  stately  Elizabetta  had  been  inter- 
ested by  the  appearance  of  Jadnta,  she  was  still 
more  pleased  when  she  learnt  that  she  was  of  a 
meritorious  though  impoverished  line,  and  that 
her  fiither  had  bravely  fallen  in  the  service  of  the 
crown.  "  If  thy  powers  equal  their  renown," 
said  she, "  and  thou  canst  cast  forth  this  evil  spirit 
that  possesses  thy  sovereign,  thy  fortunes  shall 
henceforth  be  my  care,  and  honors  and  wealth  at- 
tend thee." 

Impatient  to  make  trial  of  her  skill,  she  led 
the  way  at  once  to  the  apartment  of  the  moody 
monarch. 
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Jticinta  followed  vrith  downcast  eyes  through 
fllea  of  guards  and  crowds  of  courtieis.  They 
arrived  at  length  at  a  great  chamber  hung  with 
black.  The  windows  were  closed  to  exclude  the 
Kght  of  day ;  a  namber  of  yellow  wax  tapera  in 
silver  sconces  difiused  a  lugubrious  light,  and 
dimly  revealed  the  figures  of  mutes  in  monming 
dresses,  and  courtiers  who  glided  about  with  noise- 
less step  and  woe-begone  visage.  In  the  midst  of 
a  funeral  bed  or  bier,  his  bands  folded  on  his 
breast,  and  the  tip  of  bis  nose  just  visible,  lay 
extended  this  would-be-buried  monarch. 

The  queen  entered  the  chamber  in  silence,  and 
pointing  to  a  footstool  in  an  obscure  comer,  beck- 
oned to  Jacinta  to  sit  down  and  commence. 

At  first  she  touched  her  Inte  with  a  faltering 
hand,  but  gathering  confidence  and  animation  as 
she  proceeded,  drew  forth  such  soft  atrial  har- 
mony, that  all  present  could  scarce  believe  it  mor- 
tal. As  to  the  monarch,  who  had  already  con- 
sidered himself  iu  the  world  of  spirits,  he  set  it 
down  for  some  angelic  melody  or  Uie  music  of  the 
spheres.  By  degrees  the  theme  was  varied,  and 
the  voice  of  the  minstrel  accompanied  the  instru- 
ment. She  poured  forth  one  of  the  legendary 
ballads  treating  of  the  andent  glories  of  the  Al- 
hambra  and  the  achievements  of  the  Moors.  Her 
whole  Bonl  entered  into  the  theme,  for  with  the 
recollections  of  the  Alhambra  was  associated  the 
story  of  her  love.  The  funeral-chamber  resonnded 
with  the  animating  strain.  It  entered  into  the 
gloomy  heart  of  the  monarch.  He  raised  his 
head  and  gazed  around:  he  sat  up  on  his  couch. 
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bia  eye  begao  to  kiudle  —  at  length.  leaping  upon 
the  flcKir,  he  called  tor  sword  and  buckler. 

The  triumph  of  music,  or  rather  of  the  en- 
chanted lute,  was  complete ;  the  demon  of  mel- 
ancholy was  cast  forth ;  and,  as  it  were,  a  dead 
man  brought  to  life.  The  windows  of  the  apart- 
ment  were  thrown  open ;  the  glorious  elfulgence 
of  Spanish  sunshine  burst  into  the  lalo  lugubrioiu 
chamber ;  all  eyes  sought  the  lovely  enchantress, 
but  the  lute  had  fallen  from  her  hand,  she  had 
sunk  upon  the  earth,  and  the  next  moment  was 
clasped  to  the  bosom  of  Ruyz  de  Alarcon. 

The  nuptials  of  the  happy  couple  were  cele- 
brated soon  afterwards  with  great  splendor,  and 
the  Rose  of  the  Alhambra  became  the  ornament 
and  delight  of  the  court.  "  But  hold  —  nut  so 
fast"  —  I  hear  the  reader  exclaim  ;  "thisisjump- 
ing  to  the  end  of  a  story  at  a  furious  rate ! 
First  let  us  know  liow  Rayz  de  Alarcon  managed 
to  account  to  Jacinta  for  his  long  neglect?" 
Nothing  more  easy  ;  the  venerable,  time^onored 
excuse,  the  opposition  to  his  wishes  by  a  proud, 
pragmatical  old  father :  besides,  young  people  who 
really  like  one  another  soon  come  to  an  amicable 
understanding,  and  bury  all  past  grievances  when 
once  they  meet. 

But  how  was  the  proud,  pragmatical  old  fiither 
reconciled  to  the  match? 

Oh !  as  to  that,  his  scruples  were  easily  over- 
come by  a  word  or  two  from  the  queen ;  espe- 
cially as  dignities  and  rewards  were  showered  upon 
the  blooming  favorite  of  royalty.  Besides,  the 
lute  of  Jacinta,  you    know,  possessed    a    magio 
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power,  and  could  control  the  most  stubborn  head 
and  hardest  breast 

And  what  come  of  the  enchanted  lute  ? 

Oh,  that  is  the  most  curions  matter  of  all,  and 
plainly  proves  the  truth  of  the  whole  story.  That 
Inte  remained  for  some  time  in  the  family,  but 
was  purloined  and  carried  off,  as  was  supposed, 
by  the  great  sioger  Farinelli,  in  pure  jealousy. 
At  his  death  it  passed  into  other  hands  in  Italy, 
who  were  ignorant  of  ita  mystic  powers,  and 
melting  down  the  silver,  transferred  tbe  strings 
to  an  old  Cremona  fiddle.  The  strings  still  re- 
tain something  of  their  magio  virtues.  A  word 
in  the  reader's  ear,  but  let  it  go  no  further :  that 
fiddle  is  now  bewitehing  the  whole  world,  —  it  i> 
the  fiddle  of  Faganini  1 
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IMONGthe  curious  ftcquaintances  I  made 
in  mj  rambles  abont  the  fortress,  was  a 
brave  aad  battered  old  colonel  of  Inva- 
lids, who  was  nestled  like  a  hawk  in  one  of  the 
Moorish  towers.  His  history,  which  he  was  fond 
of  telling,  was  a  tissue  of  those  adventures,  mis- 
haps, and  vicissitudes  that  render  the  life  of  al- 
most every  Spaniard  of  note  as  varied  and  whim- 
sical as  the  pages  -of  Gil  Bias. 

He  was  in  America  at  twelve  years  of  age,  and 
reckoned  among  the  most  signal  and  fortnnaie 
events  of  his  life,  his  having  seen  General  Wash- 
ington. Since  then  he  had  taken  a  part  in  all  the 
wars  of  his  country ;  he  could  speak  experiment- 
ally of  roost  of  the  prisons  and  dungeons  of  the 
Peninsula;  had  been  lamed  of  one  leg,  crippled 
in  his  hands,  and  so  cut  up  and  carbonadoed  that 
be  was  a  kind  of  walking  monument  of  the  troubles 
of  Spain,  on  which  there  was  a  scar  for  every  bat- 
tle and  broil,  as  every  year  of  captivity  was  notched 
upon  the  tree  of  Robinson  Crusoe.  The  greatest 
misfortune  of  the  brave  old  cavalier,  iiowever, 
appeared  to  have  been  bis  having  commanded  at 
Malaga  during  a  time  of  peril  and  confusion,  and 
been  made  a  general  by  the  inhabitants,  to  pto- 
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tect  them  from  the  ioTaaion  of  the  French.  This 
had  entailed  upon  him  a  number  of  just  claims 
upon  goTernment,  that  I  feared  would  employ  him 
until  his  dying  day  in  writing  and  printing  peti- 
tiaas  and  memoriala,  to  the  great  disquiet  of  hia 
mind,  exhaustion  of  his  purse,  and  penance  of  liis 
frieads ;  not  one  of  whom  could  visit  him  wiih- 
out  having  to  listen  to  a  mortal  document  of  half 
an  hour  in  length,  and  to  carry  away  half  a 
dozen  pamphlets  in  his  pocket.  This,  however, 
IB  the  case  throughout  Spain;  everywhere  you 
meet  with  some  worthy  wight  hrooding  in  a  comer, 
and  nursing  up  some  pet  grievance  and  cherished 
wrong.  Besides,  a  Spaniard  who  has  a  h^wsuii, 
or  a  claim  upon  government,  may  be  considered 
as  furnished  with  employment  for  the  remainder 
of  his  life. 

I  visited  the  veteran  iu  his  quarters  in  the  up- 
per part  of  the  Torre  del  Vino,  or  Wine  Tower. 
His  room  was  small  but  snug,  and  commanded  a 
beautiful  view  of  the  Vega,  It  was  arranged 
with  a  soldier's  precision.  Three  muskels  and  a 
brace  of  pistols,  all  bright  and  shining,  were  sus- 
pended against  the  wall,  with  a  snbre  and  a  cane 
hanging  side  by  side,  and  above  them  two  cocked 
hats,  one  for  parade,  and  one  for  ordinary  use. 
A  small  shelf^  containing  some  half  dozen  books, 
formed  his  library,  one  of  which,  a  little  old 
mouldy  volume  of  philosophical  maxims,  was  his 
&vorite  reading.  This  he  thumbed  and  pondei'ed 
over  day  by  day ;  applying  every  maxim  to  bis 
own  particular  cose,  provided  it  had  a  little  tinge 
of  wholesome  bitterness,  and  treated  of  the  in 
justice  of  the  world. 
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Tet  he  wn.4  social  end  klnd-hefirted,  Rnd,  pro- 
vided he  could  be  diverted  from  hU  wrongs  and 
his  philorophy.  was  an  entertEuning  companio)).  I 
like  these  old  weather-bealen  sonfl  of  fortune,  and 
enjoy  their  rough  campaigning  anecdotes.  In 
the  course  of  my  visits  to  the  one  in  question.  I 
learnt  some  curious  fads  about  an  old  miliury 
commander  of  the  fortress,  who  seems  to  have 
resembled  him  in  some  respects,  and  to  have  had 
similar  fortunes  in  the  wara.  These  particular 
have  been  augmented  by  inqoiries  among  some 
of  the  old  inhabitants  of  the  place,  particularly 
the  father  of  Mateo  Ximeoes,  of  whose  tradi- 
tional stories  the  worthy  I  am  aboat  to  introduce 
to  the  reader  was  a  &vorile  hero> 
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I^^SN  former  times  there  ruled,  as  goTernor 
uCj  |i|l  or  the  Alhnmbra,  a  doughty  old  cavalier, 
"^■^B  who,  from  having  lost  one  arm  iu  the 
vitin,  WHS  commonly  known  by  the  name  of  el 
Gobemador  Manco,  or  "  the  one-flrmed  governor," 
He  in  iniA  prided  himself  Qpon  being  an  old 
soldier,  wore  his  moustaches  curled  up  to  his  eyes, 
a  pair  of  CAinpaigning  boots,  and  a  toledo  as  long 
as  a  spit,  with  his  pocket-hnndkerchief  in  the 
basket-hilt 

He  wM,  moreover,  exceedingly  proud  and 
punctilions,  and  tenacious  of  all  bis  privileges 
and  dignities.  Under  his  sway  the  immunities 
of  the  Alhambra,  as  a  royal  residence  and  do- 
mwin,  were  rigidly  exacted.  No  one  was  per- 
mitted to  enter  the  fortress  with  fire-arms,  or  even 
with  a  sword  or  staff,  unless  he  were  of  a  certain 
rank  ;  and  every  horseman  was  obliged  to  dis- 
mount at  the  gate,  and  lead  his  hotse  by  the  bri- 
dle. Now  as  the  hill  of  the  Alhambra  rises  fnim 
the  very  midat  of  the  city  of  Granada,  being,  na 
it  were,  an  excrescence  of  the  capital,  it  must  at 
all  dmes  be  somewhat  irksome  to  the  captain- 
general,  who  commands  the  province,  to  have 
thus  an  impenum  in  imperio,  a  petty  iudepeu- 


«jrvGoo<;(e 

'^4 


874  RIVAL  POTENTATES. 

dent  poat  'm  the  very  centre  of  hia  domaina.  It 
WRs  rendered  tlie  more  galling,  in  the  present 
instance,  from  th«  irritable  jealousy  of  the  old 
governor,  that  took  fire  on  the  least  question  of 
authority  and  jurisdiction ;  and  from  the  loose 
vagrant  character  of  the  people  who  had  gradn' 
ally  nestled  themselves  within  the  fortress,  as  in 
a  saiictunry,  and  thence  carried  on  a  system  of 
roguery  and  depredation  at  the  expense  of  the 
honest  inhabitants  of  the  city. 

Thus  there  was  a  perpetual  feud  and  heart- 
burning between  the  captain-^neral  and  the  gov- 
ernor, the  more  virulent  on  the  part  of  the  latter, 
inasmuch  as  the  smallest  of  two  neighboring  po- 
tentates is  always  the  most  captious  about  his 
dietiity.  The  stately  palace  of  the  captain-gen- 
•^ral  stood  in  the  Plaza  Nueva,  immediately  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill  of  the  Alhambra ;  and  here 
was  always  a  bustle  and  parade  of  guards,  and 
domestics,  and  city  functionaries.  A  beetlmg  bas- 
tion of  the  fortress  overlooked  the  palace  and 
public  square  in  front  of  it;  and  on  this  bastion 
the  old  governor  would  occasionally  strut  back- 
wards and  forwards,  with  his  toledo  girded  by 
his  side,  keeping  a  wary  eye  down  upon  his  rival, 
like  a  hawk  reconnoitring  his  quarry  from  his 
nest  in  a  dry  tree. 

Whenever  he  descended  into  the  city,  it  was  in 
grand  parade;  on  horaehack,  surrounded  by  his 
guards  ;  or  in  his  slate  coach,  an  andeut  and  un- 
wieldy Spanish  edifice  of  carved  timber  and  gilt 
leather,  drawn  by  eigbt  mules,  with  nmnlng  foot- 
•nen,  outriders,  and  lackeys ;  on  which  occaaioos 


«jrv  Google 


A  QUESTJON  OF  RIGHT.  875 

be  flattered  Liraself  he  impreseed  every  beholder 
with  awe  and  admiration  as  vicegerent  of  the 
king ;  though  the  wits  of  Granada,  pHrticolarlj 
those  who  loitered  about  the  palace  of  the  cap- 
ttun-generaJ,  were  apt  to  sneer  at  his  petty  pa- 
rade, and,  JD  allusion  to  the  vagrant  character  of 
his  subjects,  to  greet  him  with  the  appellation  of 
"the  king  of  the  beggars."  One  of  the  most 
fruitful  sources  of  disptite  between  these  two 
doughty  rivals  was  the  right  claimed  by  the  gov> 
entor  to  have  all  things  passed  free  of  duty 
through  the  city  that  were  intended  for  the  use 
of  himself  or  his  garrisoo.  By  degrees  this 
privilege  had  given  rise  to  eztendve  smuggling. 
A  nest  of  contrabandislas  took  up  their  abode  in 
the  hovels  of  the  fortress  and  the  numerous 
caves  in  its  vicinity,  and  drove  a  thriving  business 
nndcr  the  connivance  of  the  soldiers  of  the  garrison. 

The  vigilance  of  the  captain  -  general  was 
aroused.  He  consulted  hie  legal  adviser  and  fac- 
totum, a  shrewd  meddlesome  escribano,  or  notary, 
who  rejoiced  in  an  opportunity  of  perplexing  the 
old  potentate  of  the  Alhambro,  and  involving  him 
in  a  maze  of  legal  subtilties.  He  advised  the 
captain-general  to  insist  upon  the  right  of  exam- 
ining every  convoy  passing  through  the  gates 
of  his  city,  and  penned  a  long  letter  for  him  in 
vindication  of  the  right  Governor  Manco  was 
a  straightforward  cut-ond-thrust  old  soldier,  who 
hated  an  escribano  worse  than  the  devil,  and  this 
3ue  in  particular  worse  than  all  other  escrihanos. 

"  What  1 "  said  he,  curling  up  bis  moustaches 
fiercely,  "  does  the  captain-genemt  set  his  man  of 
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the  pea  to  practise  confusions  upon  mc?  I'D 
let  him  see  fln  old  soldier  is  not  to  be  baffled  b; 
Bchoolcrail." 

He  seized  his  pen  and  scrawled  a  short  letter 
iu  a  crabbed  hand,  in  which,  without  deigning  to 
enter  into  argument,  he  insisted  on  the  right  of 
transit  free  of  search,  and  denounced  vengeance 
on  any  custom-house  officer  who  should  lay  Iiis 
unhallowed  hand  on  any  convoy  protected  by  Itie 
flag  of  the  Alhambra.  While  this  question  wim 
nutated  between  the  two  pragmatical  poteutates,  it 
BO  happened  that  a  mule  laden  with  supplies  for 
the  fortress  arrived  one  day  at  the  gate  of  Xenil, 
by  which  it  was  to  traverse  a  suburb  of  tlie  city 
on  lie  way  to  the  Alhambra.  The  convoy  was 
headed  by  a  testy  old  corporal,  who  had  long 
served  under  the  governor,  and  was  a  man  aOer 
his  own  heart;  as  rusty  and  stanch  as  an  old 
Toledo  blade. 

As  they  approached  the  gate  of  the  dty,  the 
corporal  placed  the  banner  of  the  Alhambra  on 
the  pack-saddle  of  the  ratiie,  and  drawing  him- 
self up  to  a  perfect  perpendicular,  advanced  with 
his  head  dressed  to  the  front,  but  with  the  wnry 
side-glnnce  of  a  cur  passing  through  hostile  ground 
and  ready  for  a  snap  and  a  snarl. 

"  Who  goes  there  ?  "  said  the  sentinel  at  the 

"  Soldier  of  the  Alhambra  1"  said  the  corporal, 
without  turning  his  head. 

"  What  have  you  in  cha:^  ?  " 
"  Provisions  for  the  garrison." 
"  Proceed." 
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The  corporal  marched  straight  forward,  followed 
by  the  convoy,  but  had  not  advanced  many  paces 
before  a  posse  of  custom-house  officers  rushed 
out  of  a  smnll  toll-house. 

"  Hallo  there ! "  cried  the  leader.  "  Muleleer, 
halt,  and  open  those  packages." 

The  corporal  wheeled  round,  and  drew  hiin- 
Klf  up  in  battle-array.  "  Keiipect  the  flag  of  the 
Alhambra,"  said  he ;  "  these  things  are  for  the 
governor." 

"  A  Ago  for  the  governor,  and  a  Sgo  for  bis 
flag.     Muleleer,  halt,  I  say." 

"  Stop  the  convoy  at  your  peril ! "  cried  the 
corporal,  cocking  his  muskeU     "  Muleteer,  pro- 

The  muleteer  gave  bis  beast  a  hearty  thwack  ; 
the  custom-house  officer  sprang  forward  and  seized 
the  halter ;  whereupon  the  corporal  levelled  his 
piece,  and  shot  him  dead. 

The  street  was  immediately  in  an  uproar. 

The  old  corporal  was  seized,  and  dVer  under- 
going sundry  kicks,  and  culf^,  and  cudgellings, 
which  are  generally  given  impromptu  by  the  mob 
ID  Sptun,  as  a  foretaste  of  the  after  penalties  of 
the  law,  he  was  loaded  with  irons,  and  conducted 
to  the  city  prison  ;  while  his  comrades  were  per-. 
mitted  to  proceed  with  the  convoy,  afler  it  had 
been  well  rummaged,  to  the  Alhambra. 

The  old  governor  was  in  a  towering  passion 
when  he  heard  of  this  insult  to  his  flag  and  cap- 
ture of  his  corporal.  For  a  time  he  stormed 
about  the  Moorish  halls,  and  vapored  about  the 
bastions,  and  looked  down  fire  and  sword  upon 
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the  palace  of  the  caplain-geaeral.  HaTing  vested 
the  first  ebullition  of  his  wrath,  he  dispatched  r 
message  demanding  the  surrender  of  the  corporal, 
as  to  him  alone  belonged  the  right  of  sitting  in 
judgment  on  the  offences  of  those  under  his  com- 
mand. The  captain-general,  aided  by  the  pen  of 
the  delighted  escribano,  replied  at  great  length, 
arguing,  that,  as  the  offence  had  been  committed 
within  the  walls  of  his  dty,  and  against  one  of 
his  civil  officers,  it  was  dearly  within  his  proper 
jurisdiction.  The  governor  rejoined  by  a  repeti- 
tion of  his  demand ;  the  captain-general  gave  a 
sur-rejoinder  of  still  greater  length  and  le^  acu- 
men ;  the  governor  became  hotter  and  more  per- 
emptory in  his  demands,  and  the  captain^nersl 
cooler  and  more  copious  in  his  replies  ;  until  the 
old  lion-hearted  soldier  absolutely  roared  with 
fury  at  being  thus  entangled  in  tiie  meshes  of  legal 
controversy. 

While  the  subtle  escribano  was  thus  amusing 
himself  at  the  expense  of  the  governor,  he  was 
conducting  the  trial  of  the  corporal,  who,  mewed 
up  in  a  narrow  dungeon  of  the  prison,  bad 
merely  a  small  grated  window  at  which  to  show 
his  iron-hound  visage  and  receive  Uie  consolations 
of  his  friends. 

A  mountain  of  written  testimony  was  diligently 
heaped  up,  according  to  Spanish  form,  by  the  in- 
ile&tigable  escribano ;  the  corporal  was  completely 
overwhelmed  by  it.  He  was  oanvicted  of  mur- 
der, and  sentenced  to  be  hanged. 

It  was  in  Tain  the  governor  sent  down  re- 
monstrance   and    menace   from    the    Albambra. 
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Tlie  fata]  day  was  at  hand,  and  tha  corporal  whs 
put  In  capilia,  that  is  to  Ba^,  in  the  chapel  of  the 
prigon,  as  is  always  done  with  culprits  the  day  bo- 
fore  execntion,  that  they  may  meditate  on  tlicir 
approaching  end  and  repent  them  of  their  sins. 

Seeing  things  drawing  to  extremity,  the  old 
governor  determined  to  attend  to  the  a&ir  in 
person.  For  thb  purpose  he  ordered  out  hia  car- 
riage of  state,  and,  smrotinded  by  his  guards, 
rumbled  down  the  avenue  of  the  Alhambra  into 
the  city.  Driving  to  the  house  of  the  escribano, 
he  summoned  him  to  the  portal. 

The  eye  of  the  old  governor  gleamed  like  a 
coal  at  beholding  the  smirking  raan  of  the  law 
advancing  with  an  air  of  exultation. 

"  What  is  this  I  hear,"  cried  he,  "  that  you 
are  about  to  put  to  death  one  of  my  soldiers  ?  " 

"All  according  to  law  — all  in  strict  form  of 
justice,"  said  the  self-sufficient  escribano,  chuck- 
ling and  rubbing  his  hands  ;  "  I  can  show  your 
Excellency  ihe  written  testimony  in  the  case." 

"  Fetch  it  hither,"  said  the  governor.  The  es- 
cribano bustled  into  his  office,  delighted  with  hav- 
ing another  opportunity  of  displaying  his  inge- 
nuity at  the  expense  of  the  bard-headed  veteran. 

He  returned  with  a  satchel  full  of  pliers,  and 
began  to  read  a  long  deposition  with  professional 
volubility.  By  this  lime  a  crowd  had  collected,  lis- 
tening with  outstretched  necka  and  gaping  mouths. 

"  Prithee,  man,  get  into  the  carriage,  oat  of 
this  pestilent  throng,  that  I  may  the  better  hear 
thee,"  said  the  governor. 

The  escribano  entered  the  carriage,  when,  in  a 
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twinkling,  the  door  wta  clii^,  the  coachmitn 
smHcked  kin  whip,  —  mules,  cnrringe,  guards,  and 
all  dashed  off  at  a  thuodering  rale,  leaving  the 
crowd  in  gapiug  wooderment ;  nor  did  the  gor- 
enior  pnu»e  until  he  had  lodged  his  prev  in  one 
of  the  atrongcat  dungeons  of  the  Alhanibra. 

He  then  sent  do«Tj  a  flag  of  truce  in  military 
Btyle,  proposing  a  cartel,  or  exchange  of  prisoners, 
—  Ilie  corporal  for  the  notary.  The  pride  of  the 
captain-geuerfil  was  piqued ;  he  returned  a  con- 
temptuous refusal,  and  forthwith  caused  a  gallow?, 
tall  and  strong,  to  be  erected  in  the  centre  of  the 
PlazA  Nueva  for  the  execution  of  the  corporal. 

"  Oho !  is  that  the  game  ?  "  said  Governor 
Monco.  He  gave  orders,  and  immediately  a  gib- 
bet was  reared  on  the  verge  of  the  great  beetling 
bastifHi  that  overlooked  the  Plaza.  "  Now,"  said 
he,  in  a  message  to  the  captain -general,  "  hang 
my  soldier  when  you  please  ;  but  nt  the  same 
time  that  he  is  swung  off  in  the  square,  look  up 
to  see  your  escribono  dangling  ngiiinst  the  sky." 

The  captain -general  was  inflexible ;  troops 
were  paraded  in  the  square  ;  the  dniros  beat,  the 
bell  tolled.  An  immense  multitude  of  amateurs 
gathered  together  to  behold  tlie  execution.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  governor  paraded  his  garrison 
on  the  bastion,  and  tolled  the  funeral  dirge  of  the 
notary  from  the  Torr«  de  la  Campana,  or  Tower 
9f  the  Bell. 

The  notary's  wife  pressed  through  the  crowd, 
with  a  whole  progeny  of  little  embryo  escribanos 
at  her  heels,  and  throwing  herself  at  the  feet  of 
the  captain-general,  implored  him  tiot  to  sacrifice 
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the  life  of  her  hnsbani],  and  the  welfare  of  her- 
self and  her  numerous  little  ones,  to  a  point  of 
pride  ;  "  for  you  know  the  old  goTemor  too  well," 
mid  she,  "  to  doubt  that  he  will  put  his  threat  in 
execution,  if  you  hang  the  soldier." 

The  captain-general  was  overpowered  by  her 
tears  and  lamentadoDS,  and  the  clamora  of  her 
callow  brood.  The  corporal  was  sent  up  to  the 
Alhambra,  under  a  guard,  in  his  gallows  gnrb, 
like  ft  hooded  friar,  but  with  head  erect  and  a 
fitce  of  iron.  The  eacribsno  was  demanded  in  ex- 
change, according  to  the  cartel.  The  once  bus- 
tling and  self-sufficient  man  of  the  law  was  drawn 
fonh  from  his, dungeon  more  dead  than  alire. 
AH  his  flippancy  and  conceit  had  evaporated ;  his 
hair,  it  is  said,  had  nearly  turned  gray  with  af' 
fright,  and  he  had  a  downcast,  dt^ged  look,  as  if 
be  still  felt  the  halter  roimd  his  neck. 

The  old  governor  stuck  his  one  arm  akimbo, 
and  for  a  moment  surveyed  him  with  an  iron 
smile.  "  Henceforth,  my  triend,"  said  he,  "  mod- 
WHte  your  zeal  in  hurrying  others  to  the  gallows  ; 
be  not  too  certain  of  your  safety,  even  though  you 
should  have  the  law  on  your  side  ;  and  above  all 
take  care  how  you  play  off  your  schoolcrafl  an- 
ether  tinve  upon  an  old  sddier." 
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^PK|HILE  Governor  Utinco,  or  "the  one- 
OTWnil  armed,"  kept  up  a  show  of  militftry  slate 
|Qsi9  in  the  Alharabra,  he  became  nettled  at 
the  reproaches  eontinaally  caat  npon  his  fortress, 
of  being  a  nentling-place  of  n^es  and  conlrnbaii' 
distas.  On  a  sudden,  the  old  potenlAle  determiDed 
on  reform,  and  setting  vigorously  to  work,  cjecled 
whole  nests  of  va^bonds  out  of  the  fortress  and 
tlie  gypsy  caves  with  which  the  snrroiinding  hilb 
are  honeycombed.  He  sent  out  soldiers,  also,  to 
patrol  the  avenues  and  footpaths,  with  orders  to 
take  up  all  suspicious  persons. 

One  bright  summer  morning  a  patrol,  consist- 
ing of  the  testy  old  corporal  who  had  diatingubhed 
himself  in  the  affair  of  the  notary,  a  trumpeter, 
and  two  privates,  wns  seated  under  the  garden- 
wall  of  the  Generalife,  beside  the  road  which 
leads  down  from  the  Mount^n  of  the  Sun,  when 
tiiey  heard  the  tramp  of  a  horse,  and  a  male  roice 
ringing  in  rough,  though  not  unmusical  tones,  an 
old  Castilian  campaigning-song. 

Presently  they  beheld  a  sturdy,  sunburnt  fel- 
low, clad  in  the  rao^;ed  garb  of  a  foot«oldier, 
leading  a  powerful  Arabian  horae  caparisoned  in 
the  andent  Morisco  fashion. 
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Astouished  at  the  sight  of  a  strange  soldier  Ak- 
icending,  steed  in  hand,  from  that  solitary  moun- 
tain, the  corporal  stepped  forth  and  challenged 
him. 

"  Who  goca  there  ? " 

"A  friend." 

"  Who  and  what  are  you  ?  " 

"  A  poor  soldier  juBt  irom  the  wars,  with  a 
cracked  crown  and  empty  purse  for  a  reward." 

By  thifl  time  they  were  enabled  to  view  him 
more  narrowly.  He  had  a  black  patch  across  bin 
forehefld,  which,  with  a  grizzled  beard,  added  tu 
a  certain  dare-devil  cast  of  countenance,  while  u 
slight  squint  threw  into  the  whole  an  occasional 
gleam  of  rogniah  good-humor. 

Having  answered  the  queatlons  of  the  patrol, 
the  soldier  seemed  to  consider  himself  entitled  to 
make  others  in  return.  "  May  I  ask,"  said  he, 
"  what  city  is  that  which  I  see  at  the  foot  of  the 

hill?" 

"  What  city  I "  cried  the  trumpeter ;  "  come, 
that 's  too  bad.  Here 's  a  fellow  lurking  about  the 
Mountain  of  the  Sun,  and  demands  the  name  of 
the  great  city  of  Granada  ! " 

"  Granada  1  Madre  di  Dios  I  can  it  be  pos- 
wble  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  not  1 "  rejoined  the  trumpeter ;  "  and 
perhaps  you  have  no  idea  that  yonder  are  the 
lowers  of  the  Alhambra." 

"  Son  of  a  trumpet,"  replied  the  stranger,  ''  do 
not  triBe  with  me  ;  if  this  be  indeed  the  Alliam- 
bra,  I  have  some  strange  matters  to  reveal  to  the 
governor." 
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"  Ton  wQl  hftve  an  opportnnitj,"  said  the  cor> 
poral,  "  for  we  mean  to  take  jou  before  him." 
By  this  time  the  trumpeter  had  seized  the  bridle 
of  the  steed,  the  two  privates  had  each  secared 
ao  arm  of  the  soldier,  the  corporal  put  himself  m 
front,  gave  the  word,  "  Forward  —  march  ! "  and 
away  they  marched  for  the  Albatnbra. 

The  sight  of  B  ragged  foot-soldier  and  a  fine 
Arabian  horse,  brought  in  captive  by  tlie  patrol, 
attracted  the  attention  of  all  the  idlers  of  the 
fortress,  and  of  those  gossip  groups  that  generally 
assemble  about  wells  and  fountains  at  early 
davm.  The  wheel  of  the  cistern  paused  in  its 
rotations,  and  the  slipshod  servant-maid  stood  gap- 
ing, with  pitcher  in  hand,  as  the  corporal  passed 
by  with  his  prize.  A  motley  train  gradually 
gathered  in  the  rear  of  the  esoorL 

Knowing  nods  and  winks  and  conjectures  passed 
from  one  to  another.  "  It  is  a  deserter,"  said  one  ; 
"  A  contrabandiata,"  said  aitother  ;  "  A  bandolero," 
said  a  third  ;  —  until  it  was  affirmed  that  a  cap- 
tain of  a  desperate  band  of  robbers  had  been 
captured  by  the  prowess  of  the  corporal  and  his 
patrol.  "  WeU,  well,"  s^  the  old  crones,  one  to 
another,  "captain  or  not,  let  him  get  out  of  the 
grasp  of  old  Governor  Mauco  if  he  can,  though 
be  is  but  one-handed." 

Governor  Uanco  was  sealed  in  one  of  the 
inner  halls  of  the  Alhambra,  taking  bU  rooming's 
cup  of  chocolate  in  company  with  bis  confessor,  — 
%  fat  Frandscan  friar,  from  the  neigbboiing  con- 
vent. A  demure,  dark-eyed  damsel  of  Alalsga, 
the  daughter  of  his  housekeeper,  was  attcndiibg 
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apon  him.  -  The  world  hinted  that  the  damsel, 
who,  with  all  her  demureQess,  wrs  a  sly  bux- 
om baggage,'  had  found  out  a  soft  spot  in  the 
iroD  heart  of  the  old  governor,  and  held  com- 
plete control  over  him.  But  let  that  pass  — 
the.  domesljc  affiiirs  of  these  mighty  potentates 
of  the  earth  should  not  be  too  narrowly  eeniti- 

Wben  word  was  brought  that  a  suspicious 
stranger  had  been  taken  lurking  about  the  for- 
tress, and  was  actnally  in  the  outer  court,  in  dur- 
ance of  the  corporal,  waiting  the  pleasure  of  his 
Excellency,  the  pride  and  ataleliness  of  office 
swelled  the  bosom  of  the  governor.  Giving  back 
his  chocolate-cup  into  the  bauds  of  the  demure 
diunsel,  he  called  for  his  bajsket-hilled  sword,  girded 
it  to  his  side,  twirled  up  his  moustftdies,  took  his 
seat  in  a  large  high-backed  chair,  assumed  a  bit- 
ter and  forbidding  aspect,  and  ordered  the  pris- 
oner into.hia  presence.  The  soldier  was  brought 
in,  still  closely  pinioned  by  his  captors,  and  guarded 
by  the  corporaL  He  maintained,  however,  a  res- 
olute self-confident  air,  and  returned  the  sharp, 
scrutinizing  look  of  the  governor  with  an  easy 
squint,  which  by  no  means  pleased  the  punctilious 
old  potentate. 

"  Well,  culprit,"  said  the  governor,  after  he  had 
regarded  him  for  a  moment  in  silence,  "  what  have 
you  to  say  for  yourself —  who  are  you  ?  " 

"  A  soldier,  just  from  the  wars,  who  has  brought 
away  nothing  but  scars  and  bruises." 

"  A  soldier  —  humph  —  a  foot-soldier  by  your 
garb.     I    understand    you  have  a  line  Arabian 
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borse.  I  presume  jou  brought  him  too  from  (Ih 
wara,  besides  toot  scara  and  bruises.' 

"  May  it  please  your  Excellency,  I  have  soma- 
tbiDg  strange  to  tell  about  that  horse.  Indeed  I 
have  one  of  the  most  wonderfal  things  to  relate. 
Something  too  that  concerns  the  security  of  tliis 
fortress,  indeed  of  all  Granada.  But  it  is  a  ma^ 
ter  to  be  imparted  only  to  your  private  ear,  or  in 
presence  of  such  only  as  are  in  your  confidence." 

The  governor  considered  for  a  moment,  and 
then  directed  the  corporal  and  his  men  to  with- 
draw,  but  to  post  themselves  outside  of  the  Aoor, 
and  be  ready  at  a  call,  "  This  holy  friar,"  said  be, 
"  is  my  confessor,  you  may  say  anything  in  his 
presence;  —  and  this  damsel,"  nodding  towards 
the  handmaid,  who  had  loitered  with  an  air  of 
great  curiosity,  "  this  damsel  is  of  great  secrecy 
and  discretion,  and  to  be  tnisted  with  anything." 

The  soldier  gave  a  glance  between  a  squint 
and  a  leer  at  the  demure  handmaid.  "  I  am  per- 
fectly willing,"  said  he,  "  that  the  damsel  should 
remain." 

When  all  the  rest  had  withdrawn,  the  soldier 
commenced  his  story.  He  was  a  fluent,  smooth- 
tongued varlet,  and  had  a  command  of  language 
above  his  apparent  rank. 

"  May  it  please  your  Excellency,"  said  he,  "  I 
am,  as  I  before  observed,  a  soldier,  and  bare 
ieen  some  hard  service,  bat  my  term  of  enlist- 
ment being  expired,  I  was  discharged,  not  long 
smce,  from  the  army  at  Valladolid,  and  set  out 
on  foot  for  my  native  village  in  Andalusia.  Yes- 
terday evening  the  sun  went  down  as  I  was  tray 
ersing  a  great  dry  plain  of  Old  Castile." 
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"  Hold ! "  tried  the  governor, "  what  is  this  yon 
say  ?  Old  Castile  ia  some  two  or  three  hundred 
miles  from  this." 

"  Even  so,"  replied  the  soldier,  coolly.  "  I  told 
your  EKcellency  I  had  strange  things  to  relate ; 
but  not  more  strange  than  true,  as  your  Excel- 
lency will  find,  if  you  will  deign  me  a  patient 
Leariog." 

"  Proceed,  culprit,"  sud  the  governor,  twiiiing 
up  his  moustaches. 

"  Aa  the  sun  went  down,"  continued  the  sol- 
dier, "  I  cast  my  eyes  about  in  search  of  quar- 
ters for  the  night,  but  as  far  as  my  sight  could 
reach  there  were  no  signs  of  habitation.  I  saw 
that  I  should  have  to  make  my  bed  on  the  naked 
plain,  with  my  knapsack  for  a  pillow  ;  but  your 
Excellency  is  an  old  soldier,  and  knows  that  to 
one  who  has  been  in  the  wars,  such  a  night's 
lodging  is  no  great  hardship." 

The  governor  nodded  assent,  as  he  drew  his 
pocket-handkerchief  out  of  the  basket-hilt  to 
drive  away  a  fly  that  buzzed  about  his  nose. 

"  Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,"  continued 
the  soldier,  "  I  trudged  forward  for  several  miles 
until  I  came  to  a  bridge  over  a  deep  ravine, 
through  which  ran  a  little  thread  of  water,  al- 
most dried  up  by  the  summer  heat  At  one  end 
of  the  bridge  was  a  Moorish  tower,  the  u[^r 
end  all  in  niins,  but  a  vault  in  the  foundation 
quite  entire.  Here,  thinks  I,  is  a  good  place  to 
make  a  halt ;  so  I  went  down  to  the  stream,  and 
look  a  hearty  drink,  for  the  water  was  pure  and 
3weet,  and  I  was   pardied    with    thirst ;    then, 
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opening  my  WAllet,  I  took  out  an  oiiioa  and  a 
few  crusts,  which  were  all  my  provisious,  and 
seating  myself  on  a  stone  on  the  margin  of  the 
stream,  began  to  make  my  supper,  —  intending 
afterwards  to  quarter  myself  for  the  night  in  the 
vault  of  (he  tower ;  and  capital  quarters  they 
would  have  been  for  a  campaigner  just  from  the 
wars,  aa  your  Excellency,  wbo  is  an  old  soldier, 
may  suppose." 

"  I  hQve  put  up  gladly  with  worse  in  my 
time,"  said  the  governor,  returning  hia  pocket- 
handkerchief  into  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

"  While  I  was  quietly  crunching  my  crust," 
pursued  the  soldier,  "  I  heard  something  stir 
witliin  the  vault ;  I  listened —  it  was  the  tramp 
of  a  horse.  By-and-by  a  man  came  forth  from 
a  door  in  the  foundation  of  the  tower,  close  by 
the  water's  edge,  leading  a  powerful  horse  by 
the  bridle.  I  could  not  well  make  out  what  he 
was,  by  tlie  starlight  It  bad  a  saspicious  look 
to  be  lurking  among  the  ruioa  of  n  lower,  in  that 
will!  solitary  place.  He  might  be  a  mere  way- 
farvT,  like  my^lf ;  he  might  be  a  contrabandista ; 
he  might  be  a  bandolero !  what  of  that  ?  thank 
heaven  and  my  poverty,  I  bad  nothing  to  lose ; 
BO  I  sat  still  and  crunched  my  crust. 

"He  led  his  horse  to  the  water,  close  by  where 
I  was  sitting,  so  that  I  had  a  fair  opportunity  of 
reconuoitriug  him.  To  my  surprise  he  was 
dressed  in  a  Moorish  garb,  with  a  cuirass  of 
eieel,  and  a  polished  skull-cap  that  I  distin- 
guished by  the  reflection  of  the  stars  upon  it. 
Ilj^    horse,  loo,  was  harnessed  in    the  Moriscc 
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fiiabion,  with  great  shovel  stirrupa.  He  led  him, 
as  I  said,  to  the  side  of  the  stream,  into  which 
the  anironl  plunged  hia  head  almost  to  the  eyea, 
and  drank  until  I  thought  he  wonid  have  burst. 

" '  Comrade,'  said  I, '  your  steed  drinks  well ; 
it's  a  good  sign  when  a  horse  plunges  his  muzzle 
bravely  into  the  water.' 

" '  He  may  well  drink,'  said  the  Strang? 
speaking  with  a  Moorish  accent ;  '  it  is  a  good 
year  since  he  had  bis  last  draught.' 

" '  By  Santii^,'  said  I, '  that  beats  even  the 
camels  I  have  seen  in  Africa.  But  come,  you 
seem  to  be  something  of  a  soldier,  will  you  sit 
down  and  take  part  of  a  soldier's  fare  ? '  In 
fact,  1  felt  the  want  of  a  companion  in  this 
lonely  place,  and  was  willing  to  put  up  with  an 
infidel.  Besides,  as  your  Ezoellency  well  knows, 
a  soldier  is  never  very  particular  ahout  the  faith 
of  his  company,  and  soldiers  of  all  countries  are 
comrades  on  peaceable  ground." 

The  governor  again  nodded  assent 

"  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  I  invited  him  to  share 
my  supper,  such  as  it  was,  for  I  could  not  do 
less  in  common  hospitality,  'I  have  no  time  to 
pause  for  meat  or  drink,'  said  he, '  I  have  a  long 
journey  to  make  before  morning.' 

" '  In  what  direction  ? '  said  L 

"  *  Andalusia,'  said  be. 

"  '  Exactly  my  route,'  said  I ; '  so,  as  you  won't 
stop  and  eat  with  me,  perhaps  you  will  let  me 
mount  and  ride  with  you.  .  I  see  your  horse  is 
of  a  powerful  frame ;  I  '11  warrant  he  II  carry 
double.' 
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" '  Agreed,'  said  the  trooper ;  and  it  would 
not  have  been  civil  and  soldierlike  to  refiuch 
especially  as  I  had  offered  to  share  my  supper 
with  him.  So  up  he  mounted,  and  up  I  mounted 
behind  him. 

" '  Hold  fast,'  said  he, '  my  steed  goes  like  the 

"  '  Never  fear  me,'  said  I,  and  so  off  we  set 

"  From  a  walk  the  horse  soon  passed  to  a  trot, 
from  a  trot  to  a  gallop,  and  from  a  gallop  to  a 
harum-scarum  scamper.  It  seemed  as  if  rocks, 
trees,  bouses,  everything  flew  hurry-BCurry  be* 
bind  ns. 

" '  What  town  is  this  ? '  said  L 

"  '  Segovia,'  said  he  ;  and  before  the  word  was 
out  of  his  mouth,  the  towera  of  Segovia  were 
out  of  sight  We  swept  up  the  Guodanuna 
mountains,  and  down  by  the  Escuriol ;  aod  we 
skirted  the  walls  of  Madrid,  and  we  scoured 
away  across  the  plains  of  La  Mancha.  In  thb 
way  we  went  up  hill  and  down  dale,  by  towers 
and  cities,  all  buried  in  deep  sleep,  and  across 
mountaiDS,  and  plains,  and  rjvera,just  glimmering 
in  the  starlight 

"  To  make  a  long  story  short,  and  not  to  &- 
tigue  your  Excellency,  the  trooper  suddenly  pulled 
up  on  the  side  of  a  mountain.  '  Here  we  are,' 
said  he,  '  at  the  end  of  our  journey.'  I  looked 
about,  but  could  see  no  signs  of  habitation  ;  noth- 
ing hot  the  mouth  of  a  cavern.  While  I  looked 
I  saw  multitudes  of  people  in  Uoorish  dresses, 
some  on  horseback,  some  on  foot,  arriving  as  if 
borne  by  the  wind  from  all  points  of  the  com- 
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pass,  and  hurrying  into  the  mouth  of  the  caverr 
like  bees  into  a  hive.  Before  I  could  ask  a 
question,  the  trooper  stmck  hia  long  Moorish 
spurs  into  the  horse's  flauks,  and  dashed  in  with 
the  throng.  We  passed  along  a  steep  winding 
way,  that  descended  into  the  very  bowels  of  the 
mountain.  As  we  pushed  on,  a  light  began  to 
glimmer  up,  by  little  and  little,  like  the  first 
glimmerings  of  day,  but  what  caused  it  I  could 
not  discern.  It  grew  stronger  and  stronger,  and 
enabled  me  to  see  everything  around.  1  now 
noticed,  aa  we  passed  along,  great  caverns,  open- 
ing to  the  right  and  left,  like  balls  in  an  arsenal. 
In  some  there  wei-e  shields,  and  helmets,  end 
cuirasses,  and  lances,  and  cimeters,  hanging 
against  the  walls ;  in  others  there  were  great 
heaps  of  warlike  munitions  and  camp-equipage 
lying  upon  the  ground. 

"  It  would  have  done  your  Excellency's  heart 
good,  being  an  old  soldier,  to  have  seen  such 
grand  provision  for  war.  Then,  in  other  cav- 
erns, there  were  long  rows  of  horsemen  armed 
to  the  teeth,  with  lances  raised  and  banners  un- 
furled, all  ready  for  the  field ;  but  they  all  sat 
motionless  in  tlieir  saddles,  like  so  many  statues. 
In  other  hnlls  were  warriora  sleeping  on  the 
ground  beside  their  horses,  and  foot-soldiers  in 
groups  ready  to  fall  into  the  ranks.  All  were  in 
old-fashioned  Moorish  dresses  and  armor. 

"  Well,  your  Excellency,  to  cut  a  long  story 
thort,  we  at  length  eutered  an  immense  cavern, 
7r  I  may  say  palace,  of  grotto-work,  the  walb 
of  which  seemed  to  be  veined  with  gold  and  Ril- 
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Ter,  auJ  to  sparkle  with  diamonda  and  st4)pliires 
and  all  kinds  of  precious  stones.  At  the  upper 
end  SRt  a  Moorisli  king  on  a  golden  throne,  with 
hia  nobles  on  each  side,  and  a  guard  af  African 
blacks  with  drawn  cimctera.  All  the  crowd  ihal 
continued  to  flock  in,  atid  amounted  to  Ihousands 
and  thousand^  passed  ooe  by  one  before  bis 
throne,  each  paying  homage  as  he  passed.  Some 
of  the  multitude  were  dressed  in  magnificept 
robes,  without  stnin  or  blemish,  and  sparlclin| 
with  jewels  ;  others  in  burnished  and  enamelled 
armor ;  while  others  were  in  mouldered  aud  mil- 
dewed garmeiils,  and  iu  armor  alt  battered  and 
dented  and  covered  with  nisL 

"  I  had  hitherto  hi-ld  my  tongue,  for  your  Ex- 
cellency well  knows  it  is  not  for  a  soldier  to  ask 
maiiy  questions  when  ou  duty,  but  I  could  keep 
silent  no  longer. 

" '  Prithee,  commde,'  said  I,  '  what  is  the 
meaning  of  all  this  ?  ' 

" '  This,'  said  the  trooper,  '  is  a  great  and  fear- 
ful mystery.  Know,  0  Christian,  that  you  see 
before  you  the  court  and  army  of  Boabdil  the 
last  king  of  Gnumda.' 

" '  What  ia  this  you  tell  me  ? '  cried  I. 
*  Boabdil  and  his  court  were  exiled  from  the 
land  hundreds    of  years  agone,  and  all  died  la 

"  '  So  it  ifl  recorded  in  your  lying  chronicles,' 
replied  ihe  Moor  ;  '  but  know  that  .Boabdil  and 
the  warriors  who  made  the  last  stniggle  for 
Granada  were  alt  sliut  up  iu  the  mountain  by 
powerful    enchaTttment.      As   for  the  king   and 
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Bniiy  lliat  inarcheU  forth  from  Grannda  at  the 
lime  of  the  surrender,  they  were  a  mere  phan- 
tom traiu  of  spirits  and  demons,  permitted  to 
H^iime  those  shapes  to  deceive  the  Cbristian 
sovereigns.  And  furthermore  let  me  tell  yon, 
iriend.  thnt  all  Spain  is  a  coiintry  under  the 
jHjwer  of  enchantment.  There  is  not  a  monn- 
taiii  cave,  not  a  lonely  watch-tower  in  the  plains, 
nor  ruined  castle  on  the  hills,  but  has  some  spell- 
bound warriors  sleeping  from  age  to  age  within 
ils  vaults,  until  the  sins  are  expiated  for  which 
Allah  permitted  the  dominion  to  pass  for  a  time 
ont  of  the  hands  of  the  faithful.  Once  every 
year,  on  the  eve  of  St.  John,  they  are  released 
from  enchiujtment,  from  sunset  to  sunrise,  and 
permitted  to  repair  here  to  pay  homage  to  their 
sovereign !  and  the  cro^vd3  which  you  beheld 
swarming  into  the  cavern  are  Moslem  warriors 
from  their  haunts  in  all  parts  of  Spain.  For 
my  own  part,  you  saw  the  mined  tower  of  the 
bridge  in  Old  Castile,  where  I  have  now  wintered 
and  summered  for  many  hundred  ycai's,  and 
where  I  must  be  back  again  by  daybreak.  A& 
to  the  battalions  of  horse  and  foot  which  you 
beheld  drawn  up  in  array  in  the  neighboring 
caverns,  Ihey  aie  the  spellbound  warriors  of 
Granada.  It  is  written  in  the  book  of  fate,  that 
when  the  enchantment  is  broken,  Boabdil  will 
descend  from  the  mountain  at  the  head  of  this 
army,  resume  his  throne  in  the  Alhtimbra  and 
his  sway  of  Gi'annda,  and  gathering  together 
the  enchanted  warriors  from  all  parts  of  Spain, 
will  reconquer  the  Peninsula  and  restore  it  to 
Moslem  rule.' 
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"  <  And  when  shall  this  happen  ? '  said  I. 

" '  Allah  ftlone  knows :  we  had  hoped  the  day 
of  deliverance  was  at  hand  ;  but  there  reigns  at 
present  a  vigilant  governor  in  the  Alhambra, 
a  stanch  old  soldier,  well  known  as  Governor 
Manco.  While  such  a  warrior  holds  command 
of  the  very  outposi,  and  stands  ready  to  check  the 
first  irruption  Irom  the  mountain,  I  fear  Boabdil 
and  his  soldiery  must  be  coat«nt  to  rest  upon 
their  arms,' " 

Here  the  goyemor  raised  himself  somewhat 
perpendicularly,  ai^usted  his  sword,  and  twirled 
up  his  moustaches. 

"  To  make  a  long  story  short,  and  not  bi  Sn- 
tigue  your  Excellency,  the  trooper,  having  given 
me  this  account,  dismounted  trom  his  steed. 

" '  Tarry  here,'  said  he, '  and  guard  my  steed 
while  I  go  and  bow  the  knee  to  Boabdil.'  So 
saying,  he  strode  away  among  the  throng  that 
pressed  forward  to  the  throne. 

"  '  What 's  to  he  done  ? '  thought  I,  when 
thus  left  to  myself;  '  shall  I  wait  here  until  this 
infidel  returns  to  whisk  me  off  on  his  goblin 
steed,  the  Lord  knows  where ;  or  shall  I  make 
the  most  of  my  time  and  beat  a  retreat  from 
this  hobgoblin  community?'  A  soldier's  mind 
is  soon  made  up,  as  your  Excellency  well  know*. 
As  to  the  horse,  he  belonged  to  an  avowed  enemy 
of  the  faith  and  the  realm,  and  was  a  ikir  prize 
according  to  the  rules  of  war.  So  hoisting  my- 
self from  the  crupper  into  the  saddle.  I  turned 
the  reins,  struck  the  Moorish  stirrups  into  the 
sides  of  the  stcvd,  and  put  him  to  make  the  best 
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of  Lis  wity  out  of  the  ptutsage  by  which  he  had 
entered.  As  we  scoured  by  the  hnlls  where  the 
Moslem  horseraeD  eat  in  motionless  battalioos,  I 
thought  I  heard  the  clang  of  armor  and  a  hollow 
murmur  of  voices.  I  gave  the  steed  another 
taste  of  the  stirrups  and  doubled  my  speed. 
There  was  now  a  sound  behind  me  like  a  rush, 
ing  blast ;  I  lieard  the  clatter  of  a  thousand  hoofs ; 
a  countless  throng  overlook  me.  I  was  borne 
along  io  the  press,  and  hurled  forth  from  the 
mouth  of  the  aivern,  while  thousands  of  shadowy 
forms  werg  swept  off  in  every  direction  by  the 
four  winds  of  heaven. 

"  In  the  whirl  and  conlusion  of  the  scene  I  was 
thrown  senseless  to  the  earth.  When  I  came  to 
myself,  I  was  lying  on  the  brow  of  a  hill,  with  the 
Arabian  steed  standing  beside  me  ;  for  in  &lling, 
my  arm  bad  slipped  vrithln  the  bridle,  which,  I 
presume,  prevented  his  whisking  off  to  Old  Cas- 
tile. 

"  Yonr  Excellency  may  easily  judge  of  my  sur- 
prise, on  looking  round,  to  behold  hedges  of  aloes 
and  Indian  liga  and  olher  proofs  of  a  southern 
climate,  and  to  see  a  great  city  below  me,  with 
towera,  and  palaces,  and  a  grand  cathedral 

"  I  descended  the  bill  cautiously,  leading  my 
Bleed,  for  I  was  afraid  to  mount  him  agtun,  lest 
he  should  play  me  some  slippery  trick.  As  I 
descended  I  met  with  your  patrol,  who  let  me 
into  the  secret  that  it  was  Granada  that  lay  before 
me,  and  that  I  was  actually  under  tlie  walls  of 
the  Alhambra,  the  fortress  of  the  redoubted  Gov- 
3mor  Mauco,  the  terror  of  all  enchanted  Moslems. 
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WLen  I  beard  this,  I  determined  at  onee  to  seek 
your  Excellency,  to  inform  yon  of  all  that  I  had 
Been,  and  to  warn  you  of  the  perils  that  snrround 
and  undermine  you,  that  you  may  take  measures 
in  time  to  guard  yonr  fortress,  and  the  kingdom 
itself,  from  this  inicstine  army  that  lurks  in  the 
very  bowels  of  the  land." 

"  And  pritbee,  friend,  you  who  are  a  veteran 
campaigner,  and  have  seen  bo  much  service^" 
said  the  governor,  "  bow  would  you  advi^  me 
to  proceed,  in  order  to  prevent  this  evil  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  for  a  bumble  private  of  the  ranks," 
said  the  soldier,  modestly,  "  to  pretend  to  instruct 
a  commander  of  your  Excellency's  sagacity,  but  it 
appears  to  me  that  your  Excellency  might  cause 
fjl  the  caves  and  entrances  into  the  mountains 
to  be  walled  up  with  solid  mason-work,  so  that 
Boabdil  and  his  army  might  be  completely  corked 
up  in  their  subterranean  habitation.  If  the  good 
&tber,  too,"  added  the  soldier,  reverently  bow- 
ing to  the  friar,  and  devoutly  crossing  himsell^ 
"  would  cousecrate  the  barricadoes  with  his  bless- 
ing, and  pnt  up  a  few  crosses  and  relioi  and 
images  of  saints,  I  think  Ihey  might  withstand  all 
the  power  of  infidel  enchantments." 

"  They  doubtless  would  be  of  great  avail,"  said 
the  friar. 

The  governor  now  placed  his  arm  akimbo, 
with  his  band  resting  on  the  hilt  of  his  toledo, 
fixed  his  eye  upon  the  soldier,  and  gently  wagging 
his  head  from  one  side  to  the  olher,  — 

"  So,  friend,"  said  he,  "  then  you  really  suppose 
I  am  to  be  gulled  with  this  cock-and-bull  sloiy 
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about  enchanted  raonntains  and  enchanted  Moors? 
Hark  ye,  culprit! — not  Another  word.  An  old 
soldier  yoii  may  be,  but  you  '11  find  you  have  an 
older  soldier  lo  deal  with,  and  one  not  easily  out- 
generalled.     Ho!  guards  there!  put  this  fellow 

The  demure  handinaid  would  have  put  in  a 
word  in  favor  of  the  prisoner,  but  the  governor 
ulenced  her  with  a  look. 

As  they  were  pinioning  the  soldier,  one  of  the 
guards  felt  something  of  bulk  iu  his  pocket,  and 
drawing  it  forth,  found  a  long  leathern  purse  that 
appeared  to  be  well  filled.  Holding  it  by  one 
comer,  he  turned  out  the  contents  upon  the  table 
before  ihe  governor,  and  never  did  freebooter's 
bag  make  more  gorgeous  delivery.  Out  tumbled 
rings,  and  jewels,  and  rosaries  of  pearls,  and 
sparkling  diamond  crosses,  and  a  profusion  of 
ancient  golden  coin,  some  of  which  fell  jingling  to 
the  floor,  nnd  rolled  away  to  the  uttermost  parts 
of  the  chamber. 

For  a  time  the  functions  of  justice  were  sus- 
pended ;  there  was  a  universal  scramble  after  the 
glittering  fugitives.  The  governor  alone,  who 
was  imbued  with  true  Spanish  pride,  maintained 
bis  stately  decorum,  though  his  eye  betrayed  a 
little  anxiety  until  the  last  coin  and  jewel  was 
restored  to  the  sack. 

The  frioT  was  not  so  calm ;  his  whole  face 
glowed  like  a  furnace,  and  his  eyes  twinkled  and 
Sashed  at  sight  of  the  rosaries  and  crosses. 

"  Sacrilegious  wretch  that  thou  art ! "  ex- 
:^imed  he ;  "  what  church  or  sanctuary  hast 
thou  been  plundering  of  these  sacred  relics  ?  " 


«jrv  Google 


898  A  SOLDIERS  aVASTEBS. 

"  Neither  one  nor  the  other,  holy  &ther.  If  ihey 
be  sacrilegioua  spoils,  they  must  have  been  taken, 
in  times  long  pa^t,  by  the  infidel  trooper  I  hare 
nteationed.  I  wa§  juat  going  to  tell  his  Escellen(^ 
when  he  interrupted  me,  that,  on  taking  posses* 
sion  of  the  trooper's  hor»e,  I  unbooked  a  leathern 
Back  which  hung  at  the  saddle-botv,  taii  which  I 
presume  contained  the  plunder  of  his  campaign* 
ings  in  days  of  old,  when  the  Moors  oTerran  the 
country." 

"  Mighty  well ;  at  present  yoa  will  make  op 
your  mind  to  take  up  your  quarters  in  a  chamber 
of  the  vermilion  tower,  which,  though  not  under  a 
magic  spell,  will  bold  you  as  sate  as  any  cave  if 
your  enchanted  B^xirs." 

"  Yonr  Excellency  will  do  as  you  think  proper," 
said  the  prisoner,  coolly.  "  I  shall  be  thankful 
to  your  Excellency  for  any  accommodation  in  the 
fortress.  A  soldier  who  has  been  in  the  wars, 
as  your  Excellency  well  knows,  is  not  particular 
about  his  lodgings.  Provided  I  have  a  snag  dun- 
geon and  regular  rations,  I  shall  manage  to  make 
myself  comfortable.  I  would  only  entreat  that 
while  your  Excellency  is  so  careful  about  me,  you 
would  have  an  eye  to  your  fortress,  and  think 
on  the  hint  I  dropped  about  stopping  op  the  en- 
trances to  the  mountain." 

Here  ended  the  scene.  The  prisoner  was  con- 
ducted to  a  strong  dungeon  in  the  vermilion  lower, 
the  Arabian  sleed  was  led  to  his  Excellency's 
stable,  and  the  trooper's  sack  was  deposited  in 
his  Excellency's  strong  box.  To  the  latter,  it  1; 
true,  the    friar   made  some    demur,  questioning 
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whether  the  eacred  relics,  which  were  evidently 
Bacrilegious  apoils,  should  not  be  placed  in  custody 
of  the  church  ;  but  aa  the  goveraor  was  perempt- 
ory on  the  subject,  and  was  absolute  lord  in  the 
Alhambra,  the  irinr  discreetly  dropped  the  dis* 
cnssion,  but  determined  to  convey  intelligence 
of  the  fact  to  the  church  dignitaries  in  Granada. 

To  explain  these  prompt  and  rigid  measures 
on  the  part  of  old  Gkivemor  Manco,  it  is  proper 
to  observe,  that  about  this  time  the  Alpuxarra 
mountains  in  the  neighborhood  of  Granada  weie 
terribly  infested  by  a  gang  of  robbers,  under  the 
command  of  a  daring  chief  named  Manuel  Borasco, 
who  were  accustomed  to  prowl  about  the  country, 
and  even  to  enter  the  city  in  various  disguises, 
to  gain  intelligence  of  the  departure  of  convoys 
of  merchandise,  or  travellers  with  well-lined 
purses,  whom  they  took  care  to  waylay  in  distant 
and  solitary  passes  of  the  road.  These  repeated 
and  daring  outrages  had  awakened  the  attention 
of  government,  and  the  couimandurs  of  tlie  vari- 
ous posts  had  received  instrucuons  to  be  on  the 
alert,  and  to  take  up  all  suspicious  stragglers. 
Giovemor  Manco  was  particularly  zealous  in  con- 
sequence of  the  various  stigmas  that  had  been 
cast  upon  his  fortress,  and  be  now  doubted  not 
he  had  entrapped  some  formidable  desperado  of 
this  gang. 

In  the  mean  time  the  story  took  wind,  and 
became  the  talk,  not  merely  of  the  fortress,  but 
of  the  whole  city  of  Granada.  It  was  said  that 
the  noted  robber  Manuel  Borasco,  tin;  terror  of 
tlie    Alpuxarras,   had    fallcD    into    tlie    clutches 
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of  old  Governor  Mauco,  nnd  been  cooped  up 
by  him  in  a  dungeon  of  ihe  vermilion  lowers ; 
and  evtiry  one  who  had  been  robbed  by  him 
floekecJ  to  recognize  the  mariiuder.  The  veiroil- 
toil  towers,  its  is  well  known,  atand  iijmit  trora 
the  Allinmbra  on  a  sister  hill,  sepHrated  from  !be 
main  forircsj  by  the  ravine  down  which  parses 
the  tnaiti  avetiue.  There  were  no  outer  walls, 
but  ft  sentinel  patrolled  before  the  tower.  He 
window  of  the  chamber  in  which  the  soldier  waa 
couHned  whs  strongly  gnited,  and  looked  upon  a 
small  esplanade.  Here  the  good  folks  of  Gntnads 
repaired  lo  gaze  at  him,  tis  they  would  at  s 
laughing  hyena,  grinning  through  the  cage  of  a 
menagerie.  Nobody,  however,  recognized  him 
for  Aiunuel  Borosco,  for  that  terrible  robber  was 
noted  for  a  ferocious  phyaiognomy,  and  had  by 
uo  means  the  good-humored  squint  of  the  pris- 
oner. Visitors  came  not  merely  from  the  city, 
but  from  all  parts  of  the  eouulry ;  but  nobody 
knew  him,  and  there  began  to  be  doubts  in  the 
minds  of  ihe  common  people  whether  there  might 
not  be  some  truth  in  his  story.  That  BoabdU 
and  his  army  weivi  shut  up  iu  the  mountain,  was 
an  old  tradition  which  many  of  the  ancient  inhab- 
ilanls  had  heard  from  their  fathers.  Numbers 
went  up  to  the  Mountain  of  the  Sun,  or  rather  of 
St.  Elena,  in  search  of  ihe  cave  mentioned  by  the 
soldier  j  and  saw  and  peeped  into  the  deep  dart 
pit,  deseending,  no  one  knows  how  far,  into  the 
mountain,  and  which  remains  there  to  this  day  — 
the  fabled  entrance  to  the  subterranean  abode  of 
Boabdil. 
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By  degrees  the  soldier  became  populw  with 
the  common  people.  A  freebooter  of  tbe  moun-' 
tains  is  by  no  means  the  opprobrious  character  in 
Sptun  that  a  robber  is  in  any  other  country  :  on 
the  contrary,  he  is  a  kind  of  chivalroua  personage 
ID  the  eyes  of  the  lower  classes.  There  is  always 
a  disposition,  also,  to  cavil  at  the  conduct  of  those 
in  command ;  and  many  began  to  murmur  at  the 
high-handed  maasures  of  old  Governor  Manco, 
and  to  look  upon  the  prisoner  in  the  light  of  a 
martyr. 

The  soldier,  moreover,  was  a  merry,  waggish 
fellow,  that  had  a  joke  for  every  one  who  came 
near  hia  window,  and  a  soft  speech  for  every 
female.  He  had  procured  an  old  guitar  also, 
and  would  sit  by  bb  window  and  sing  ballads 
and  love-tlittiee  to  the  delight  of  tbe  women  of 
the  neighborhood,  who  would  assemble  on  the 
esplanade  in  the  evening  and  dance  boleros  to  hie 
music.  Having  trimmed  off  his  rough  beard, 
bis  sunburnt  face  found  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the 
lur,  and  the  demure  handmaid  of  the  governor 
declared  that  his  squint  was  perfectly  irresistible. 
This  kind-hearted  damsel  had  from  the  first 
evinced  a  deep  sympathy  in  his  fortunes,  and  hav- 
ing in  vain  tried  to  mollify  the  governor,  had  set 
to  work  privately  to  mitigate  the  rigor  of  bis  dis- 
peosaliona.  Every  day  she  brought  the  prisoner 
some  crumbs  of  comfort  which  had  fallen  from 
the  governor's  table,  or  been  abstracted  from  tus 
larder,  together  with,  now  and  then,  a  consoling 
bottle  of  choice  Val  de  Pe&as,  or  rich  Malaga. 

While  ihi*  petty  treason  was  going  on  in  the 
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very  centre  of  the  old  governor's  ciUdel,  a  etono 
of  open  war  wna  brewing  up  among  bin  ext«mtil 
foes.  The  circumstance  of  a  bag  of  gold  and 
jewels  having  been  found  upon  the  pereon  <^ 
the  supposed  robber,  had  been  reported,  with 
many  -  exaggerations,  in  Granada.  A  question 
of  territorial  jurisdiction  was  immediately  stwied 
by  the  governor's  inveterate  rival,  the  captaio- 
general.  He  insisted  that  the  prisoner  had  been 
captured  without  the  predncts  of  the  Alhambra, 
and  within  the  rules  of  his  authority.  He  de- 
manded hie  body  therefore,  and  the  fpolia  opima 
taken  with  him.  Due  information  having  been 
carried  hkewise  by  the  friar  to  the  grand  inqnisi- 
lor  of  the  crosses  and  rosaries,  and  other  relics 
contained  in  the  bag,  he  claimed  the  culprit  as 
having  been  guilty  of  sacrilege,  and  insisted  thai 
his  plunder  was  due  to  the  church,  and  his  body 
to  the  next  antio-da-fe.  The  feuds  ran  high ; 
the  governor  was  furious,  and  swore,  ratlier  than 
surrender  his  captive,  he  would  hang  him  up 
within  the  Alhambra,  as  a  spy  caught  within  Um 
purlieus  of  the  fortress. 

The  captain-general  threatened  to  send  a  body 
of  soldiers  to  transfer  the  prisoner  thtm  the  ver- 
milion tower  lo  the  city.  The  grand  inquisitor 
was  equally  bent  upon  dispatching  a  number  of 
the  familiars  of  the  Holy  Office.  Word  was 
brought  late  at  night  to  the  governor  of  tfaeM 
machinations.  "  Let  tliem  come,"  said  be, 
"  they  'II  find  me  beforehand  with  them  j  he 
must  rise  bright  and  early  who  would  take  in 
ail  old    soldier."     He  accordingly  isE^ued  orders 
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to  have  the  prwoncr  rerooved,  at  daybreak,  to 
the  doDJon-ke«p  within  the  walls  of  the  Alham- 
bra.  "  And  d'  ye  hear,  child,"  said  he  to  his  de- 
mnre  handmaid,  "  tap  at  mj  door,  and  wake  me 
befere  cock-crowing,  that  I  may  see  to  the  matter 
myself." 

The  day  dawned,  the  coc^  crowed,  bat  nobody 
ta[^»ed  at  the  door  of  the  governor.  The  snn  rose 
high  above  the  mountain-tops,  and  glittered  in 
at  his  casement,  ere  the  governor  was  awakened 
from  his  morning  dreams  by  bis  veteran  corporal, 
win  stood  before  him  with  terror  stamped  upon 
his  iron  viei^e. 

"  He 's  off !  he 's  gone  I "  cried  llw  corporal, 
gasping  for  breath. 

"  Who  'i  off  —  who  's  gone  ?  " 

"  The  etJdier  —  the  robber  —  the  devil,  for 
aogbt  I  know  ;  his  dungeon  Is  empty,  but  the 
door  locked :  no  one  knows  how  he  has  escaped 
Dnt  of  it." 

"  Who  saw  him  last  ? " 

"  Your  handmaid  ;  she  brought  him  his  supper." 

"  Ijet  her  be  called  instantly." 

Here  was  new  matter  of  confbaiou.  The 
chamber  of  the  demure  damsel  was  likewise 
empty,  her  bed  had  not  been  slept  in ;  she  had 
doubtless  gone  off  with  the  culprit,  as  she  had 
appeared,  for  some  days  past,  to  have  frequent 
conversations  witii  bim. 

This  was  wounding  the  old  governor  in  a  ten- 
der part,  but  he  had  scarce  time  to  wince  at  it, 
when  new  misfortunes  broke  upon  his  view.  On 
going  bto  bis  cabinet  he  found  his  stroi^  box 
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open,  the  leather  purse  of  the  trooper  abstracted 
and  with  it  a  couple  of  corpulent  bags  of  donb- 

Bat  how,  and  which  wa^  had  the  fbgitiTB 
escaped  ?  An  old  peasant  who  lived  in  a  cott*gB 
bj  the  road-side  leading  up  into  the  Sierra,  de- 
clared that  he  had  heard  the  tramp  of  a  powerful 
steed  just  before  daybreak,  passing  up  into  (be 
mountains.  He  had  looked  out  at  hia  casemeDt, 
and  could  just  distinguish  a  horseman,  with  > 
female  seated  before  him. 

"  Search  the  stables  !  "  cried  GoTemor  Kbuun. 
The  stables  were  searched ;  all  the  horses  were 
in  their  stalls,  excepting  the  Arabian  steed.  Id 
his  place  was  a  stout  cudgel,  tied  to  the  manger, 
and  on  it  a  label  bearing  these  words,  "  A  g&  to 
Governor  Manco,  from  an  Old  Soldier." 
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1HE  Saint's  daj  of  my  neighbor  and  rival 
potentate,  the  cooQt,  took  place  during  his 
Bojonm  in  the  Alhambra.  on  which  occa- 
sion he  gave  a  domestic  fSte  ;  assembling  round 
him  the  members  of  hia  family  an4  household, 
while  the  stewards  and  old  serranls  from  his  dis- 
tant possessions  came  to  pay  him  reverence  and 
partake  of  the  good  cheer  whii^  was  sure  to  be 
provided.  It  presented  a  type,  though  doubtless 
a  ^nt  one,  of  the  establishment  of  a  Spanish 
noble  in  the  olden  time. 

The  Spaniards  were  always  grandiose  in  Uieir 
notions  of  style.  Huge  palaces ;  lumbering 
equipages,  laden  with  footmen  and  lackeys ; 
pompous  retinues,  and  useless  dependents  of  all 
kinds ;  the  dignity  of  a  noble  seemed  commen- 
snrats  with  the  legions  who  loitered  about  his 
halls,  fed  at  his  expense,  and  seemed  ready  to 
devour  him  alive.  This,  doubtless,  originated 
in  the  necessity  of  keeping  up  hosts  of  armed 
retainers  during  the  wars  with  the  Moors  ;  wars 
of  inroads  and  surprises ;  when  a  noble  was 
liable  to  be  suddenly  assailed  in  bis  castle  by  a 
foray  of  the  enemy,  or  summoned  to  the  field  by 
his  sovereign. 


406  BPANI8B  STYLE. 

The  custom  remained  after  the  wart  were  at 
an  end ;  and  what  originated  in  nece««itj  waa 
kept  up  through  ostentation.  The  weatth  which 
flowed  into  the  country  from  conqaesta  and 
jiscoveries  fostered  the  passion  for  princely 
establishments.  According  to  magnificent  old 
Spanish  usage,  in  which  pride  and  generosity 
bore  equal  parts,  a  superannuated  servant  was 
never  turo^  off,  but  became  a  charge  for  the 
rest  of  his  days ;  nay,  his  children,  and  his 
children's  children,  and  often  their  relatives  to 
the  right  and  left,  became  gradually  entailed 
tipon  the  fitnuly.  Hence  the  huge  palaces  of 
the  Spanish  nobility,  which  have  such  an  air  of 
empty  ostentation  Irom  the  greatnesB  c^  their  size 
compared  with  the  mediocrity  and  scantiness  of 
their  furniture,  were  absolutely  required,  in  the 
golden  days  of  Spain,  by  the  patriarchal  habiU 
of  their  possessors.  They  were  little  bett«r  than 
vast  barracks  for  their  hereditary  generations  of 
bangers  -  on  that  battened  at  the  expense  of  a 
Spanish  noble. 

These  patriarchal  habits  of  the  Spanish  no- 
bility have  declined  with  their  revenues ;  though 
the  spirit  which  prompted  them  remains,  and 
wars  sadly  with  their  altered  fortunes.  Hw 
poorest  among  them  have  always  some  heredi- 
tary hangers-on,  who  live  at  their  expense,  and 
make  them  poorer.  Some  who,  like  my  neigh- 
bor the  count,  retain  a  modicum  of  their  once 
princely  possessions,  keep  up  a  shadow  of  the 
ancient  system,  and  their  eetatos  are  overrun  and 
the  produce  consumed  by  generations  of  idle  re- 
tainers. 
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The  couDt  held  eatales  in  various  parts  of  the 
kiiigdom,  aome  including  whole  TilLi^;  yet  the 
ravenues  collected  from  tbem  were  comparatively 
Bmall ;  some  of  them,  he  assured  me,  barely  fed 
the  hordes  of  dependents  nestled  upon  them,  who 
seemed  to  consider  themselves  entitled  lo  live 
rent-free  and  be  mfuntaiued  into  the  bargain,  be- 
cause their  fore&thers  had  been  bo  since  time 
immemoriaL 

The  saint's  day  of  the  old  count  gave  me  a 
glimpse  into  a  Spanish  interior.  For  two  or 
three  days  previous  preparations  were  made  for 
the  iSte.  Viands  of  all  kinds  were  brought  up 
from  town,  greeting  the  olfactory  nerves  of  the 
old  invalid  guards,  as  they  were  borae  past  them 
through  the  Gate  of  Justice.  Servants  hurried 
offidously  about  tlie  courts ;  the  ancient  kitchen 
of  the  palace  was  again  alive  with  the  tread  of 
cooks  and  scullions,  and  blazed  with  unwonted 
fires. 

When  the  day  arrived  I  beheld  the  old  count 
in  patriarchal  state,  his  family  and  household 
around  him,  with  functionaries  who  mismanaged 
his  estates  at  a  distance  and  consumed  the  pro- 
ceeds; while  numerous  old  worn-out  servants 
and  pensioner^  were  loitering  about  the  courts 
and  keeping  within  smell  of  the  kitchen. 

It  was  a  joyous  day  in  the  AJhambra.  The 
goesta  dispersed  themselves  about  the  palace  be- 
fore the  hour  of  dinner,  enjoying  the  luxuries  of 
its  courts  and  fountains,  atid  embosomed  gardens, 
and  music  and  laughter  resounded  through  its 
tste  eilent  halls. 
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The  feast,  for  a  set  dinner  in  Spain  is  litenJly 
a  feast,  was  served  in  the  beautiful  Morisoo  H^ 
of  "  Las  dos  Hermanns."  The  labte  was  loaded 
with  all  the  luxuries  of  the  season ;  there  was 
an  almost  intenniiiable  succession  of  dishes ; 
showing  bow  truly  the  feast  at  the  rich  Cama- 
chos'  wedding  in  "  Don  Quixote  "  was  a  picture  of 
a  Spanish  banquet.  A  joyous  conviviality  pre- 
vailed round  the  board  ;  for  though  Spaniards 
are  generally  abstemious,  they  are  complete  rev- 
ellers on  occasions  like  the  present,  and  none 
more  so  thnn  the  Audalusians.  For  my  pfirt, 
there  was  something  peculiarly  exciting  in  thus 
sitting  at  a  feast  in  the  royal  halls  of  the  Alham- 
bra,  given  by  one  who  might  claim  remote  affin- 
ity with  its  Moorish  kings,  nud  who  wasa  lin- 
eal representative  of  Gonsalvo  of  Cordova,  one 
of  the  most  distinguished  of  the  Christian  con- 
querors. 

The  banquet  ended,  the  company  adjourned  to 
the  Hall  of  Ambassadors.  Here  every  one  en- 
deavored to  contribute  to  the  general  anmsement, 
singing,  improvising,  telling  wonderful  tAlee,  or 
dancing  popular  dances  to  that  all-pervading  tal- 
isman of  Spanish  pleasure,  the  guitar. 

The  count's  gifled  little  daughter  whs  as  usnal 
the  life  and  delight  of  the  assemblage,  and  I  was 
more  than  ever  struck  with  her  aptness  and  won- 
derful versatility.  She  took  a  part  in  two  or  three 
scenes  of  elegant  comedy  with  some  of  her  com- 
panions, and  performed  them  with  exquisite  point 
and  finished  grace ;  she  gave  imitations  of  the 
popular  Italian  singer?,  some  serious,  some  comi^ 
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with  a  rare  quality  of  voice,  and,  T  wae  aaanred, 
with  singular  fidelity ;  she  imitated  the  dialects, 
doDCes,  ballads,  and  movemeota  and  manners  of 
tlie  gypsies  and  the  peasants  of  the  Vega  with 
eqn^  felicity ;  bat  everything  was  done  with  an 
all-pervading  grace  and  a  ladylike  taet  perfectly 
fascinating. 

The  great  charm  of  everything  she  did  was 
its  freedom  from  pretension  or  ambitious  display, 
its  happy  spontaneity.  Everything  sprang  from 
the  impulse  of  the  moment ;  or  was  in  prompt 
compliance  with  a  request.  She  seemed  uncon 
HcioDS  of  the  rarity  and  extent  of  her  own  talent, 
and  was  like  a  child  at  home  revelling  in  the 
buoyancy  of  its  own  gay  and  innocent  spirits. 
Indeed  I  was  told  she  had  never  exerted  her 
talents  in  general  sodety,  but  only,  as  at  present, 
in  the  domestic  drcle. 

Her  faculty  of  observation  and  her  perception 
of  character  must  have  been  remarkably  quick, 
for  she  could  have  had  only  casual  and  transient 
glances  at  the  scenes,  manners,  and  customs  de 
picted  with  such  truth  and  spirit  "  Indeed  it 
is  a  continual  wonder  to  us,"  said  the  countess, 
"  where  the  child  [la  NiSaj  has  picked  up  these 
things,  her  life  being  passed  almost  entirely  at 
home,  in  the  bosom  of  the  family." 

Evening  approached ;  twilight  began  to  throw 
its  shadows  ahont  the  halls,  and  the  bats  to  steal 
forth  from  their  lurking-place  and  fiit  about.  A 
notion  seized  the  little  damsel  and  some  of  her 
youthful  companions,  to  set  out,  under  the  guid- 
■tnce  of  Dobres,  and  explore  the  less  frequented 
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parte  of  the  palace  in  quest  of  mysteries  and  ai- 
chfuitmeDts.  Thus  conducted,  they  peeped  fegr- 
fully  into  the  gloomy  old  raosqae,  but  quick  drew 
batjc  on  being  told  that  a  Moorish  king  had  been 
murdered  there ;  they  ventured  into  the  mysteri- 
ous regions  of  the  bath,  fnghteuing  themselves 
with  the  sounds  and  murmurs  of  hidden  aque- 
ducts, and  flying  with  noock  panic  at  Ute  alarm  of 
phantom  Uoors.  They  th^  tmdertook  the  ad- 
venture of  the'  Iron  Gate,  a  place  of  balefiil  note 
in  the  Alhambra.  It  b  a  postern  gate,  opening 
into  a  dark  ravine  ;  a  narrow  covered  way  leads 
down  to  it,  which  osed  to  be  Ae  tenor  of  Dolores 
and  her  playmates  in  childhood,  as  it  was  said 
a  hand  without  a  body  would  Bometimea  be 
stretched  out  from  the  wall  and  seize  hold  of  tbo 
passers-by. 

The  little  party  of  encbantment-bnnters  ven- 
tured to  the  entrance  of  the  covered  way,  but 
nothing  would  tempt  them  to  enter,  in  this  hour 
of  gathering  gloom ;  they  dreaded  the  grasp  of 
the  phantom  ann. 

At  length  they  came  nmning  back  into  the 
Hall  of  Ambassadmv  in  a  mock  paroxysm  of 
terror :  they  had  positively  aeen  two  specti«l 
figures  all  in  white.  They  had  not  stopped  to 
examine  them ;  but  could  not  be  mistaken,  for 
they  glared  distinctly  through  the  surrounding 
glooro.  Dolores  soon  arrived  and  explained  the 
mystery.  The  spectres  proved  to  be  two  statues 
of  nymphs  in  white  marble,  placed  at  the  en- 
trance of  a  vaulted  passage.  Upon  this  a  grave, 
bnt,  as  I  thought,  somewhat  sly  old  gentleman 
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preoent,  who,  I  belieTe,  was  the  ooant's  advocate 
or  l«gBl  adviser,  assured  them  that  these  statDea 
were  connecied  with  oae  of  the  greatest  niTSleries 
of  the  Alhambra;  that  there  was  a  curious  his- 
tory concerning  them,  and,  moreoTer,  that  thef 
stood  a  living  monument  in  marble  of  female 
secrecy  and  discretion.  All  present  entreated 
him  to  tell  the  history  of  the  statues.  He  took  a 
little  time  to  recollect  the  details,  and  then  gave 
tbem  in  substance  the  following  legend. 
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1HEKE  lived  once  id  a  waste  apartmeDl 
of  the  Alhambrft  a  merry  little  fellow, 
named  Lope  Sanchez,  who  worked  id 
the  gardens,  and  was  as  brisk  and  blithe  aa  a 
grasshopper,  singing  all  day  long.  He  was  the 
life  and  soul  of  ^e  fortress ;  when  his  work  was 
over,  he  would  sit  on  one  of  the  stone  benches  of 
the  esplanade,  strum  his  guitar,  and  sing  long 
ditties  about  the  Cid,  and  Bernardo  del  Caipio, 
and  Fernando  del  Fulgar,  and  other  Spanish 
heroes,  for  the  amusement  of  the  old  soldiers  of 
the  fortress ;  or  would  strike  np  a  meirier  tune, 
and  set  the  girls  dancing  boleros  and  fandangos. 
Like  most  little  men.  Lope  Sanchez  had  a 
strapping  buxom  dame  for  a  wife,  who  could  al- 
most have  put  him  in  her  pocket ;  hut  he  lacked 
the  usual  poor  man's  lot  —  instead  of  ten  children 
he  had  but  one.  This  was  a  little  black-eyed 
girl  about'twelve  years  of  age,  named  Sanchica, 
who  was  as  merry  as  himself,  and  the  delight  of 
his  heart.  She  played  about  him  as  he  worked 
in  the  gardens,  danced  to  his  guitar  as  he  sat  in 
the  shade,  and  ran  as  wild  as  a  young  fawn  about 
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the  groves  ani]  alleys  and  ruined  halls   of  the 
Alliambra. 

It  wad  now  the  eve  of  the  blessed  St.  John, 
and  the  holida^'Ioving  gossips  of  the  Alhambra, 
men,  women,  and  children,  went  up  at  night  to 
the  Mountain  of  the  Sun,  which  rises  above  the 
Generalife,  to  keep  their  midsamraer  vigil  on  its 
level  summit  It  was  a  bright  mooolight  night, 
and  all  the  mountains  were  gray  and  silvery,  and 
the  dty,  with  its  domes  and  spires,  lay  iu  shad- 
ows below,  and  the  Vega  was  like  a  fairy  land, 
with  haunted  streams  gleaming  among  its  dusky 
groves.  On  the  highest  part  of  the  mountain 
they  lit  up  a  bonfire,  according  to  an  old  eustom 
of  the  country  handed  down  from  the  Moors. 
The  inhabitants  of  the  surrounding  country  were 
keeping  a  similar  vi^l,  and  bonfires,  here  and 
there  in  the  Vega,  and  along  the  folds  of  the 
mountains,  blazed  up  palely  in  the  moonlight 

The  evening  was  gayly  passed  in  dancing  to 
Ihe  guitar  of  Lope  Sanchez,  who  was  never  so 
joyous  as  when  on  a  holiday  revel  of  the  kind. 
^Viile  the  dance  was  going  on,  the  little  San- 
chica  with  some  of  her  playmates  sported  among 
the  ruins  of  an  old  Moorish  fort  that  crowns  the 
mountain,  when,  in  gathering  pehblea  in  the  fosse, 
she  found  a  small  hand  curiously  earved  of  jet, 
the  fingers  closed,  and  the  thumb  firmly  clasped 
upon  them.  Oveijoyed  with  her  good  fortune, 
<he  ran  to  her  mother  with  her  prize.  It  imme- 
diately became  a  snhject  of  sage  speculation,  and 
wiij  eyed  by  some  with  superstiUons  distrust 
Throw  it  away,"  said  one  ;  "  it 's  Moorish,  — 
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depeud  npoQ  it,  there  'a  mischief  and  wiiclicraft  m 
it"  "  By  no  means,"  said  another  ;  "  yon  may 
sell  it  for  something  to  the  jeirellers  of  the  Za- 
catin."  In  the  midst  of  this  discussion  an  iM 
tawny  soldier  drew  near,  who  had  served  in 
Airica,  and  was  as  swarthy  as  a  Moor.  He  ex- 
amioed  Uie  hand  with  a  knowing  look.  "  I  have 
seen  things  of  this  kind,"  said  he,  "  among  the 
Moors  of  Barl»ry.  It  is  a  great  virtue  to  gnnrd 
against  the  evil  eye,  and  all  kinds  of  spelts  and 
enchantmenU.  I  give  you  joy,  fiiend  Lope,  this 
bodes  good  luck  to  your  diild." 

Upon  hearing  this,  the  wife  of  Lope  Sant^es 
tied  the  little  hand  (^  jet  to  a  rihbon,  and  hung 
it  ronnd  the  neck  of  her  daughter. 

The  sight  of  this  talisman  called  up  all  the 
favorite  superstitions  about  the  Moors.  Tbe 
dance  was  neglected,  and  they  sat  in  groups  on 
the  ground,  telling  old  legendaiy  tales  handed 
down  from  their  ancestors.  Some  o!  their  stories 
turned  upon  the  wonders  of  the  very  monntaiB 
upon  which  they  were  sealed,  which  is  a  lamoos 
hobgoblin  reg^n.  One  ancient  crone  gave  a  long 
account  of  the  subterranean  palace  in  the  boweb 
of  that  mountain  where  Boabdil  and  all  his  Mos- 
lem court  are  said  to  remain  enchanted-  **  Amoi^ 
yonder  ruins,"  said  abe,  pointing  to  some  cmm- 
bling  walU  and  mounds  of  earth  aa  a  distant  part 
of  the  mountain,  "  there  is  a  deep  bladt  pit  that 
goes  down,  down  into  the  very  heart  of  the  moun- 
tain. For  all  tiie  money  iu  Gr&nada  I  would 
not  look  down  into  it.  Once  apcm  a  time  a  poor 
man  of  the  Alhnmbra,  who    tended  goats  upon 
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this  mountain,  scrambled  down  into  that  pit  after 
ft  kid  that  had  fallen  in.  He  came  oat  again  all 
wild  and  staring,  and  told  such  fliingB  of  what  he 
had  seen,  that  every  one  thought  his  hrain  iras 
turned.  He  raved  for  a  day  or  two  about  the 
hobgoblin  Moors  that  had  pursued  him  in  the 
eavern,  and  could  hardly  be  persuaded  to  drive 
bis  goals  up  again  to  the  mountain.  He  did  so 
at  last,  bnt,  poor  man,  he  never  came  down  again. 
The  neighbors  fouod  his  goats  browsing  about  the 
Moorish  ruiLS,  and  his  hat  and  mantle  lying  near 
the  month  of  the  pit,  but  be  was  never  more 
heard  of." 

The  little  Sanchica  listened  with  breathless 
attention  to  this  story.  She  was  of  a  curious 
nature,  and  felt  immediately 'a  great  h^ikering 
to  peep  into  this  dangerous  pit.  Stealing  away 
from  her  companions,  she  sought  the  distant  ruins, 
and,  after  groping  for  some  time  among  tbem,  came 
to  a  small  hollow,  or  ba^n,  near  the  brow  of  the 
mountain,  where  it  sw^t  steeply  down  into  the 
valley  of  the  Darro.  In  the  centre  of  this  basin 
yawned  the  mouth  of  the  pit.  Sanchica  ventured 
to  the  verge,  and  peeped  in.  All  was  as  black  as 
pitch,  and  gave  an  idea  of  immeasurable  depth. 
Her  blood  ran  cold ;  she  drew  back,  then  peeped 
in  again,  then  woidd  have  run  away,  then  took 
another  peep,  —  the  very  horror  of  the  thing  was 
delightful  to  her.  At  length  she  rolled  a  latge 
stone,  and  pushed  it  over  the  brink.  For  eomu 
time  it  fell  in  silence ;  then  atnick  some  rocky 
projection  with  a  violent  crash ;  then  rebounded 
Irom  side  to  side,  rumbling  and  tumbling,  with 
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a  noise  like  thunder;  then  made  a  final  spWli 
into  water,  far,  far  below,  —  and  all  was  again 
eilent. 

The  silence,  however,  did  not  long  conlJDU& 
It  aeemed  as  if  something  had  been  awakened 
within  this  dreary  abyss.  A  mtinnnring  aound 
gradually  rose  out  of  the  pit  like  the  ham  and 
buz*  of  a  beehive. '  It  grew  louder  and  louder ; 
there  was  the  confusion  of  voices  as  of  a  distant 
multitude,  together  with  the  faint  din  of  arms, 
dash  of  cymbals  and  clangor  of  trumpets,  as  if 
Bome  army  were  marshalling  for  battle  in  the  very 
bowels  of  the  mountain. 

The  child  drew  off  with  silent  awe,  and  hast- 
ened back  to  the  place  where  she  had  left  her  par- 
ents and  their  companions.  All  were  gone.  The 
bonfire  was  expiring,  and  its  last  wreath  of  smoke 
curling  up  in  the  moonshine.  The  distant  fires 
that  had  blazed  along  the  mountains  aud  in  the 
Vega  were  all  estingnished,  and  everything 
seemed  to  have  sunk  to  repose.  Sanchica  called 
her  parents  and  some  of  her  companions  by  name, 
but  received  no  reply.  She  ran  down  the  side 
of  the  motmtain,  and  by  the  gardens  of  the  Gen- 
eralife,  until  she  arrived  in  the  alley  of  trees  lead- 
ing to  the  Alhambra,  when  she  seated  heraelf  on 
a  bench  of  a  woody  recess,  to  recover  breath. 
The  bell  from  the  watch-tower  of  the  Alhambn 
tolled  midnight.  There  was  a  deep  tranquillity 
as  if  all  nature  slept ;  excepting  the  tow  tinkling 
sound  of  an  unseen  stream  that  ran  under  the 
covert  of  the  boshes.  The  breathing  sweetness 
of  the  atmosphere  was  lulling  her  to  sleep,  when 
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ber  e^e  was  caugfat  hy  something  glittering  at  a 
dtatance,  and  to  her  surprise  she  beheld  a  loag 
cavalcade  of  Moorish  warriors  pouring  down  the 
mountaiu-side  and  along  the  leafy  avenues.  Some 
were  armed  with  lances  and  shields ;  others,  with 
dmeters  and  battle-axes,  and  with  polished  cui- 
nuees  that  flashed  in  the  moonbeams.  Their  horses 
pranced  proudly  and  champed  upon  their  bits,  but 
their  tramp  caused  no  more  souud  than  if  they  had 
been  shod  with  felt,  and  the  riders  were  all  as  pale 
as  death.  Among  them  rode  a  beaulifid  lady,  with 
a  crowoed  head  and  long  golden  locks  entwined 
with  pearls.  The  housings  of  her  palfrey  were 
of  crimson  velvet  embroidered  with  gold,  and 
swept  the  earth  i  but  she  rode  all  disconsolate, 
with  eyes  ever  fixed  upou  the  ground. 

Then  succeeded  a  train  of  courtiers  magnifi- 
cently arrayed  iu  robes  and  turbans  of  divers 
colors,  and  amidst  them,  on  a  cream-colored  char- 
ger, rode  king  Boabdil  el  Chico,  iu  a  royal  man- 
tle covered  with  jewels,  and  a  crown  sparkling 
with  diamonds.  The  little  Sanchica  knew  him 
by  his  yellow  beard,  and  his  resemblance  to  his 
portrait,  which  she  had  often  seeu  in  the  picture- 
gallery  of  the  Generalife.  She  gazed  iu  wonder 
and  admiration  at  this  royal  pageant,  as  it  passed 
glistening  among  the  trees ;  but  though  she  knew 
these  monarcha  and  courtiers  and  warriors,  so 
pale  and  silent,  were  out  of  the  common  course 
af  nature,  and  things  of  magic  and  enchantment, 
yet  she  looked  on  with  a  bold  heart,  such  cour- 
age did  she  derive  from  the  mystic  talisman  of 
the  hand,  which  whs  suspended  about  her  neck. 
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Tile  caralcftde  having  passed  by,  ene  rose  aikl 
lowed.  It  continued  on  to  the  great  Grate  of 
slice,  which  stood  wide  open ;  the  old  invalid 
itinels  on  duty  lay  on  the  atone  benches  of  the 
rbican,  huried  in  profound  and  apparently 
armed  sleep,  and  the  phantom  pageant  swept 
iselessly  by  them  with  flaunting  banner  and 
umphant  state.  Snnchica  would  have  followed  ; 
t  to  hct  surprise  she  beheld  an  opening  in  the 
rth,  within  the  barbican,  leading  down  beneath 
i  foundatiotis  of  the  tower.  Slie  entered  for  a 
lie  distance,  and  was  encouraged  to  proceed  by 
ding  steps  rudely  hewn  in  the  rock,  and  a 
lilted  passage  here  and  there  lit  up  by  a  silver 
np,  which,  while  tt  gave  light,  diffused  likewise 
grateful  fi-^rance.  Venturing  on,  she  came 
last  to  a  great  hall,  wrauglit  out  of  the  heart 
the  mountain,  magniiit^ntly  furnished  in  the 
oorish  style,  and  lighted  up  by  silver  and 
)^^tal  lamps.  Here,  on  an  ottoman,  sat  an  old 
tu  in  Moorish  dress,  wilh  a  long  white  beard, 
dding  and  dozing,  with  a  staff  in  his  hand, 
licb  seemed  ever  to  be  slipping  frani  his  grasp ; 
tile  at  a  litUe  distance  sat  a  beaulifal  lady,  in 
cient  Spanish  dress,  with  a  coronet  all  spark- 
ig  with  diamonds,  and  her  hair  entwined  with 
arls,  who  was  softly  playing  on  a  silver  lyre, 
le  little  Sanehica  now  recollected  n  story  she 
d  heard  among  the  old  people  of  the  Alham- 
a,  concerning  a  Gothic  princess  confined  in  the 
ntre  of  the  mountain  by  an  old  Arabian  mngi- 
ui,  whom  slie  kept  bound  up  in  magic  sleep  bj 
a  power  of  music 
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The  lady  paused  with  surprise  at  seeing  a 
mortal  in  that  endianted  hall.  "  Is  it  the  eve 
of  the  blessed  St.  John  ?  "  s^d  she. 

"  It  is,"  replied  Sanchtca. 

"Theo  for  one  night  the  nutgic  charm  ia  sus- 
pended. Come  hither,  child,  and  fear  not.  I 
am  ft  Christian  like  thyself,  though  bound  here 
by  enchantment.  Touch  my  fettere  with  the 
talisman  that  hangs  about  thy  neck,  and  for  this 
night  I  shall  be  free." 

So  saying,  she  opened  her  robes  and  displayed 
a  broad  golden  band  round  her  waist,  and  a 
golden  chain  that  fastened  her  to  the  ground. 
The  child  hesitated  not  to  apply  the  little  hand 
of  jet  to  the  golden  band,  and  immediately  the 
chain  fell  to  the  eartL  At  the  sound  the  old 
man  woke  and  began  to  rub  his  eyes ;  but  the 
lady  ran  her  fingers  over  the  chords  of  the  lyre, 
and  again  he  fell  into  a  slumber  and  began  to 
iKid,  and  his  staff*  to  falter  in  his  hand.  '*  Now," 
said  the  lady,  "  touch  his  staff  with  the  talis- 
manic  hand  of  jet"  The  child  did  so,  and  it  fell 
Irom  his  grasp,  and  he  sank  in  a  deep  sleep  on 
the  ottoman.  The  lady  gently  laid  tlie  silver 
lyre  on  the  ottoman,  leaning  it  against  the  licud 
of  the  sleeping  magician ;  then  touching  the 
chords  until  they  vibrated  in  his  ear,  — "  O 
potent  spirit  of  harmony,"  said  she,  '^  continue 
thus  to  hold  his  senses  in  thraldom  till  the  return 
cf  day.  Now  follow  me,  my  child,"  continued 
she,  "  and  thou  shall  behold  the  Alhambra  as  it 
waa  in  the  days  of  its  glory,  for  thou  hast  t 
magic  talisman  that    reveab  all  euclianiments." 
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Sanchica  followed  the  lady  in  silence.  They 
passed  up  ihrougfa  the  entranoe  of  the  cavern 
into  the  barbican  of  the  Gate  of  Justice,  and 
thence  lo  the  Flaza  de  los  Algibes,  or  esplanade 
within  the  fortress. 

This  wtis  all  filled  with  Moorish  soldiery, 
horse  and  foot,  marshalled  in  squadrons,  with 
banners  displayed.  There  were  royal  guards 
also  at  (he  portal,  and  rows  of  African  blacks 
with  drawn  ciraeiers.  No  one  spoke  a  word, 
and  Sanchica  passed  on  fearlessly  after  her  con- 
ductor. Her  astonishment  increased  on  entering 
the  royal  palace,  in  which  she  had  been  reared. 
The  broad  moonshine  lit  up  all  the  balk  and 
courts  and  gardens  almost  as  brightly  as  if  it 
were  day,  but  revealed  a  far  different  scene  from 
that  to  which  she  was  accustomed.  The  walls 
of  the  apartments  were  no  longer  stained  and 
rent  by  time.  Instead  of  cobwebs,  they  were 
now  bung  with  rich  silks  of  Damascus,  and  the 
gildings  and  arabesque  paintings  were  restored 
to  their  original  brilliancy  and  freshness.  The 
halls,  no  longer  naked  and  unfurnished,  were  set 
out  with  divans  and  ottomans  of  the  rarest 
stuffs,  embroidered  with  pearls  and  studded  with 
precious  gems,  and  all  the  fouutuins  in  the  courts 
and  gardens  were  playing. 

The  kitdiens  were  again  in  full  operation  : 
cooks  were  busy  preparing  shadowy  dishes,  and 
roasting  and  boiling  the  phantoms  of  pidlets  and 
pHi-tridges;  servants  were  hurrying  to  and  fit 
willi  silver  dishes  heaped  np  with  dainties,  and 
arranging  a  delicious    banquet.     The  C-ourt  of 
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Lions  was  thronged  with  guards,  and  courtiers, 
and  alfaquis,  ns  in  the  old  times  of  the  Moors ; 
and  at  the  upper  end,  in  the  saloon  of  judgment, 
sat  Boabdil  on  his  throne,  surrounded  hj  his 
coart,  and  swaying  a  shadowy  sceptre  for  the 
night  Notwithstanding  all  this  throng  and  seem- 
ing hustle,  not  a  voice  nor  a  footstep  was  to  be 
heard  ;  nothing  interrupted  the  midnight  silence 
but  the  splashing  of  the  fouutains.  The  little 
Sanchicn  followed  her  conductress  in  mute  amaze- 
ment about  the  palace,  until  they  came  to  a  portal 
opening  to  the  vaulted  pnssa^s  beneath  the  great 
tower  of  Comares.  On  each  side  of  the  portal 
sat  the  figure  of  a  nymph,  wrought  out  of  ala- 
baster. Their  heads  were  turned  aside,  and  their 
regards  fixed  upon  the  same  spot  within  the 
vault.  Ttie  enchanted  lady  paused,  and  beck- 
oned the  child  to  her.  "  Here,"  said  she,  "  is  a 
great  secret,  which  I  will  reveal  to  thee  in  re- 
ward for  thy  faith  and  courage.  These  discreet 
statues  watch  over  a  treasure  hidden  in  old  times 
by  a  Moorish  king.  Tell  thy  father  to  search 
the  spot  on  which  their  eyes  are  fixed,  and  he 
will  find  what  will  make  him  richer  than  any 
man  in  Granada.  Thy  innocent  hands  alone, 
however,  gifled  as  thou  art  also  with  the  talis- 
man, can  remove  the  treasure.  Bid  thy  father 
use  it  discreetly,  and  devote  a  part  of  it  to  the 
performance  of  daily  masses  for  my  delivtranix 
from  this  unholy  enchantment." 

When  the  lady  had  spoken  these  words,  she 
W  the  child  nuward  to  the  little  garden  of  Lin- 
laraxa,  which  is  hard  by  the  vault  of  the  statues 


rv  Google 


422  TEE  MYRTLE  WREATH. 

The  mooD  trembled  upon  the  watera  of  the  soli- 
tary fountain  in  the  centre  of  the  garden,  and 
shed  a  tender  light  upon  the  orange  and  citron 
trees.  The  beautiful  lady  plucked  a  branch  of 
myrtle  and  wreathed  it  round  the  head  of  the 
child.  "  Let  this  be  a  memento,"  said  she,  "  of 
what  I  hare  revealed  to  thee,  and  a  t«stimcHiial 
of  its  truth.  My  hour  is  come ;  I  must  return 
to  the  enchanted  hall ;  follow  me  not,  lest  evil 
befall  thee ;  —  farewelL  Remember  what  I  have 
said,  Rnd  have  masses  performed  for  my  deliver- 
auce."  So  saying,  the  lady  entered  a  dark  pns- 
Bage  leading  beneath  the  tower  of  Comares,  and 
was  DO  longer  seen. 

The  faint  crowing  of  a  cock  was  now  heard 
from  the  cottages  below  the  Alhambra,  in  the 
valley  of  the  Darro,  and  a  pale  streak  of  light 
began  to  appear  above  the  eastern  mountains. 
A  slight  wind  arose,  there  was  a  sound  like  the 
rustling  of  dry  leaves  through  the  courts  and 
corridors,  and  door  aH^r  door  shut  to  with  a  jar- 
ring sound. 

Sancbicfl  returned  to  the  scenes  she  had  so 
lately  beheld  thronged  with  the  shadowy  multi- 
tude, but  Boabdil  and  his  phantom  court  were 
gone.  The  moon  shone  into  empty  halls  and 
galleries  stripped  of  their  transient  splendor, 
stained  and  dilapidatod  by  time,  and  hung  with 
cobwebs.  The  bat  fiitted  about  in  the  uncertain 
light,  and  the  frog  croaked  from  the  fish-pood. 

Sancbica  now  made  the  best  of  her  way  to  a 
remote  staircase  that  led  up  to  the  humble  apart- 
ment occupied  by  her  family.     The  door  as  usual 
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was  open,  for  Lope  Sanchez  wa.i  too  poor  to  neea 
bolt  or  bar  ;  she  crept  quietly  to  her  pullet,  and, 
putting  the  myrtle  wreath  beneath  her  pillow, 
900D  fell  asleep. 

In  the  morning  she  related  all  that  had  befalleD 
her  to  her  father.  Lope  Sanchez,  however, 
treated  the  whole  as  a  mere  dream,  and  laughed 
at  the  child  for  her  credulity.  He  went  forth  to 
hb  eustomury  labors  in  the  gni'den,  but  had  not 
been  there  long  when  his  little  daughter  came 
running  to  him  almost  breathless.  "  Father  1 
father ! "  cried  she,  "  behold  the  myrtle  wreath 
which  the  Moorish  lady  bound  round  my  head." 

Lope  Sanchez  gazed  with  asjloniahment,  for 
the  Hialk  of  the  myrtle  was  of  pure  gold,  and 
every  leaf  was  a  sparkling  cmemld  !  Being  not 
much  accustomed  to  precious  stone*,  he  was  igno- 
rant of  the  real  value  of  the  wreath,  but  he  saw 
enough  lo  convince  liim  that  it  wu^  something 
more  subsbinlial  than  the  stuff  of  which  dreams 
are  generally  made,  and  that  at  any  rate  the 
child  had  dreamt  to  some  purpose.  His  £i-st  care 
was  to  enjoin  the  mo.-^t  absolute  secrecy  upon  his 
daughter ;  in  this  respect,  however,  lie  was  secure, 
for  she  had  discretion  far  beyond  her  years  or 
sex.  He  then  repaired  lo  the  vault,  where  aiood 
the  statues  of  the  two  alabaster  nymphs.  He 
remarked  that  their  heail^  were  turned  from  the 
portal,  and  that  the  regards  of  each  were  fixed 
upon  the  same  point  in  the  interior  of  the  build- 
ing. Lope  Sanchez  could  not  but  admire  this 
most  discreet  contrivance  for  guarding  a  secret. 
He  di-ew  a  line  from  the  eyes  of  the  eiatues  to 
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the  point  of  regiinl,  nwde  a  priTaUt  mark  on  tlie 
wall,  aud  liieu  retired. 

All  day,  liowever,  the  miiid  of  Lope  Sanchez 
was  distracted  with  a  ihouaaiid  cure*.  He  could 
not  help  hovering  within  distaut  view  of  the  two 
sUtues,  and  became  nervous  from  the  dread  that 
the  golden  secret  might  be  discovered.  Every 
Jbotstep  tlint  approached  the  place  made  him  trem- 
ble. He  would  liave  given  anyiliiug  could  be 
but  have  turned  the  heads  of  the  sintues,  foi^t- 
ting  that  they  had  looked  precittely  in  tlie  eame 
direction  for  some  hundreds  of  years,  without  any 
person  being  the  wiser. 

"A  plague  upon  them,"  he  would  say  to  hiia- 
aelf,  "  they  'II  betray  all  ;  did  ever  mortal  hear 
of  such  a  mode  of  guarding  a  secret  P  "  Then  on 
bearing  any  one  advance,  he  would  steal  ofT,  as 
though  his  vei'y  lurking  near  the  place  would 
awaken  suspicion.  Then  he  would  return  cau- 
tiously, aud  peep  from  a  distance  to  see  if  every- 
thing WHS  secure,  but  the  sight  of  the  statues 
would  again  call  forth  his  indignation.  "  Ay,  there 
they  stand,"  would  he  say,  "  always  looking,  and 
looking,  and  k>oking,  just  where  they  should  not. 
Confound  them  I  they  are  just  like  all  their  sex ; 
if  they  have  not  tongues  to  tattle  with,  tliey  '11  be 
sure  to  do  it  with  their  eyes." 

At  length,  to  his  rdlivf,  the  long  anxious  day 
drew  to  a  close.  The  sound  of  footsteps  was  no 
longer  heard  in  the  echoing  halls  of  the  Alhani- 
bra;  the  last  stranger  pasm^d  the  threshold,  tlie 
great  portal  was  barred  and  bolted,  and  tlie  bat 
and  the  fi^ig  aud  the  hooting  owl  gradually  re- 
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Bamcd    their   nightly  vocations  in    the   deserted 

Lope  Sanchez  wailed,  however,  until  the  night 
WHS  far  RiivHnced  before  he  ventured  with  his  lit- 
tle daughter  to  the  hall  of  the  two  nymphs.  He 
found  them  looking  as  knowingly  and  mysteri- 
ously as  ever  at  the  secret  place  of  deposit.  "  By 
your  leaves,  gentle  ladies,"  thought  Lope  Sanchez, 
as  he  passed  between  them,  "  I  will  relieve  yoa 
from  this  charge  that  must  have  set  so  heavy  in 
your  minds  for  the  last  two  or  three  centuries." 
He  acconlingiy  went  to  work  at  the  part  of 
the  wall  which  he  had  mnrkeil,  and  in  a  little 
while  laid  ogien  a  concealed  rece.1^,  in  which  stood 
two  great  jars  of  porcelain.  He  attempted  to 
draw  them  forth,  but  they  were  immovable,  until 
touched  by  the  innocent  hand  of  his  little  dau^i- 
ter.  With  her  aid  he  dislodged  them  from  their 
niche,  and  found,  to  his  great  joy,  that  they  were 
filled  with  pieces  of  Moorish  gold,  mingled  with 
jeweU  and  precious  stones.  Before  daylight  he 
managed  to  convey  them  to  his  chamber,  and  left 
the  two  guardian  statues  with  their  eyes  atUI 
fixed  on  the  vacant  wall. 

Lope  Sanchez  had  thus  on  n  sudden  become  a 
rich  man ;  but  riches,  as  usual,  brought  a  world 
of  cares  to  which  he  had  hitherto  been  a  stranger. 
How  was  he  to  convey  away  his  wealth  with 
safety  ?  How  was  he  even  to  enter  upon  the  enjoy- 
ment of  it  without  awakening  suspicion  ?  Now, 
too,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  the  dread  of  robbers 
entered  into  his  mind.  He  looked  with  terror  at 
the  insecurity  of  his  habitation,  and  went  to  work 
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to  barricade  the  doors  and  windows  ;  jet  nfter  nil 
his  precautions  he  could  not  sleep  souadly.  His 
usual  gRvetj  waa  at  an  end,  he  had  no  longer  a 
joke  or  a  song  for  his  neighbors,  and,  in  short, 
became  the  most  mi^rable  animal  in  the  Alham- 
bra.  His  old  comrades  remarked  this  alteratjon, 
pitied  him  heartily,  and  began  to  desert  him ; 
thinking  he  must  be  falling  into  want,  and  in 
danger  of  looking  to  them  for  assLitance.  Little 
did  they  suspect  that  bb  only  calamity  waa 
ridies. 

The  wife  of  Lope  Sanehes!  shared  hia  anxiety, 
but  then  she  had  ghostly  comfort.  We  ought 
before  this  to  have  mentioned  that  Lope,  being 
rather  a  light  inconsiderate  little  mmi,  his  wife 
was  accustomed,  in  all  grave  matters,  to  seek  the 
counsel  and  ministry  of  her  confessor  Fray  Simon, 
a  sturdy,  broad-shouldered,  blue-beanleil,  bullet- 
headed  frinr  of  the  neighboring  convent  of  San 
Francisco,  who  was  in  fact  the  spiritual  comforter 
of  half  the  good  wives  of  the  neighborliood.  He 
was  moreover  in  great  esteem  among  divers  sis- 
terhoods of  nuns ;  who  requited  liim  for  his 
ghostly  services  by  frequent  presents  of  those  little 
dainties  and  kuickknacks  manufactured  in  con- 
vents, such  as  delicate  confections,  sweet  biscuits, 
and  bottles  of  spiced  cordials,  found  to  be  marvel- 
ous restoratives  after  fasts  and  vigils. 

Fray  Simon  thrived  in  the  exercise  of  his  func- 
tions. His  oily  skin  glistened  in  the  sunshine  as 
he  toiled  up  the  hill  of  the  Alhambra  on  a  sultry 
day.  Yet  notwithstanding  his  sleek  condition, 
the  knotted    rope    round    his    waist  showed  the 


«jrv  Google 


FIRST-FRUITS.  427 

austerity  of  his  self-discipline;  the  multitude 
doffed  their  caps  to  him  as  a  mirror  of  piely,  and 
even  the  dog^i  (icetited  the  odor  of  sanctity  that 
exhaled  from  bis  garmeDt«,  and  bowled  from  their 
kennels  as  he  passed. 

Such  was  Fray  Simon,  the  spiritual  counsel- 
lor of  the  comely  wife  of  Lope  Sanchez  ;  and  as 
the  father  confessor  is  the  domestic  confidant  of 
women  in  humble  life  in  Spain,  he  was  soon  ac- 
quainted, in  great  secrecy,  with  the  story  of  the 
hidden  treasure. 

The  friar  opened  hie  eyes  and  mouth,  and 
crossed  himself  a  dozen  times  at  the  news.  Af- 
ter a  moment's  pause,  "  Daughter  of  my  soul ! " 
said  he,  "  know  that  thy  husband  hiis  committed 
a  double  sin  —  a  sin  against  both  state  and 
church !  The  treasure  he  hath  thus  seized  upon 
for  himself,  being  found  in  the  royal  domains, 
belongs  of  course  to  the  crown ;  but  being  infidel 
wealth,  rescued  as  it  were  trom  the  very  fanga 
of  Satan,  should  be  devoted  to  the  church.  Still, 
however,  the  matter  may  be  accommodated.  Bring 
hither  thy  myrtle  wreath." 

When  the  good  father  beheld  il,  his  eyea 
twinkled  more  than  ever  with  admiration  of  the 
size  and  beauty  of  the  emeralds.  "  This,"  said 
he,  "  being  the  first-fruits  of  this  discovery,  should 
be  dedicated  to  pious  purposes.  I  will  banrr  it 
up  as  a  votive  offering  before  the  image  of  San 
Francisco  in  our  chapel,  and  will  earnestly  pray 
to  him,  this  very  night,  that  your  husband  be 
|)ermitted  to  remiiin  in  quiet  possesaion  of  your 
wealtL" 
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The  good  dame  waa  delighted  to  make  hei 
peace  with  heaven  at  ao  cheap  a  rate,  and  the 
friar,  putting  the  wreath  under  his  mantle,  de- 
parted with  saint])'  steps  toward  his  coarent 

When  Lope  Sanchez  came  home,  his  wife  told 
him  what  had  passed.  He  was  exceesiTeljr  pro. 
Toked,  for  he  lacked  his  wife's  devotion,  and  had 
for  some  time  groaned  in  secret  at  the  domestic 
visitations  of  the  friar.  "  Woman,"  said  h6, 
"  what  bast  thou  done  ?  thou  hast  pat  everythiDg 
at  hazard  by  thy  tattling." 

"  What ! "  cried  the  good  woman,  "  would  yon 
forbid  my  disburdening  my  conscience  to  my  con- 
fessor?" 

"  No,  mfe !  coufess  as  many  of  your  own  sins 
as  you  please ;  but  as  to  this  money-digging,  it 
is  a  sin  of  my  own,  and  my  conscience  ia  very 
easy  under  (be  weight  of  it." 

There  was  no  use,  however,  in  complaining ; 
the  secret  was  told,  and,  like  water  spilled  on  the 
Band,  was  not  again  to  be  gathered.  Their  only 
chance  was,  that  the  friar  would  be  discreet. 

The  next  day,  while  Lope  Sanchez  was  abroad, 
there  was  an  bumble  knocking  at  the  door,  and 
Fray  Simon  entered  with  meek  and  demure  coun- 
tenance. 

"  Daughter,"  said  he,  "  I  have  earnestly  prayed 
to  San  Francisco,  and  he  has  heard  my  prayer. 
In  the  dead  of  the  night  the  saint  appeared  to 
me  in  a  dream,  but  with  a  frowning  aspect. 
Why,'  said  he,  'dost  thou  pray  to  me  to  dis- 
pense with  this  treasure  of  the  Grentiles,  wlien 
thou  seest  the  poverty   of  my    chapel  ?     Go  to 
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tke  bouse  of  Lope  Sanchez,  crave  in  my  name 
B  portioa  of  the  Moorish  gold,  to  furnieh  two 
caDdleslicks  for  the  main  altar,  and  let  him  poe- 
Be!»  (he  residue  in  peace.'" 

When  the  good  woman  beard  of  this  vision,  she 
crossed  herself  with  awe,  and  going  to  the  secret 
place  where  Lope  had  hid  the  treasure,  she  filled 
a  great  leathern  purse  with  pieces  of  Moorish 
gold,  and  gave  it  (o  the  fnar.  The  pious  monk 
bestowed  upon  her,  in  return,  beDedictions  enough, ' 
if  paid  by  Heaven,  to  enrich  her  race  to  the  latest 
posterity ;  then  slipping  the  puree  inio  the  sleeve 
of  his  habit,  he  folded  hia  hands  upon  his  breast, 
and  departed  with  an  air  of  humble  thankfulness. 

When  Lope  Sanchez  heard  of  this  second  do- 
nation to  the  church,  he  had  wellnigh  lost  his 
senses.  "  Unfortunate  man,"  cried  he,  "  what 
will  become  of  me  ?  I  shall  be  robbed  by  piece- 
meal ;  I  sball  be  ruined  and  brought  to  beg- 
gary!  " 

It  was  with  the  utmost  difSculty  that  his  wife 
could  pacify  him,  by  rensinding  him  of  the  count* 
less  wealth  that  yet  remained,  aud  how  consider- 
ate it  was  for  San  Francisco  to  rest  contented 
with  so  small  a  portion. 

Unluckily,  Fray  Simon  had  a  number  of  po«r 
relations  to  be  provided  for,  not  to  mention  some 
half-dozen  sturdy  bullet-headed  orphan  childrea 
end  destitute  foundlings  that  he  had  takeu  imder 
hia  care.  He  repeated  hL''  visiis,  thertfoi-e,  from 
day  to  day,  with  solicitations  on  behalf  of  Saint 
Dominick,  Saint  Andrew,  Saint  James,  until  poor 
Lope  was  driven  to  despair,  and  found  that  ud< 
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less  he  ^t  out  of  the  reach  of  this  holy  friar,  be 
should  have  to  make  peace-ofierings  to  every  saint 
in  the  calendar.  He  determined,  therefore,  tc 
pack  up  his  remaining  wealth,  beat  a  secret  re* 
treat  in  the  night,  and  make  otf  to  another  perl 
of  the  kingdom. 

Full  of  his  project,  he  bought  a  stout  mule 
for  the  purpose,  nud  tethered  it  in  a  gloomy  vault 
underneath  the  tower  of  the  seven  floors  ;  the 
very  place  n'licnce  the  Bclludo,  or  goblin  horse, 
is  said  to  issue  forth  at  midnight,  and  scour  the 
streets  of  Granada,  pursued  by  a  pack  of  hell- 
bounds.  Lope  Sanchez  had  liille  faith  in  the 
BtOTy,  but  availed  himself  of  the  dread  occasioned 
by  it,  knowing  that  no  one  would  be  likely  to 
pry  into  the  subterranean  stable  of  the  phantom 
steed.  He  sent  off  his  fiimily  in  the  couree  of 
the  day,  with  orders  to  wait  for  him  at  a  distant 
village  of  the  Vega.  As  the  night  advanced,  he 
conveyed  his  treasure  to  the  vault  under  the 
tower,  and  having  loaded  his  mule,  he  led  it 
forth,  and  cautiously  descended  the  du^ky  avenue. 

Honest  Lope  had  taken  bis  measures  with  the 
utmost  secrecy,  imparling  them  to  no  one  but  the 
faithful  wife  of  his  bosom.  By  foiac  miracuboa 
revelation,  however,  they  became  known  to  Fray 
Simon.  The  zealous  friar  beheld  these  infidel 
treasures  on  the  pouit  of  slipping  forever  out  of 
his  grasp,  and  determined  to  have  one  more  dash 
at  them  tor  the  benefit  of  the  chui'ch  and  Sau 
Francisco.  Accordingly,  when  the  bells  had  rung 
for  animas,  and  all  the  Alhambm  was  quici,  be 
stole  out  of  his  convent,  and  descending  through 
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the  6at(!  of  Justice,  concealed  himseir  among  the 
thickela  of  roses  and  kiurels  that  border  tbe  great 
avenae.  Here  be  remained,  counting  the  quar- 
tere  of  hours  as  they  were  sounded  on  the  bell 
of  the  walch-tower,  and  listening  to  the  dreaiy 
hootinga  of  owls,  and  the  distant  barking  of  d<^ 
from  the  gypsy  caverns. 

At  length  be  beard  the  tramp  of  hools,  and, 
throngh  the  gloom  of  the  overahading  trees, 
imperfectly  beheld  a  steed  descending  the  avenue. 
The  sturdy  fiiar  chuckled  at  the  idea  of  the 
knowing  turn  be  was  about  to  serve  honest 
Lope. 

Tucking  up  the  skirts  of  bis  habit,  and  wrig- 
gling like  a  cat  watching  a  mouse,  he  waited 
until  his  prey  was  directly  before  him,  when 
darting  forth  from  bis  leafy  covert,  and  putting 
one  hand  on  the  shoulder  and  the  other  on  the 
crupper,  he  made  a  vault  that  would  not  have 
dbgraced  the  most  experienced  master  of  equita- 
tion, and  alighted  well-forked  astride  the  steed, 
"Ah  ba ! "  said  the  sturdy  friar,  "  we  shall  now 
see  who  best  understands  the  game."  He  bad 
scarce  uttered  the  words  when  the  mule  began  to 
kick,  and  rear,  and  plunge,  and  then  set  off  full 
speed  down  the  bill.  The  friar  attempted  to 
check  him,  but  in  Viun.  He  bounded  from  rock 
to  rock,  and  bush  to  bush  ;  the  friar's  habit  was 
torn  to  ribbons  and  fluttered  in  tbe  wind,  his 
shaven  poll  received  many  a  hard  knock  from 
the  branches  of  the  trees,  and  many  a  scratch 
from  the  brambles.  To  add  to  his  terror  and 
distress,  be  found  a  pack  of  seven  hounds  in  lull 
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ary  at  his  heels,  and  perceived,  loo  lale.  Hint  im 
was  actually  mounted  upon  the  terrible  Belludo  ! 

Away  theu  they  went,  according  to  the  andent 
phrase,  "  pull  devil,  pull  friar,"  down  the  great 
avenue,  across  the  Plaza  Nueva,  along  the  Zaca- 
tin,  around  the  Vivarrambia  —  never  did  hunts- 
man and  hound  make  a  more  furious  run,  or 
more  infernal  uproar.  In  vain  did  thu  friar 
invoke  every  saint  in  the  calendar,  and  the  holy 
Virgin  into  llie  bargain ;  every  time  he  men- 
tioned a  name  of  the  kind  it  was  like  a  fresh 
application  of  tiie  spur,  and  made  the  Belludo 
bound  na  high  as  a  house.  Through  the  re- 
mainder of  the  night  was  the  unlucky  Fray 
Simon  carried  hither  and  thither,  and  whither  he 
would  not,  until  every  bone  in  his  body  aclied, 
and  he  suffered  a  loss  of  leather  too  grievous  to 
be  mentioned.  At  lenglh  the  crowing  of  a  cock 
gave  the  signal  of  returning  day.  At  the  sound 
the  goblin  steed  wheeled  about,  and  galloped 
back  for  his  tower.  Again  he  scoured  the  Vivai^ 
mmbla,  the  Zacatin,  the  Plaza  Nueva,  and  Ihe 
avenue  of  fountains,  the  seven  dogs  yelling,  and 
barking,  and  leaping  up,  and  snapping  at  the 
heels  of  the  terrified  friar.  The  first  streak  of 
day  had  just  appeared  as  they  reached  the 
tower ;  here  the  goblin  steed  kicked  up  his 
heels,  sent  the  friar  a  summerset  through  the  air, 
plunged  into  Ihe  dark  vault  followed  by  the 
infernal  pack,  and  a  profound  silence  succeeded 
to  the  late  deafening  clamor. 

Was  ever  so  diabolical  a  Irick  played  off  upon 
a  holy  friar  ?     A  peasant  going  to  his  labors  at 
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early  dawn  fouod  the  unfortunate  Fray  Simon 
lying  nnder  a  fig-tree  at  the  foot  of  the  tower 
but  90  bruised  and  bedevilled  that  he  could 
neither  apeak  nor  move.  He  was  conveyed  witfa 
all  care  and  tendemees  U>  his  cell,  and  the  story 
went  that  he  had  been  waylaid  and  maltreated 
by  robbers.  A  day  or  two  elapsed  before  he 
recovered  the  use  of  his  limbs  ;  be  consoled  him- 
self, in  the  mean  time,  with  the  thoughU  that 
though  the  mule  with  the  treasure  bad  escaped 
him,  he  bad  previously  bod  some  rare  pickings 
at  the  infidel  spoils.  His  first  care  on  being 
able  to  use  bis  limbs,  was  to  search  beneath  tus 
pallet,  where  he  had  secreted  the  myrtle  wreath 
and  the  leathern  pouches  of  gold  extracted  from 
the  piety  of  dame  Sanchez.  What  was  his 
dismay  at  finding  the  wreath,  in  effect,  but  a 
withered  branch  of  myrtle,  and  the  leathern 
pouches  filled  with  snnd  and  gravel ! 

Fray  Simon,  with  all  his  chagrin,  had  the 
discretion  to  hold  his  tongue,  for  to  betray  the 
secret  might  draw  on  him  the  ridicule  of  &e 
public,  and  the  punishment  of  his  superior.  It 
was  not  until  many  years  afterwords,  on  his 
death-bed,  that  he  revealed  to  his  confessor  bis 
nocturnal  ride  on  the  Belludo. 

Nothing  was  heard  of  Lope  Sanchez  for  a 
long  time  after  his  disappearance  from  the  Al- 
hambra.  His  memory  was  always  cherished  as 
that  of  a  merry  companion,  though  it  was  feared, 
from  the  care  and  melancholy  observed  in  bis 
conduct  shortly  before  his  mysterious  departure, 
tliat  poverty  and  distress  had  driven  him  lo  some 
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extremi^.  Some  jearti  al^rwards  one  of  hii 
old  compaoions,  nn  inTalid  soldier,  being  &t 
Malaga,  was  knocked  down  and  nearly  run  over 
by  a  coach  and  six.  The  carriage  stopped ;  an 
old  gentleman,  magnificently  dressed,  with  a  bag- 
wig  and  sword,  stepped  out  to  assist  the  poor 
invalid.  What  was  the  astonishment  of  the 
latter  to  behold  in  thb  grand  cavalier  his  old 
friend  Lope  Sanchez,  who  was  actually  celebrat- 
ing the  marriage  of  his  daughter  Sanchica  with 
one  of  the  first  grandees  in  the  land. 

The  carriage  contained  the  bridal  party.  There 
was  dame  Sanchez,  now  grown  as  ronnd  as  a 
barrel,  and  dressed  out  with  feathers  and  jewels, 
and  necklaces  of  pearls,  and  necklaces  of  dia- 
monds, and  rings  on  every  finger,  altogether  a 
finery  of  apparel  that  bad  not  been  seen  since 
the  days  of  Queen  Sbeba.  The  little  Sancbica 
had  now  grown  to  be  a  woman,  and  for  grace 
and  beauty  might  have  been  mistAken  for  a 
duchess,  if  not  a  princess  outright.  The  bride- 
groom Bat  beside  her  —  rather  a  withered  spindle- 
shanked  little  man,  but  this  only  proved  him  to 
be  of  the  true-blue  blood ;  a  legitimate  Spanish 
grandee  being  rarely  above  three  cubits  in  stat- 
ure. The  match  had  been  of  the  mother's 
making. 

BJches  had  not  spoiled  the  heart  of  honeet 
Lope.  He  kept  bis  old  comrade  with  him  for 
several  days  ;  feasted  him  like  a  king,  took  him 
to  plays  and  bull-flghts,  and  at  length  sent  him 
away  rejoicing,  with  a  big  bag  of  money  lo: 
himself,  and  another  to  be  distributed  among  hi.' 
ancient  messmates  of  the  Alhambra. 
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Lope  always  gave  out  that  a  rich  brother  had 
died  in  America  and  left  him  heir  to  a  copper 
mine ;  but  the  shrewd  gossips  of  the  Alhambra 
iasist  that  bis  wealth  was  all  derived  from  his 
having  discovered  the  secret  goarded  by  the  two 
marble  nymphs  of  Uie  Alhambra.  It  ia  remarked 
that  these  very  discreet  statues  continue,  even 
UDto  the  present  day,  vrith  their  eyes  fixed  most 
significantly  on  the  same  part  of  the  wall ;  which 
leads  many  to  suppose  there  is  still  some  bidden 
treasure  remaining  there  well  worthy  the  atten- 
tion of  the  enterprising  traveller.  Though  others, 
and  particularly  all  female  visitors,  regard  them 
wiUi  great  complacency  as  lasting  monuments  of 
the  &ct  that  women  can  keep  a  secret 
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JN  the  conne  of  a  momiag's  reseaidi 
among  the  o]d  chroDides  in  the  Li- 
brary of  the  UnirerBity,  I  came  apoa  a 
iittle  episode  in  the  historjr  of  Grauada,  so 
atroDglj  (^aracteristic  of  the  bigot  seal  which 
Bometimea  inflanied  the  Chriatian  eDterprises 
agniiut  this  splendid  but  devoted  cit7,  that  I  was 
tempted  to  draw  it  forth  irom  the  parchment- 
bound  volume  in  which  it  la;  entombed,  and  sub- 
mit it  to  the  reader. 

In  the  year  of  redemption,  1394,  there  was  a 
valiant  and  devout  grand  master  of  Alcdntara, 
named  Martin  YaBez  de  Barbudo,  who  was  in* 
flamed  with  a  vehement  desire  to  serve  God  and 
fight  the  Moors.  Unfortunately  for  this  brave 
and  pious  cavalier,  a  profouud  peace  existed  be- 
tween the  Christian  and  Moslem  powers.  Hen' 
ly  HI.  had  just  asceuded  the  throne  of  Castile, 
and  Yusef  ben  Mohammed  had  succeeded  to 
the  throne  of  Granada,  and  both  were  disposed 
to  continue  the  pence  which  had  prevailed  be- 
tween their  fathers.  The  grand  master  looked 
with  repining  at  Moorish  banners  and  weapons, 
ivhich  decorated  his  castle-hall,  trophies  of  the 
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ex])loit8  of  his  predecessors;  and  repineil  at  his 
&te  to  exist  in  a  period  of  auch  inglorious  tran< 
quillitj. 

At  length  hb  impatience  broke  through  all 
bounds,  and  seeing  that  he  could  find  no  public 
war  in  which  to  engage,  he  resolved  to  au-ve  out 
a  little  war  for  himself.  Such  at  least  is  the  ac- 
count given  by  some  ancient  chronicles,  though 
othere  give  the  following  aa  the  motive  for  this 
sudden  resolution  to  go  campaigning. 

As  the  grand  master  was  one  day  seated  at 
table  with  several  of  his  cavaliers,  a  man  sud- 
denly entered  the  hall, —  tall,  meagre,  and  bony, 
with  haggard  countenance  and  fiery  eye.  All 
recognized  bim  for  a  hermit,  who  had  been  a 
soldier  in  his  youth,  but  now  led  a  life  of  peni- 
tence  in  a  cave.  He  advanced  to  the  table  and 
struck  upon  it  with  a  fist  that  seemed  of  iron. 
"  Cavaliers,"  said  he,  "  why  sit  ye  here  idly,  with 
your  weapons  resting  against  the  wall,  while  the 
enennes  cnT  the  faith  lord  it  over  the  Surest  por- 
tion of  the  land  ?  " 

"  Holy  father,  what  wonldst  thon  have  ns  do," 
asked  the  grand  master,  "  seeing  the  wars  are 
over  and  our  swords  bound  up  by  treaties  of 
peace?" 

"  Listen  to  my  words,"  replied  the  hermit. 
"As  I  was  seated  late  at  night  at  the  entrance 
■yS  my  cave,  contemplating  the  heavens,  I  fell  into 
a  reverie,  and  a  wonderful  vision  was  presented 
to  me.  1  beheld  the  moon,  a  mere  crescent,  yet 
luminous  as  the  brightest  silver,  and  it  hung  in 
the    heavens    over    the    kingdom   of    Granada. 
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While  I  WBS  looking  at  it,  behold  there  ebol 
forth  from  the  fimiftment  a  blazing  star,  wbicfa, 
as  it  went,  drew  after  it  all  the  stars  of  heaven ; 
and  they  assailed  the  moon  and  drove  it  from  the 
Bkies ;  and  the  whole  firmament  was  filled  widi 
the  glory  of  that  blazing  star.  While  mine  eyee 
were  yet  dazzled  by  this  wondrooB  sight,  some 
one  stood  by  roe  with  snowy  wings  and  a  shining 
countenance.  '  Oh  man  of  prayer,'  sud  he, '  get 
thee  to  the  graud  master  of  Alcdntara  and  tell 
him  of  the  vision  thou  hast  beheld.  He  is  the 
blaziug  stAT,  destined  to  drive  the  crescent,  the 
Moslem  emblem,  from  the  land.  Let  him  boldly 
draw  the  sword  and  continue  the  good  work  be- 
gun by  Petazo  of  old,  and  victory  will  assuredly 
attend  his  banner.' " 

The  grand  master  listened  to  the  hermit  as  to 
a  messenger  from  heaven,  and  followed  his  ooon- 
sel  in  all  things.  By  his  advice  he  dispatidied 
two  of  his  Stoutest  warriors,  armed  eap-a-jne,  on 
an  embassy  to  the  Moorish  king.  They  entered 
the  gates  of  Granada  without  molestation,  as  the 
nations  were  at  peace ;  and  made  their  way  to 
the  Alhambra,  where  they  were  promptly  ad- 
mitted to  the  king,  who  received  them  in  the 
Hall  of  Ambassadors.  They  delivered  theii 
message  roundly  and  hardly.  "  We  come,  0 
King,  from  Don  Martin  Tanez  de  Barbudo,  grand 
master  of  Alc^tara ;  who  affirms  the  feidi  of 
Jesus  Christ  to  be  true  and  holy,  and  that  of 
Mahomet  false  and  detestable,  and  he  challenges 
thee  to  maintain  the  contrary,  hand  to  hand,  in 
ringle  combat     Shouldst  thou  refuse,  he  offers  to 
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eombat  witb  one  hondred  cat^iere  agUDBt  two 
hundred ;  or,  in  like  proportion,  to  the  nnmber 
of  one  thousand,  always  allowing  thy  faith  a 
double  number  of  champions.  Remember,  0 
King,  that  thoa  canst  not  refuse  this  challenge ; 
eince  thy  prophet,  knowing  the  imposBibility  of 
mamtaining  his  doctrines  by  argument,  has  com- 
manded his  followers  to  enforce  them  with  the 

The  beard  of  king  Yusef  trembled  with  indig- 
nation. "  The  master  of  Alcdntara,"  aaid  he, "  is 
a  madman  to  send  such  a  message,  and  ye  are 
saucy  knaves  to  bring  it" 

So  saying,  he  ordered  the  ambaasadors  to  be 
thrown  into  a  dungeon,  by  way  of  giving  them 
a  lesson  in  diplomacy ;  and  they  were  roughly 
treated  on  their  way  thither  by  the  populace,  who 
were  exa<peral«d  at  this  insult  to  their  sovereign 
Bod  their  fitith. 

The  grand  master  of  Alcintara  could  scarcely 
credit  the  tidings  of  the  maltreatment  of  his 
messengers ;  but  the  hermit  rejoiced  when  they 
were  repeated  to  him.  "  God,"  said  he,  "  lias 
blinded  itaa  infldel  king  for  his  downfall  Since 
he  has  Bent  do  reply  to  thy  defiance,  consider  it 
accepted.  Marshal  thy  forces,  therefore ;  march 
forward  to  Granada ;  pause  not  until  thon  see^it 
the  gate  of  Elvira.  A  miracle  will  be  wrought 
in  thy  favor.  There  will  be  a  great  battle ;  the 
enemy  will  be  overthrown ;  but  not  one  of  thy 
soldiers  will  be  slain." 

The  grand  master  called  upon  every  warrior 
cealoos  in  the  Christian  cause  to  aid  him  in  this 
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crusade.  In  n  Hltle  while  three  hundred  hon»- 
men  and  a  thousand  foot-soldiers  rallied  under 
hia  standard.  The  boraemen  were  veterans,  sea- 
soned to  battle  and  well  armed ;  but  the  infiui- 
try  were  raw  and  undisciplined.  The  victory, 
however,  was  to  be  miraeuloas  ;  the  grand  mas- 
ter was  a  man  of  enrpassing  faith,  and  knew  thai 
the  weaker  the  means  the  greater  the  miracde. 
He  sallied  forth  confidently,  therefore,  with  his 
little  army,  and  the  hermit  strode  ahead,  bearing 
a  cross  on  the  end  of  a  long  pole,  and  beneath  it 
the  pennon  of  the  order  of  Alciinlara. 

As  they  approached  the  city  of  Cordova  they 
were  overtaken  by  messengers,  sparring  in  all 
haste,  bearing  missives  from  the  Castilian  nxii>> 
arch,  forbidding  the  enterprise.  The  grand  mas- 
ter was  a  man  of  a  single  roind  and  a  single 
will  1  in  other  words,  a  man  of  one  idea.  "  Were 
I  on  any  other  errand,"  said  he,  "  I  should  obey 
these  lellers  as  coming  from  my  lord  the  king ; 
but  I  Hm  sent  by  a  higher  power  than  the  king. 
In  compliance  with  its  commands  I  have  ad- 
vanced the  cross  thus  far  against  the  infideb ; 
and  it  would  be  treason  to  the  standard  of 
Christ  to  turn  back  without   achieving    my  er- 

So  Ae  trumpets  were  sounded  ;  the  crons  was 
again  reared  aloft,  and  the  band  of  sealots  re- 
sumed their  march.  As  they  passed  through  tlie 
streets  of  Cordova  the  people  were  amased  at 
beholding  a  hermit  bearing  a  cross  at  the  head 
o^  a  warlike  multitude ;  but  when  they  learnt 
that  a  miraculous  victory  was  to  be  effected  aad 
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Granada  destroyed,  laborers  and  aitiaaiis  threw 
by  tbe  implements  of  their  handicrafla  and  joined 
in  the  cnieade;  while  a  mercenary  rabble  fol- 
lowed on  with  a  view  of  pltiader. 

A  number  of  cavtdiers  of  rank  who  lacked 
faith  in  tbe  promised  mirade,  and  dreaded  the 
cDneequencee  of  this  unprovoked  irmption  into 
the  country  of  the  Moor,  assembled  at  tbe  bridji.i 
of  the  GuadalquiTir  and  endeavored  to  dissuHde 
the  grand  master  from  crossing.  He  was  deaf 
to  prayers,  exposliilationH,  or  menaces ;  his  fol- 
lowers wei£  enraged  at  this  opposition  to  the 
ntuse  of  the  faith ;  they  put  an  end  to  the  parley 
by  their  clamors ;  the  cross  was  again  reared  and 
borne  triumphantly  across  tlie  biidge. 

The  multitude  increased  as  it  proceeded  ;  by 
the  time  the  grand  master  had  reached  Alcala  la 
Real,  which  stands  on  a  ntountain  overlooking 
the  Vega  of  Gnuiada,  upwai'ds  of  five  thousand 
men  on  foot  bad  joined  his  standard. 

At  Alcala  came  forth  Alonzo  Fernandez  de 
Cordova,  Lord  of  Aguilar,  his  brother  Diego 
Fernandez,  Marshal  of  Castile,  and  other  cava^ 
liers  of  valor  and  experience.  Placing  thcm- 
Felves  in  the  way  of  the  grand  master,  "  What 
niadnera  is  this,  Don  Martin  ?  "  said  they  ;  "  the 
Moorish  king  has  two  hundred  thotisand  foot- 
Koldiere  and  five  thousand  horse  within  his  walls ; 
what  can  yon  and  your  handful  of  cavaliers  and 
yonr  noisy  rabble  do  against  such  force?  Be- 
think yon  of  tbe  disasters  which  have  betaUen 
other  Christian  commanders,  who  have  crossed 
these  rocky  bordera  with  ten  times  your  force. 
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"niiok,  too,  of  the  mischief  that  will  be  brotighl 
npoD  this  kingdom  by  tui  outrags  of  the  kiml 
commitled  by  a  man  of  jonr  rank  and  impor- 
tauce,  a  grand  master  of  Alcdntara.  Pause,  we 
entreat  jon,  while  the  truce  Is  yet  onbroken. 
Await  wilbiu  the  borders  the  reply  of  the  king 
of  Granada  to  your  challenge,  if  he  agree  to 
meet  you  aingly,  or  with  champions  two  or  three, 
it  will  be  your  indiTidoal  contest,  and  flght  it  out 
in  God's  name  ;  if  he  refuse,  you  may  return 
home  with  great  honor  and  the  disgrace  will  Bill 
upon  the  Moors." 

Several  cavaliers,  who  had  hitherto  followed 
the  grand  master  with  devoted  iseal,  were  moved 
by  these  expostulations,  and  suggested  to  him  the 
polity  of  listening  to  this  advice. 

"  Cavaliers,"  said  he,  addressing  himself  to 
Alonzo  Fernandez  de  Cordova  and  his  compan- 
ions, "  I  thank  jou  for  the  counsel  you  have  so 
kindly  bestowed  upon  me,  and  if  I  were  merely 
in  pursuit  of  individual  glory  I  might  be  swayed 
by  it.  But  I  am  engaged  to  atdiieve  a  great 
triumph  of  the  faith,  which  God  is  to  effect  by 
miracle  through  my  means.  As  to  you,  cava- 
liers," turning  to  those  of  his  followers  who  bad 
wavered,  "  if  your  hearts  fail  you,  or  you  repent 
of  having  put  your  hands  to  this  good  woik, 
return,  in  God's  name,  and  my  blesMng  go  with 
you.  For  myself,  though  I  have  none  to  stand 
by  rae  hut  this  holy  hermit,  yet  will  I  assuredly 
proceed  ;  until  I  have  planted  this  sacred  stand 
ard  on  the  walls  of  Granada,  or  perished  in  tha 
attempt." 
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"  Dou  Martin  YaSez  de  Barbiido,"  replied  tha 
caTftliera,  '^  we  are  not  men  to  turn  our  backs 
upon  our  commander,  however  nuh  bis  enter- 
prise. We  Bpoke  bat  in  caution.  Lead  ou, 
therefore,  and  if  it  be  to  the  death,  be  assured  to 
the  death  we  will  follow  thee." 

B}r  this  time  the  common  soldiers  became  im- 
patient. "  Forward  !  forward  !  "  shouted  they. 
"  Forward  in  the  cause  of  faith."  So  the  grand 
master  gave  signal,  the  hermit  again  reared  the 
cross  aloft,  and  they  poured  down  a  defile  of  the 
mounttun,  with  solemn  chants  of  triumph. 

That  night  they  encamped  at  the  nver  of 
Azores,  and  the  next  morning,  which  was  Sun- 
day, crossed  the  borders.  Their  first  pause  was 
at  an  atalaya  or  solitary  tower,  built  upon  a 
rook ;  a  frontier  poet  to  keep  a  watch  upon  the 
border,  and  give  notice  of  invasion.  It  was 
thence  called  el  Torre  del  Exea  (the  tower  of 
the  spy).  The  grand  master  halted  before  it 
and  summoned  its  petty  garrison  to  surrender. 
He  was  answered  by  a  shower  of  stones  Mid 
arrows,  which  wounded  him  in  the  hand  and 
killed  three  of  his  men. 

"  How  is  this,  father  F  "  said  he  to  the  hennit ; 
"  yon  assured  me  that  not  one  of  my  followers 
would  be  slwn  ! " 

"  True,  my  sou ;  but  I  meant  in  the  great 
battle  of  the  infidel  king ;  what  need  is  there  of 
miracle  to  aid  in  the  capture  of  a  petty  tower  ? 

The  grand  master  was  satisfied.  He  ordered 
wood  to  be  piled  against  the  door  of  the  tower 
to  bum  it  down.     In  the  mean  time  provisions 
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were  unloaded  from  the  suniptcr-mules,  and  Uie 
cmsadera,  withdrawing  beyond  bow-Bhot,  sol 
down  on  the  graM  to  ti  repast  to  strengthen 
them  for  the  ardnons  day's  work  before  them. 
While  thus  engaged,  they  were  startled  by  the 
Budden  appearance  of  a  great  Moorish  hoBt. 
The  atalayas  had  given  the  alarm  by  fire  and 
smoke  from  the  mountain-tops  of  "  an  euemj 
across  the  border,"  and  the  king  of  Granada  had 
sallied  forth  with  a  great  force  to  the  encounter. 

The  crusaders,  nearly  taken  by  surprise,  flew 
to  arms  and  prepared  for  battle.  The  grand 
master  ordered  his  three  hundred  horeeroen  to 
dismount  and  fight  on  foot  in  support  of  the  in- 
fantry. The  Moors,  however,  charged  so  sud- 
denly that  they  separated  the  cavaliers  from  the 
foot-soldiers  and  prevented  their  uniting.  The 
grand  master  gave  the  old  war-cry,  "  Santiago ! 
Santiago  !  and  close  Spain ! "  He  and  his  knights 
breasted  the  fury  of  the  battle,  but  were  sur- 
rounded by  a  countless  host  and  assailed  with 
arrows,  stones,  darts,  and  arquebuses.  Still  they 
fought  fearlessly,  and  made  prodigious  slaughter. 
The  hermit  mingled  in  the  hottest  of  the  fight 
In  one  hand  he  bore  the  cross,  in  the  other  he 
brandished  a  sword,  with  which  he  dealt  about 
him  like  a  maniac,  slaying  several  of  the  enemy, 
until  he  sunk  to  the  ground  covered  with  wounds. 
The  grand  master  saw  him  fall,  and  saw  too  late 
the  fallacy  of  his  prophecies.  Despair,  howev^, 
only  made  him  fight  the  more  fiercely,  until  he  also 
fell  overpowered  by  numbers.  His  devoted  cava- 
liers emulated  his  holy  zeal.     Not  one  turned  laa 
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badE  nor  asked  for  mercy  ;  all  fought  un^  they 
fell.  As  to  the  foot-aoldiers,  many  were  killed, 
many  taken  prisoners ;  the  residue  escaped  to 
Alcda  la  Beal.  When  the  Moors  came  to  strip 
the  slain,  the  wounds  of  the  cavaliers  were  all 
found  to  be  ID  front 

Such  was  the  catastrophe  of  this  fanatic  enter- 
prise. The  Moors  vaunted  it  as  a  decisive  proof 
of  the  Bnperior  sanctity  of  their  faith,  and  ex- 
tolled their  king  to  the  skies  when  he  returned  in 
triumph  to  Granada. 

As  it  was  satisfactorily  shown  that  this  crusade 
waa  the  enterprise  of  an  iodividual,  and  oontraiy 
to  the  express  orders  of  the  king  of  Castile,  the 
peace  of  the  two  kingdoms  was  not  interrupted. 
.  Nay,  the  Moore  evinced  a  feeling  of  respect  for 
the  valor  of  the  unfortunate  grand  master,  and 
readily  gave  up  his  body  to  Don  Alonzo  Fernan- 
dez de  Cordova,  who  came  Irom  Alcala  to  seek 
it.  The  Christians  of  the  frontier  united  in  pay< 
ing  the  last  sad  honore  to  his  memory.  His  body 
was  placed  upon  a  liier,  covered  with  the  peunoa 
of  the  order  of  Alcantara  ;  and  the  broken  cross, 
the  emblem  of  his  confident  hopes  and  tatal  dis- 
appointment,  was  borne  before  it.  In  this  way 
bis  remains  were  carried  back  in  funeral  proces- 
sion, through  the  mountain  tract  which  he  had 
traversed  so  resolutely.  Wherever  it  passed, 
through  a  town  or  village,  the  popukce  followed, 
with  tears  and  lamentations,  bewailing  him  as  a 
valiant  knight  and  a  martyr  to  the  faith.  His 
body  was  interred  in  the  chapel  of  the  convent 
3f  Santa  Maria  de  Almocovara,  and  on  hia  sepul- 
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clire  may  still  be  seen  eDgraTen  in  quaint  and 
antique  Spanish  tbe  following  testimonial  to  his 
bravery :  — 

BBKB   LIES  ONB  WHOSI  HEART   NBTSK  KNEW  rRAR. 

(Aqoi  ju  aqnel  que  par  neas  coia  nsnca  er«  pivor  «a  mv 
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IN  the  latter  part  of  my  Bojourn  in  the 
Alhambra,  I  made  fraqueat  descents 
iDto  the  Jesuit's  Library  of  the  Univer- 
eity ;  and  relished  more  and  more  the  old  Span- 
ish chronicles,  which  I  found  there  bound  iu 
parchment.  I  delight  in  tboae  qniunt  histories 
which  treat  of  the  times  when  the  Moslems 
maintained  a  foothold  in  the  Peninsula.  With 
all  their  bigotry  aiid  occasional  intolerance,  they 
are  full  of  noble  acts  and  generous  sentimeota, 
and  have  a  high,  spicy,  oriental  flavor,  not  to  be 
found  in  other  records  of  the  times,  which  were 
merely  European.  In  fact,  Spain,  even  at  the 
present  day,  is  a  country  apart ;  severed  in  his- 
tory, habits,  manners,  and  modes  of  thinking, 
from  all  the  rest  of  Europe.  It  is  a  romantic 
cotmtry ;  but  its  romance  has  none  of  the  senti- 
mentality of  modem  European  romance ;  it  is 
chiefly  derived  from  the  brilliant  regions  of  the 
East,  and  from  the  high-minded  school  of  Sara- 
cenic chivalry. 

The  Arab  invasion  and  oonquest  bronght  a 
higher  civilization,  and  a  nobler  style  of  think' 
ing.  into  Gothic  Spain.  The  Arabs  were  a 
quick-witted,  sagacious,  proud-spirited,  and  poetj- 
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cal  people,  and  were  imbued  with  oriental  science 
and  literature.  Wherever  they  e§tablished  a 
seat  of  power,  It  became  a  rallying- place  for  the 
learned,  and  ingenious ;  and  they  softened  and 
refined  the  people  whom  they  conquered.  By 
degrees,  occupancy  seemed  to  give  them  an 
hereditary  right  to  their  foothold  in  the  land ; 
they  ceased  to  be  looked  upon  bs  iuTsders,  and 
were  regarded  as  rival  neighbors.  The  Fenin- 
Bula,  broken  up  into  a  variety  of  states,  both 
Christian  and  Moslem,  became,  for  centuries,  a 
great  carapaigning-ground,  where  the  art  of  war 
seemed  to  be  the  prindpal  business  of  man,  and 
WH5  canned  to  the  highest  pitch  of  romantic 
chivalry.  The  oiiginal  ground  of  hostility,  a 
diCTerence  of  faith,  gradually  lost  its  rancor. 
Neighboring  states,  of  opposite  creeds,  were 
occasionally  linked  together  in  alliances,  offensive 
and  defensive  ;  so  that  the  cross  and  crescent 
were  to  be  seen  side  by  side,  fighting  against 
some  common  enemy.  In  times  of  peace,  too, 
the  noble  youth  of  either  faith  resorted  to  the 
same  cities.  Christian  or  Moslem,  to  school  them- 
selves in  militaiy  science.  Even  in  the  temporary 
truces  of  sanguinary  wars,  the  warriors  who  had 
recently  striven  together  in  the  deadly  conflicts 
of  the  field,  laid  aside  their  animosity,  met  at 
tournaments,  jousts,  and  other  military  festivities, 
and  exchanged  the  courtesies  of  gentle  and  g:-!?- 
erous  spirits.  Thus  the  opposite  races  became 
frequently  mingled  together  in  peaceful  inter- 
course, or  if  any  rivalry  took  place,  it  was  in 
those  high  courtesies  and  nobler  acts,  which  be- 
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speak  the  accompliahed  cavalier.  Warriors,  of 
opposite  creeds,  became  ambitioua  of  transcending 
each  other  in  magnanimity  as  well  as  valor. 
Indeed,  the  chivaliic  virtues  were  refined  upon 
to  a  degree  sometimes  fastidious  and  constr^ned, 
but  at  other  times  inexpressibly  noble  and  af- 
fecting. The  annals  of  the  times  teem  with 
illustrious  instances  of  high- wrought  courtesy, 
romantic  generosity,  lofty  disinterestedness,  and 
punctilious  honor,  that  warm  the  very  soul  to 
read  them.  These  have  furnished  themes  for 
national  playa  and  poems,  or  have  been  celebrated 
in  those  all-pervading  ballads,  which  are  as  the 
life-breath  of  the  people,  and  thus  have  continued 
to  exercise  an  influence  on  the  national  character, 
which  centuries  of  vicissitude  and  decline  have 
not  been  able  to  destroy ;  so  that,  with  all  their 
faults,  and  they  are  many,  the  Spaniards,  even  at 
the  present  day,  are,  on  many  points,  the  most 
high-minded  and  proud-spirited  people  of  Eu- 
rope. It  is  true,  the  romance  of  feeling  derived 
from  the  sources  I  have  mentioned,  has,  like  all 
other  romance,  its  affectations  and  extremes.  It 
renders  the  Spaniard  at  times  pompous  and 
grandiloquent ;  prone  to  carry  the  "  pundonor," 
or  point  of  honor,  beyond  the  bounds  of  sober 
sense  and  sound  morality;  disposed,  in  the  midst 
of  poverty,  to  affect  the  "  grandc  caballero,"  and 
to  look  down  with  sovereign  disdain  upon  "  arts 
mechanical,"  and  all  the  gainful  pursuits  of  ple- 
beian life  ;  but  this  very  inflation  of  spirit,  while 
it  fills  his  brnin  with  vapors,  lifts  him  above  a 
thousand  meannesses ;  and  though  it  often  keeps 
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him  in  indigence,  ever  protects  him  frnm  vnl- 
garity. 

la  the  present  day,  when  popular  literature  is 
running  into  the  low  levels  of  life,  and  luxoriat- 
ing  ou  the  vices  and  follies  of  mankind ;  and 
when  the  universal  pursuit  of  gain  is  trampling 
down  the  early  growth  of  poedc  feeling,  and 
wearing  out  the  verdure  of  the  soul,  I  question 
whether  it  would  not  be  of  service  for  the 
reader  occasionally  to  turn  to  these  records  of 
prouder  times  and  loflier  modes  of  thinking ; 
and  to  steep  himself  to  the  very  lips  in  old 
Spanish  romance. 

With  these  preliminary  saggestioas,  the  fmit 
of  a  morning's  reading  and  rumination  in  the  old 
Jesuit's  Library  of  iJie  University,  I  will  give 
him  a  legend  in  point,  drawn  forth  from  one  of 
the  venerable  chronicles  alluded  to. 
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^^^BN  the  cloistera  of  the  aocient  Benedic- 
Bm  fSk  ''"e  convenl  of  San  Domingo,  at  Silos, 
(q^S  in  Cnstile,  are  the  mouldering  ^et  mag- 
nificent monuments  of  the  once  powerful  and 
chivalrous  family  of  Hinojosa.  Among  these 
reclines  the  marble  figure  of  a  knight,  in  com- 
plete armor,  with  the  hands  pressed  together,  aa 
if  in  prajer.  On  one  aide  of  liia  tomb  ia  sculp- 
tured in  relief  a  band  of  Christian  caviUiere, 
capturing  a  cavalcade  of  male  and  female  Moors ; 
on  (he  other  eide,  the  same  cavaliers  are  repre- 
sented kneeling  before  an  altar.  The  tomb,  like 
most  of  the  neighboring  monumenta,  is  almost 
in  ruins,  and  the  aculpture  ia  nearly  unintelli- 
gible, excepting  to  the  keen  eye  of  the  antiquary. 
The  story  connected  with  the  sepulchre,  how 
ever,  is  still  preserved  in  the  old  Spanish  chroni 
cles,  and  is  to  the  following  purport. 

In  old  times,  several  hondred  years  ago,  there 
was  a  noble  Castilian  cavalier,  named  Don  Munio 
Sancho  de  Hinojosa,  lord  of  a  border  caalle,  which 
had  stood  the  brunt  of  many  a  Moorish  foray.  He 
had  seventy  horsemen  aa  his  household  troops,  all 
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of  tlie  (meient  Castilian  proof;  stark  worriore,  liard 
riders,  and  men  of  iroD ;  with  these  he  scoured 
the  Moorish  lands,  and  made  his  name  leniblo 
throughout  the  borders.  His  castle-halt  wac 
covered  with  banners,  ci meters,  and  Moslem 
helms,  the  traphies  of  his  prowess.  Don  Munio 
WHS,  moreover,  n  keen  huntsman  ;  and  rejoiced 
in  hounds  of  nil  kinds,  Steeds  for  the  chase,  and 
hawks  for  the  lowering  sport  of  falconry.  When 
not  engaged  in  warfare  his  delight  was  to  beat 
lip  the  neighboring  forests ;  and  scarcely  ever 
did  he  ride  forth  without  hound  and  horn,  a 
boar-spcur  in  his  band,  or  a  hawk  upon  his  fist, 
and  an  attendant  train  of  huntsmen. 

His  wife,  Dofia  Maria  Palacin,  was  of  a  gentle 
and  timid  nature,  tittle  fitted  to  be  the  spouse  of 
BO  liardy  and  adventurous  a  knight ;  and  many  a 
tear  did  the  poor  lady  shed,  wlien  he  sallied  forth 
upon  his  daring  enterprises,  and  many  a  prayer 
did  she  offer  up  for  his  safety. 

As  this  doughty  cavalier  was  one  day  hunting, 
he  stationed  himself  in  a  thicket,  on  the  borders 
of  a  green  glade  of  (he  forest,  and  dispersed  his 
followers  to  rouse  the  game,  and  drive  it  toward 
his  stand.  He  had  not  been  here  long,  when  a 
cavalcade  of  Moors,  of  both  sexes,  came  prank- 
ling  over  the  forest-lawn.  They  were  unarmed, 
and  magnificently  dressed  in  robes  of  tissue  and 
embroidery,  rich  shawls  of  India,  bracelets  and 
anklets  of  gold,  and  jewels  that  sparkled  in  the 

At  tlie  bead  of  this  gay  cavalcade  rode  a 
youlhf[d  cavalier,  superior  lo  the  rest  in  dignity 
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and  lodinesfl.of  demeanor,  and  id  splendor  of 
attu'e :  beside  him  was  a  damsel,  whose  veil, 
blowu  aside  by  the  breeze,  displayed  n  face  of 
surpasaiiig  beauty,  and  eyes  cast  duwn  in  maiden 
modesty,  yet  beaming  with  tenderness  and  joy. 

Don  Muiiio  thanked  his  stare  for  sending  him 
Buch  a  prize,  and  exulted  at  the  thought  of  bear- 
ing home  to  his  wife  the  glittering  spoils  of  these 
infidels.  Putting  his  hunting-horn  to  his  lips,  he 
gave  a  blust  that  rung  through  the  forest.  Hia 
huDtsmcn  came  running  from  all  quarters,  and 
the  astonished  Moors  were  surrounded  and  made 
captives. 

The  beautiful  Moor  wrung  her  hands  in 
despair,  and  her  female  atlendanls  uttered  the 
most  piercing  cries.  The  young  Moorish  cava- 
lier alone  rettuued  self-possess  ion.  He  inquired 
the  name  of  the  Christian  knight  who  com- 
manded this  troop  of  horsemen.  When  told 
that  it  was  Don  Munio  Sancho  de  Hinojosa,  his 
countenance  lighted  up.  Approaching  that  cava- 
lier, aod  kissing  his  hand,  "  Don  Muaio  Sancho," 
said  he,  "  I  have  heard  of  your  fame  as  a  true 
and  valiant  knight,  terrible  in  arms,  but  schooled 
in  the  noble  virtues  of  cliivalry.  Such  do  I 
trust  to  find  you.  In  me  you  behold  Abadil,  eon 
of  a  Moorish  alcayde.  I  am  on  the  way  to  cele- 
brate my  nuptials  with  this  lady  ;  chance  has 
thrown  us  in  your  power,  but  I  confide  in  your 
magnanimity.  Take  all  our  treasure  and  jewels  j 
detnand  what  ransom  you  think  proper  for  our 
persons,  but  sufler  us  not  to  be  insulted  nor  dis 
honored." 
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When  the  good  knight  beaM  this  appeal,  and 
beheld  the  beauty  of  the  youthAil  pair,  his  heart 
was  touched  with  tenderness  and  courtesy.  "  God 
forbid,"  said  he,  "  that  I  should  disturb  such 
liappy  nuptials.  Mj'  prisoners  in  troth  shall  ye 
be,  for  fifteen  days,  and  immured  within  my 
castle,  where  I  claim,  as  conqueror,  the  right  of 
celebrating  your  espousals." 

So  saying,  he  dispatched  one  of  hia  fleetest 
horsemen  in  advance,  to  notily  DoSa  Maria 
Pnlacin  of  the  coming  of  this  bridal  party ; 
while  he  and  his  huntsmen  escorted  the  caval- 
cade,  not  as  captors,  but  as  a  guard  of  hono". 
As  they  drew  near  to  the  castle,  the  banners  were 
hung  out,  and  die  tnimpets  sounded  from  the 
battlements  ;  and  on  their  nearer  approach,  the 
drawbridge  was  lowered,  and  Dotla  Maria  came 
forth  to  meet  them,  attended  by  her  ladies  and 
knightis  her  pages  and  her  minstrels.  She  took 
tlie  young  bnde,  Allifra,  in  her  amis,  kissed  her 
with  the  tenderness  of  a  sister,  and  conducted 
her  into  the  castle.  In  the  mean  time,  Don 
Munio  sent  forth  missives  in  every  direction,  and 
had  viands  and  dainties  of  all  kinds  collected 
from  the  country  round  ;  and  the  wedding  of  the 
Moorish  lovers  was  celebrated  with  all  possible 
state  and  festivity.  For  fifteen  days  the  castle 
was  given  up  to  joy  and  revelry.  There  were 
tillings  and  jousts  at  the  ring,  and  bull-figlits, 
and  banquets,  and  dances  to  the  sound  of  min- 
Blrelsy.  When  the  fifteen  days  were  at  an  end, 
lie  made  the  bride  and  bridegroom  magnificent 
presents,  and  conducted  them  and  their  attend- 
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anta  safely  beyond  the  borders.  Snch,  ia  old 
liraea,  were  the  courtesy  and  generosity  of  a 
Spanish  caTalier. 

Several  years  alter  this  event,  the  king  of 
Castile  summoDed  his  nobles  to  assist  him  in  a 
campaign  against  the  Moors.  Don  Munio  Sancbo 
was  among  the  first  to  answer  to  the  call,  with 
seventy  horsemen,  all  Blanch  and  well-tried  war- 
riors. His  wife,  Dofia  Maria,  hung  about  his 
neck.  "  Alaa,  my  lord  ! "  exclaimed  she,  "  how 
often  wilt  thou  tempt  thy  fate,  and  when  will 
thy  thirst  for  glory  be  appeased  !  " 

"  One  balile  more,"  replied  Don  Muruo,  "  one 
battle  more,  for  the  honor  of  Castile,  and  I  here 
make  a  vow,  that  when  this  is  over,  I  will  lay  by 
my  sword,  and  repair  with  my  cavaliers  in  pil- 
grimage to  the  sepulchre  of  our  Lord  at  Jeru- 
salem." The  cavaliers  all  joined  with  him  in 
the  vow,  and  DofEa  Maria  felt  in  some  degree 
Boothed  in  spirit;  still,  she  saw  with  a  heavy 
heart  the  departure  of  her  husband,  and  watched 
his  banner  with  wistful  eyes,  until  it  disappeared 
among  the  trees  of  the  forest 

The  kii^  of  Castile  led  his  array  to  the  pltuns 
of  Alnianara,  where  they  encountered  the  Moor- 
ish host,  near  to  Uctes.  The  battle  was  long 
and  bloody;  the  Christians  repeatedly  wavered 
and  were  as  often  rallied  by  the  energy  of  their 
commanders.  Don  Munio  was  covered  with 
wounds,  but  refused  to  leave  the  field.  The 
Christians  at  length  gave  way,  and  the  king  was 
bardly  pressed,  and  in  danger  of  being  captured. 

Don  Munio  called  upon  his  cavaliers  to  follow 
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him  to  the  rescue.  "  Now  ia  the  time,"  cried  he, 
"to  prove  your  loyalty.  Fall  to,  like  brave 
men  1  We  Qght  for  the  true  faith,  and  if  we 
lose  oui-  lives  here,  we  gain  a  better  life  bere- 

Rushing  with  his  men  between  the  king  and 
bis  pursuers,  they  cht.'cked  the  latter  in  their 
career,  and  gave  time  for  th^  monarch  to 
escape  ;  but  they  fell  victims  to  their  loyalty. 
They  all  fought  to  the  last  gasp.  Don  Munio 
was  singled  out  by  a  powerful  Moorish  knight, 
but  having  been  wounded  in  the  right  arm,  he 
fought  to  disadvantngti,  and  was  sltun.  The 
battle  being  over,  the  Moor  paused  to  possess 
himself  of  the  spoils  of  this  redoublflble  Christian 
warrior.  When  he  unlaced  the  belraet,  how- 
ever, and  beheld  the  countenance  of  Doa  Munio, 
he  gave  a  great  cry  and  smote  his  breast  "  Woe 
is  me !  "  cried  he.  "  T  have  slain  my  benefactor ! 
The  flower  of  knightly  virtue!  the  most  mag- 
oanimous  of  cavaliers  !  " 

While  the  battle  had  been  raging  on  the  plain 
of  Salmanara,  DoSn  Maria  Palacin  remained  in 
her  castle,  a  prey  to  the  keenest  anxiety.  Her 
eyes  were  ever  fixed  on  the  road  that  led  from 
the  country  of  the  Moors,  and  often  she  asked  the 
watchman  of  the  tower,  "  What  seest  thou  ?  " 

One  evening,  at  the  shadowy  hour  of  twilight, 
Ihe  warden  sounded  his  horn.  "  I  see,"  cried  he, 
"  a  numerous  train  winding  np  the  valley.  There 
Are  mingled  Moors  and  Christians.  The  banner 
of  my  lord  ia  in  the  advance.     Joyful  tidings!" 
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exGlaimud  tbe  old  seneschal ;  "  my  lord  return! 
in  triumph,  and  brings  captives ! "  Then  tbti 
castle  courts  rang  with  shouts  of  joy ;  aiid  ibe 
Btatidard  wits  displayed,  and  the  trumpets  were 
sounded,  and  the  draw-bridge  was  lowered,  and 
Dona  Maria  went  fortli  with  her  ladies,  and  hei 
knights,  and  her  pages,  and  her  minstrels,  to 
welcome  her  lord  from  the  wnre.  But  as  the 
train  drew  nigh,  she  beheld  a  sumptuous  bter, 
covered  with  black  velvet,  and  on  it  Isy  a  war- 
rior, as  if  taking  his  repose :  he  lay  in  his  armor, 
with  his  helmet  on  his  head,  and  his  sword  in  his 
hand,  as  one  who  had  never  been  conquered,  and 
around  the  bier  were  the  escutcheons  of  the 
house  of  Hinojoaa. 

A  number  of  Moorish  cavaliers  attended  tbe 
bier,  with  emblems  of  mourning,  and  with  de- 
jected countenances  ;  and  their  leader  cast  him- 
self at  the  feet  of  Dofia  Maria,  and  hid  his  face 
in  his  hands.  She  beheld  in  him  the  gallant 
Abadil,  whom  she  had  once  welcomed  with  his 
bride  to  her  castle  ;  but  who  now  came  with  the 
body  of  her  lord,  whom  he  had  unknowingly 
elain  in  battle  I 

l^e  sepulchre  erected  in  the  cloisters  of  tbe 
eoDvent  of  San  Domingo,  was  achieved  at'  the 
expense  of  the  Moor  Abadil,  as  a  feeble  testi- 
mony of  his  grief  for  the  death  of  the  good  knight 
Don  Munio,  and  his  reverence  for  his  memory. 
The  tender  and  faithful  Doiia  Maria  soon  fol- 
lowed her  lord  to  the  tomb.  On  one  of  the 
ttones  of  a  small  arch,  beside  his  sepulchre,  is 
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'Mc  following  simple  inscription :  "  Sic  jaetl 
Maria  Paladn,  uaoor  Munonis  Saneij  De  Fijto- 
josa  ;"  —  Here  lies  Maria  Falacin,  wife  of  Munio 
Sancho  de  Hinojosa. 

The  legeud  of  Don  Munio  Sancho  does  not 
conclude  with  his  death.  On  the  same  day  on 
which  the  battle  took  place  on  the  plain  of  Sal* 
manara,  a  chaplain  of  the  Holy  Temple  at  Jera- 
salcm,  wliile  staoding  at  the  outer  gaie,  beheld  a 
train  of  Christian  cavaliers  advancing,  as  if  in 
pilgrimage.  The  chaplain  was  a  native  of  Spain, 
and  119  the  pilgrims  approached,  he  knew  the 
foremost  to  be  Don  Munio  Sancho  de  Hinojooa, 
with  whom  he  had  been  well  acquainted  in 
former  times.  Hastening  to  the  patriarch,  be 
told  him  of  the  honorable  rank  of  the  pilgrims 
at  the  gate.  The  patriarch,  therefore,  went 
forth  with  a  grand  procession  of  priests  and 
monks,  and  received  the  pilgrims  with  all  due 
honor.  There  were  seventy  cavaliers,  beside 
their  leader,  —  aU  stark  and  lofty  warriors.  They 
carried  their  helmets  in  their  hands,  and  their 
iaces  were  deadly  pale.  They  greeted  no  one, 
nor  looked  either  to  the  right  or  to  the  left,  but 
entered  the  chapel,  and  kneeling  before  the  sep- 
ulchre of  our  Saviour,  performed  their  orisons 
in  silence.  When  they  had  concluded,  they  rose 
as  If  to  depart,  ani.  the  patriarch  and  his  attend* 
ants  advanced  to  speak  to  them,  but  they  were 
no  more  to  be  seen.  Every  one  marvelled  what 
could  be  the  meaning  of  this  prodigy.  Tht> 
patriarch  carefully  noted  down  the  day,  and  sent 
to  Castile  to  leiiru  tidings  <^  Don  Munio  Sancho 
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de  Hinojosa.  He  received  for  reply,  that  on  the 
Tery  day  specified,  that  worthy  knight,  with 
seventy  of  his  followera,  had  been  slain  in  battle.  ■ 
These,  therefore,  mast  have  been  the  blessed 
spirits  of  those  Christian  warriors,  come  to  fulfil 
their  vow  of  pilgrimage  to  the  Holy  Sepulchre 
SI  Jerusalem.  Such  was  Castilian  faith  in  the 
olden  time,  which  kept  its  word,  even  beyond  the 

If  any  one  should  doubt  of  the  miraculous 
npparition  of  these  phantom  knights,  let  him  con- 
sult the  History  of  the  Kings  of  Castile  and 
Leon,  by  the  learned  and  pious  Fray  Pmdeucio 
de  Sandoval,  bishop  of  Pamplona,  where  he  will 
find  it  recorded  in  the  History  of  King  Don 
Aloiizo  VI.,  on  the  hundred  and  second  page. 
It  is  too  precious  a  legend  to  be  lightly  aban- 
doned to  the  doubter. 
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^^^nURING-  the  latter  part  of  m^  Bojoura  in 
m  K3l  ^^^  Alhambra  I  waa  more  than  once 
I^^Es  visited  by  tlie  Moor  of  Tetuan,  with 
ffhom  I  took  great  pleasure  in  rambling  through 
the  halls  and  courts,  and  getting  him  to  explain 
to  me  the  Arabic  iuscriptions.  He  endeavored 
to  do  so  faithfully ;  but,  though  he  succeeded  in 
giving  me  the  thought,  he  despaired  of  imparting 
an  idea  of  the  grace  and  beauty  of  the  language. 
The  ai-oma  of  the  poetry,  Sfud  he,  is  alt  lost  in 
translation.  Enough  was  imparted,  however,  to 
increase  the  stock  of  my  delightful  assodatioos 
with  this  extraordinary  pile.  Perhaps  there 
never  was  a  monument  more  characteristic  of  an 
age  and  people  than  the  Alhambra ;  a  rugged 
fortress  without,  a  voluptuous  palace  within  ;  war 
frowiiiug  from  its  battlementa  ;  poetry  breathing 
throughout  the  fairy  architecture  of  its  hails. 
One  is  irresistibly  transported  in  imagination  to 
those  limes  when  Moslem  Spain  was  a  region  of 
light  amid  Chriatian,  yet  benighted  Europe ; 
externally  a  warrior  power  fighting  for  exist- 
ence ;  internally  a  realm  devoted  to  literature, 
icience,  and    the    arts ;    where    philosophy    was 
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cnltivated  with  passion,  though  wrought  np  Into 
Bubtleties  tmA  reGneraenle;  and  where  the  lux- 
aries  of  seikse  w«re  transcended  bj  tho§e  of 
thought  and  imagination. 

Arab  poetry,  we  are  told,  arrived  at  ils  highest 
splendor  under  the  Omraindes  of  Spain,  who  for 
a  long  lime  centred  the  power  and  splendor  of 
the  western  Caliphat  at  Cordova.  Most  of  the 
sovereigns  of  that  brilliant  line  were  themselves 
poets.  One  of  the  last  of  them  was  Mnliomed 
ben  Ahdemhman.  He  led  the  life  of  a  sybarite 
in  ^e  femous  palace  and  gardens  of  Aznhara, 
surrounding  himself  with  all  that  could  excite 
the  imagination  aitd  delight  the  senses.  His 
palace  was  the  resort  of  poets.  His  vizier,  Ibn 
Zeydun,  was  called  the  Horace  of  Moslem  Spain, 
from  his  exquisite  verses,  which  were  recited 
with  enthusiasm  even  in  the  saloons  of  the  E^t* 
ern  Caliphs.  The  vizier  became  passionately 
enamored  of  the  princess  Walada,  daughter  of 
Mahomed.  She  was  the  idol  of  her  fether's 
court,  a  poetess  of  the  highest  order,  and  re- 
nowned for  beauty  as  well  as  talent  If  Ibn 
Zeydun  was  the  Horace  of  Moslem  Spain,  she 
was  its  Sappho.  The  princess  became  the  sub- 
ject of  the  vizier's  most  impassioned  verses; 
especially  of  a  famous  risileh  or  epislle  addressed 
to  her,  which  the  historian  Asli-Shakandi  de- 
clares has  never  been  equalled  for  tenderness 
and  melancholy.  Whether  the  poet  was  happy 
in  his  love,  the  authors  I  have  consulted  do  not 
»ay ;  but  one  intimates  that  the  princess  was 
discreet  a&  she  was  beautiful,  and  caused  many  a 
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lover  to  sigh  in  vain.  In  fact,  the  reign  of  Iov€ 
and  poetiy  in  the  delicious  abode  of  Zahara,  was 
Boon  brought  to  a  close  by  a  popular  iasarrectioiL 
Mahomed  with  his  family  took  refuge  in  the  for- 
tress of  Ucles,  near  Toledo,  where  he  was  treach* 
erously  poisoned  hj  the  Alcayde ;  and  thus  per> 
iahed  one  ol'  the  last  of  the  Ommiades. 

The  downfall  of  that  brilliant  dynasty,  which 
had  concentrated  everj'thing  at  Cordova,  was 
favorable  to   the   general   literature  of  Morisco 

**  After  the  breaking  of  the  necklace  and  the 
scattering  of  ita  pearls,"  says  Asb-Shakaodi, 
"the  kings  of  small  states  divided  among  them- 
selves  the  patrimony  of  the  Bent  Ommiah." 

They  vied  with  each  other  in  filling  their 
capitals  with  poets  and  learned  men,  and  re- 
warded them  with  boundless  prodigality.  Such 
were  the  Moorish  kings  of  Seville  of  the  illus- 
trious line  of  the  Beni  Abbad,  "  with  whom," 
says  tlie  same  writer,  "  resided  fruit  and  palm- 
trees  and  pomegranatas  ;  who  became  the  centre 
of  eloquence  in  prose  and  verse ;  every  day  of 
whose  reign  was  a  solemn  festivity ;  whose  his* 
lory  abounds  in  generous  actions  and  heroic 
deeds,  that  will  last  through  surrounding  ages 
and  live  forever  in  the  memory  of  man  1 " 

No  place,  however,  profited  more  in  point  of 
(uvilization  and  refinement  by  the  downfall  of  the 
Western  Calipbat  than  Granada.  It  succeeded 
to  Cordova  in  splendor,  while  it  surpassed  it  in 
romantic  beauty  of  situation.  The  amenity  of 
its  climsle,  where  the  ardent  beats  of  a  southern 
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^utnmij'  were  tempered  by  breezes  from  snow- 
clad  iDouDtiuns ;  the  volnptuous  repose  of  ita 
valleys  and  tbe  bosky  luxuriance  of  its  groves 
and  gardens  all  awakened  sensations  of  delight, 
and  disposed  the  mind  to  lore  and  poetry.  Hence 
the  great  number  of  amatory  poets  thut  flourished 
in  Granada.  Hence  those  amorous  canticles 
bi'cathiDg  of  love  and  war,  and  wreathing  chiv- 
alrous grace  round  the  stern  exercise  of  arms. 
Those  ballads  which  still  form  the  pride  and  de- 
light  of  Spanish  literature  are  but  tbe  echoes  of 
amatory  and  chivalHc  lays,  which  once  delighted 
the  Moslem  courts  of  Andalns  ;  and  in  which  a 
modem  historian  of  Granada  pretends  (o  find  tbe 
origin  of  the  rtma  CasUUana  and  the  type  of  the 
"  gay  science  "  of  the  troubadours,* 

Poetry  was  cultivated  in  Granada  by  both 
sexes.  "  Had  Allah,"  says  Ash-Shakandi,  "  be- 
stowed no  other  boon  on  Granada  than  that  of 
making  it  the  birthplace  of  so  many  poetesses ; 
that  alone  would  be  sufficient  for  its  glory." 

Among  the  most  famous  of  these  was  Hafeah  ; 
renowned,  says  the  old  chronicler,  for  beauty, 
talents,  nobility,  and  wealth.  We  have  a  mere 
relic  of  her  poetry  in  some  verses,  addressed  to 
her  lover,  Ahmed,  recalling  an  evening  passed 
tc^ther  in  the  garden  of  Manmal. 

"  Allah  has  given  ns  a  happy  night,  such  as  he 
never  vouchafes  to  the  wicked  and  the  ignoble. 
We  have  beheld  the  cypresses  of  Maumal 
gently  bowing  their  heads  before  the  mountain 
breeze,  —  the  sweet  perfumed  breeze  that  smelt 

•  Mienel  Uhi«ntB  Alcintan. 
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at  gillyflowers  ;  the  dove  murmured  Iier  love 
among  the  trees;  the  aweet  basil  iDclIned  its 
boiighs  to  the  limpid  bnmk." 

The  garden  of  Mttumal  was  famous  among 
the  Moors  tor  its  rivulets,  its  founlaiiis,  its 
flowers,  and  above  all,  its  cypresses.  It  had  its 
name  from  a  vizier  of  Abdallah,  grandson  of 
Abeu  Habuz,  and  Sultan  of  Granada.  Under 
the  administration  of  this  vizier  many  of  the 
noblest  public  works  were  executed.  He  con- 
structed an  aqueduct  by  which  water  was  brought 
from  the  mountains  of  Alfscar  to  irrigate  the 
hills  and  orchards  north  of  the  city.  He  planted 
ft  public  walk  with  cjpress-trees,  and  "  made 
delidous  gardens  for  the  solace  of  the  melan- 
choly Moors."  "  The  name  of  Maumal,"  says 
Alcdntan^  "  ought  to  be  preserved  in  Granada 
in  letters  of  gold."  Perhaps  it  is  as  well  pre- 
served by  being  associated  with  the  garden  he 
planted  ;  and  by  being  mentioned  in  the  verses 
of  Hafsah.  How  often  does  a  casual  word  from 
a  poet  confer  immortality ! 

Perhaps  the  reader  may  be  carious  to  learn 
something  of  the  story  of  Ha^h  and  her  lover, 
thxts  connected  with  one  of  the  beautiful  locali- 
ties of  Granada.  The  following  are  all  the 
particulars  I  have  been  able  to  rescue  out  of  the 
darkness  and  oblivioa  which  have  settled  upon 
the  brightest  names  and  geniuses  of  Mosleni 
Spain. 

Ahmed  and  Hafsah  flourished  in  the  sixth 
century  of  the  Hegira  :  the  twelRh  of  the  Chris- 
tian Era.     Ahmed  ivas  the  son  of  the  Alcayde 
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of  Alcala  la  RenL  His  father  designed  hiin  for 
public  and  military  life,  and  would  have  made 
him  his  lieutenant ;  but  the  youth  was  of  a 
poetical  temperament,  and  preferred  a,  life  of 
lettered  case  in  the  delightfiil  abodes  of  Granada. 
Here  he  surrouuded  himself  by  objects  of  tast« 
in  the  arts,  and  by  the  worka  of  the  learned ;  he 
divided  his  time  between  study  and  sodal  enjoy- 
ment. He  was  fond  of  the  sports  of  the  field, 
and  kept  horses,  hawks,  and  hounds.  He  de- 
voted himself  to  literature,  became  renowned  for 
eradition,  and  his  compositions  in  prose  and 
verse  were  extolled  for  their  beauty,  and  in  the 
months  of  every  one. 

Of  a  tender,  susceptible  heart,  and  extremely 
sensible  to  female  charms,  he  became  the  devoted 
lover  of  HafsaL  The  passion  was  mutual,  and 
for  once  the  course  of  true  love  appeared  to  run 
smooth.  The  lovers  were  both  young,  equal  in 
merit,  bme,  rank,  and  fortune,  enamored  of  each 
other's  gentns  as  well  as  person,  and  inhabiting 
a  region  formed  to  be  a  realm  of  love  aud  poetry. 
A  poetical  intercourse  was  carried  on  between 
them  that  formed  the  delight  of  Granada.  They 
were  continnally  interchanging  verses  and  epis- 
tles ;  "  the  poetry  of  winch,"  says  the  Arabian 
writer,  Al  Makkari,  "was  like  the  language  of 
doves." 

In  the  height  of  their  happiness  a  diange  took 
place  in  the  government  of  Granada.  It  was 
the  ^me  when  the  Almohades,  a  Berber  tribe  of 
Mount  Atlas,  had  acquired  the  control  of  Moslem 
Spain,  and  removed  the  seat  of  ^^vernment  from 
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Cordova  to  Morocco.  The  Sultan  AbdelminDan 
govenied  Spain  through  hie  Walls  and  Alcaydea ; 
and  his  son,  Sidi  Abu  Said,  was  made  Wali  of 
Granada.  He  governed  in  his  father's  name 
with  rojal  state  and  splendor,  and  with  despotic 
sway.  Being  a  stranger  in  the  country,  and  a 
Moor  by  birth,  he  sought  to  strengthen  himself 
by  drawing  round  him  popular  persons  of  the 
Arab  race  ;  and  to  this  effect  made  Ahmed,  who 
was  then  in  the  zenith  of  his  fame  and  popu- 
larity, his  vizier.  Ahmed  would  have  declined 
the  post,  hut  the  Wali  was  peremptory.  Its 
dnties  were  irksome  to  him,  and  he  spumed  at 
its  restraint  On  a  hawking-party,  with  some  of 
his  gay  companions,  he  gave  way  to  his  poelii 
vein,  exulting  in  his  breaking  away  from  the 
thraldom  of  a  despotic  muster  like  a  hawk  from 
the  jesses  of  the  falconer,  to  follow  the  soaring 
impulses  of  his  soul. 

His  words  were  repeated  to  Sidi  Abu  Said. 
"  Ahmed,"  said  the  informant,  "  spurns  at  re- 
straint and  sco&s  at  thy  authority."  The  poet 
was  instantly  dismissed  from  office.  The  loss  of 
an  irksome  post  was  no  grievance  to  one  of  his 
joyous  temperament ;  but  he  soon  discovered  the 
real  cause  of  his  removal.  The  Wali  was  his 
rival.  He  had  seen  and  become  enamored  of 
Hafeah.  What  was  worse,  Haf»ah  was  dazzled 
with  the  conquest  she  had  made. 

For  a  time  Ahmed  treated  the  matter  with 
ridicule :  and  appealed  to  the  prejudice  existing 
between  the  Arab  and  Moorish  races.  Sidi  Abn 
Said  was  of  a  dark  olive  complexion.     ^  How 
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canit  thou  endure  that  black  man  7"  said  he, 
Bcomfullj.  "  By  Allah,  for  twenty  dinars  I  can 
buy  thee  «  better  than  he  in  the  slave-market." 

The  Bcoff  reached  the  ears  of  Sidi  Abu  Sai() 
and  rankled  in  hia  heart 

At  other  times  Ahmed  gave  way  to  grief  and 
tenderness,  reealliDg  past  scenes  of  happiness, 
reproaching  Ha&ah  with  her  inconstancy,  and 
warning  her  in  despairing  accents  that  she  would 
be  the  cause  of  his  death.  His  words  were 
unheeded.  The  idea  of  having  the  son  of  the 
Sultan  for  a  lover  bad  captivated  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  poetess. 

Maddened  by  jealousy  end  despair,  Ahmed 
joined  in  a  conspiracy  against  the  ruling  dynasty. 
It  was  discovered,  and  the  conspirators  fled  from 
Granada.  Some  escaped  to  a  castle  on  the 
mountains,  Ahmed  took  refuge  in  Malaga,  where 
he  concealed  himself,  intending  to  embark  for 
Valencia.  He  was  discovered,  loaded  with 
chains,  and  thrown  into  a  dungeon,  to  abide  the 
decision  of  Sidi  Abu  Said. 

He  was  visited  in  prison  by  a  nephew,  who 
has  leA  on  record  an  acconnt  of  the  interview. 
The  youth  was  moved  to  tears  at  seeing  his 
illustrious  relative,  late  so  prosperous  and  hon- 
ored, fettered  like  a  malefactor. 

"  Why  dost  thoa  weep  ?  "  said  Ahmed.  "  Are 
these  tears  shed  for  me  ?  For  me,  who  have 
siyoyed  all  thai  the  world  could  give?  Weep 
not  for  me.  I  have  had  my  share  of  happiness  ; 
banqueted  on  the  daintiest  fare ;  quaffed  out  of 
crystal    cups ;    slept   on    beds    of    down ;    been 
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Hirajed  in  the  richest  silks  and  brocades  ;  ridden 
the  fleetest  steeds;  etyoyed  the  lovea  of  the 
ikirest  maidens.  Weep  not  for  me.  My  present 
reversti  is  but  the  inevitable  course  of  fate.  I 
have  committed  acts  which  render  pardon  hope- 
less.    I  must  awAit  my  punishmenL" 

His  presentiment  was  correct  The  ven- 
geance of  Sidi  Abu  Said  was  only  to  be  satisfied 
bv  tiie  blood  of  his  rival,  and  the  imfortuuate 
Ahmed  was  beheaded  at  Malaga,  in  the  month 
Jumadi,  in  the  year  559  of  the  Hegira  {April, 
1164).  When  the  news  was  brought  to  the 
fickle-hearied  Hafasb,  she  was  struck  with  sor- 
row and  remorse,  and  put  on  mourning ;  recall- 
ing his  warning  words,  and  reproaching  herself 
with  being  the  cause  of  his  death. 

Of  the  aHer  fortunes  of  Hafsah  I  have  no 
further  trace  than  that  she  died  in  Morocco,  in 
1184,  outliving  both  her  lovers,  for  Sidi  Abu 
Said  died  in  Morocco  of  the  plague  in  1175. 
A  memorial  of  his  reaidence  in  Granada  re- 
mained in  a  palace  which  he  built  on  the  banks 
of  the  XeniL  The  garden  of  Maumal,  the  scene 
of  the  early  lives  of  Ahmed  and  Hafsah,  ia  no 
longer  in  existence.  Its  site  may  be  found  by 
the  antiquary  in  poetical  research.* 

■  The  authorities  for  the  fbTe^foing :  Alcanlura,  Hist  Gn 
nada;  Al  Makkiri,  Hist.  Mohunedi  Djnutin  in  Spun,  B.  iL 
c  3 ;  Kol«s  uid  illusCratiooa  of  Ibe  Btune,  by  GsjaDgos,  Viri. 
I.  p-  44Di  Ibou  Al  Kahttib,  Biograph.  I^,  dted  bj  Gi.jta 
^oa  i  Coade  HiiL  Dam.  Arab. 
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NNB  of  the  most  important  ocGurrences 
the  domestic  life  of  the  Alhambra, 
i3  the  departure  of  Manuel,  the  nephew 
of  DoiSa  Antonia,  for  Malaga,  to  stand  exainiaa- 
tion  as  a  pbysira'nn.  I  have  already  informed 
the  reader  that,  on  his  success  in  obtaining  a  de- 
gree depended  in  a  great  measure  the  union  and 
future  fortunes  of  himself  and  his  cousin  Dolo- 
res ;  at  least  so  I  was  privately  informed  by 
Mateo  Ximenes,  and  various  circamslances  con- 
curred to  corroborate  his  information.  Tbeir 
courtship,  however,  was  carried  on  very  quietly 
atid  discreetly,  and  I  scarce  think  I  should  have 
discovertid  it,  if  I  bad  not  been  put  on  the  alert 
by  the  all-observant  Matea 

In  the  present  instance,  Dolores  was  less  on 
tiie  reserve,  and  had  busied  herself  for  several 
days  in  fitting  out  honest  Manuel  for  his  expedi- 
tion. All  his  clothes  had  been  arranged  and 
packed  in  the  neatest  order,  and  above  all  she 
had  worked  a  smart  Andalusiaa  travelling-jacket 
for  him  with  her  own  hands.  On  the  morning 
Appointed  for  his  departiue,  a  stout  mule  on 
vhich  he  was  to  perform  the  jonmey  was  par- 
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aded  at  the  portal  of  the  Alhambra,  and  lla 
Polo  (Uncle  Polo),  an  old  invalid  soldier,  at- 
tended to  caparison  him.  This  veteran  was  ore 
of  tlie  cnriosities  of  th^e  place.  He  had  a  leath- 
ern lantern  visage,  tanned  in  the  tropics,  a  long 
Roman  nose,  and  a  black  beetle  eye.  I  had  fre- 
quently observed  him  reading,  apparently  nith 
intense  inti^rest,  an  old  parch iiieiit-bound  volume ; 
sometimes  he  would  be  surrounded  by  a  group 
of  his  brother  invalids ;  some  seated  on  the  par- 
apets, some  lying  on  the  grass,  listening  with 
fixed  attenijon,  while  he  read  slowly  and  d<^l!ber- 
ately  out  of  his  favorite  work,  sometimes  pausing 
to  explain  or  expound  for  the  benefit  of  his  lees 
enlightened  auditors. 

I  took  occasion  one  day  to  inform  myself  of 
this  ancient  book,  which  appeared  to  be  his  vade 
mecum,  and  found  it  to  be  an  odd  volume  of  the 
works  of  Padre  Beuito  Gerouymo  Feyjoo ;  and 
that  one  which  treats  about  the  Magic  of  Spain, 
the  mysterious  caves  of  Salamanca  and  Toledo, 
the  Purgatory  of  San  Fatriuio  (St.  Patrick),  and 
other  mystic  subjects  of  the  kind.  From  that 
time  1  kept  my  eye  upon  the  veteran. 

On  the  present  occasion  I  amused  myself 
with  watching  him  Bt  out  the  steed  of  Manuel 
with  all  the  forecast  of  an  old  campaigner.  First 
he  took  a  considerable  time  in  adjusting  to  the 
back  of  the  mule  a  cumbrous  saddle  of  antique 
fashion,  high  in  front  and  behind,  with  Moorish 
stirrups  like  shovels ;  the  whole  looking  like  a 
relic  of  the  old  armory  of  the  Alhambra ;  then 
.  a    fleecy  sheep-skin  was   accommodated    to    the 
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deep  seat  of  the  saddle ;  then  a  maleta,  neatlj 
packed  by  the  hand  of  Dolores,  was  buckled  be- 
hind ;  then  a  manta  was  thrown  over  it  to  serve 
either  as  cloak  or  couch ;  theu  the  all-imporiant 
alfoijfts,  carefully  stocked  with  provant,  were 
hung  in  front,  together  with  the  bota,  or  leathern 
bottle  for  either  wine  or  water,  and  lastly  the 
trabucho,  which  the  old  soldier  slung  behind,  giv- 
ing  it  his  benediction.  It  was  like  the  littiiig 
out  in  old  times  of  a  Moorish  cavalier  for  a  foray 
'or  a  joust  in  the  Vivarrambla.  A  number  of 
the  lazzaroni  of  the  fortress  had  gathered  round, 
with  some  of  the  iuvitlids,  all  looking  on,  all  of- 
fering their  aid,  and  all  giving  advice,  to  the 
great  annoyance  of  Tio  Polo. 

When  all  was  ready  Manuel  look  leave  of 
the  household  ;  Tio  Polo  held  his  stirrup  while 
he  mounted,  adjusted  the  girths  and  saddle,  and 
cheered  him  off  in  military  style ;  then  turning 
to  Dolores,  who  stood  admiring  her  cavalier  as 
he  trotted  off,  "  Ah  Dolorocita,"  excbiraed  he, 
with  a  nod  and  a  wink,  "  e»  mit^  guapa  Manuel- 
|A>  in  «u  Xaqueia,"  (Ah  Dolores,  Manuel  is 
mighty  fine  in  his  jacket.)  The  little  damsel 
blushed  and  laughed,  and  ran  into  the  house. 

Days  elapsed  without  tidings  from  Manuel, 
though  he  had  promised  to  write.  The  heart 
of  Dolores  began  to  misgive  her.  Had  anything 
happened  to  him  on  the  road  '  Had  he  failed 
in  his  examination  ?  A  circnmstance  occurred 
in  her  little  household  to  add  to  her  uneasiness 
and  fill  her  mind  with  foreboding.  It  was  almost 
equal  to  the  escapado  of  her  pigeon.     Her  tor- 
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toise-ahell  cat  eloped  at  night  and  clambered  to 
the  tiled  roof  of  the  Alhambra.  In  the  dead  of  the 
night  there  was  a  fearful  caterwftiiling ;  some 
grimalkin  viea  UQCivil  to  her ;  then  there  was  a 
scramble ;  then  a  clapper-clawing ;  then  both 
parties  rolled  off  the  roof  and  tumbled  from,  a 
great  height  among  the  trees  ou  the  hill-side. 
Nothing  more  was  seen  or  heard  of  the  fugitive, 
and  pnxir  Dolores  considered  it  but  the  prelude  \a 
greater  calamities. 

At  the  end  of  ten  days,  however,  Maimel  re- 
turned in  triumph,  duly  authorized  to  kill  or 
cure  ;  and  all  Dolores'  cares  were  over.  There 
was  a  genernl  gathering  in  the  evening  of  the 
humble  friends  and  hangers-on  of  Dame  Antonio 
to  congratulate  her  and  to  pay  iheir  respects  to 
tl  SenoT  Medico,  who,  peradventure,  at  fome  fu- 
ture day,  might  have  all  their  lives  in  his  hands. 
One  of  the  most  important  of  ^these  guests  was 
old  Tio  Polo  i  and  I  gladly  seized  the  occasion  to 
prosecute  my  acquaintance  with  him.  "Oh 
SeHor,"  cried  Dolores,  "  you  who  are  so  eager  to 
learn  all  the  old  histories  of  the  Alhambra,  Tio 
Polo  knows  more  about  ihcm  than  any  one  else 
about  the  place.  More  than  Mateo  Ximenes  and 
his  whole  family  put  together."  Vaya—  Vaga — 
Tio  Polo,  tell  tlie  Sefior  all  those  stories  you  told 
OS  one  evening,  about  enchanted  Moors,  and  the 
haunted  bridge  over  the  Darro,  and  the  old  stone 
pomegranHtes,  tliat  have  been  there  since  the  days 
of  King  Chico. 

It  was  some  time  before  the  old  invalid  could 
be  brought  into  a  narrative  vein.     He  shook  his 
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head  —  ihey  were  all  Idle  tales ;  not  worthy  of 
being  told  to  a  cavallero  like  myself.  It  was 
only  by  telling  some  stories  of  the  kind  myself 
I  at  last  got  him  to  open  his  budget.  It  was  a 
whimsicfti  farrago,  partly  made  up  of  what  he 
had  heard  in  the  Alhsmbre,  partly  of  what  he 
had  read  in  Padre  Fej^oo.  I  will  endeavor  to 
giie  the  reader  the  substance  of  it,  bot  I  will 
not  promise  to  give  it  in  the  very  worda  of  Ho 
Polo. 
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IVERYBODY  has  heard  of  the  Cave  of 
St  CTprian  at  Salamanca,  where  in  old 
times  judicial  astronomy,  necromancy, 
chiromancy,  and  other  dark  and  damnable  arts 
wera  secretly  taught  by  an  ancient  sacristan  ;  or, 
as  some  will  have  il,  by  the  devil  himself,  in  that 
disguise.  The  cave  has  long  been  shut  up  and 
the  very  ait«  of  it  forgotten  ;  though,  accordiDg 
to  tradition,  the  entrance  was  somewhere  about 
where  the  stone  crosa  stands  in  the  small  square 
of  the  seminary  of  Carvajol ;  and  this  tradition 
appears  in  some  degree  corroborated  by  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  following  story. 

There  was  at  one  time  a  student  of  Sala- 
manca, Don  Yicente  by  name,  of  that  merry  but 
mendicant  class,  who  set  out  on  the  road  to  learn- 
ing without  a  penny  in  ponch  for  the  journey, 
and  who,  during  college  vacations,  beg  from 
town  to  town  and  village  to  village  to  raise  funds 
to  enable  them  to  pursue  their  studies  through 
the  ensuing  term.  He  was  now  about  to  set 
forth  on  his  wanderings ;  and  being  somewhat 
musical,  slung  on  hia  back  a  guitar  with  which 
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to  amuse  the  villagers,  and  pa;  for  a  meal  or  a 
night's  lodgings. 

As  he  passed  by  the  stone  cross  in  the  semi- 
nary sqnare,  he  pulled  off  his  hat  and  made  a 
short  invocation  to  St.  Cyprian,  for  good  luck ; 
when  casting  his  eyes  upon  the  earth,  he  per- 
ceived something  glitter  at  the  foot  of  the  cross. 
On  picking  it  up,  it  proved  to  be  a  seal-ring  of 
mixed  metal,  in  v^'hich  gold  and  silver  appeared 
to  be  blended.  The  seal  bore  as  a  device  two 
triangles  crossing  each  other,  so  as  to  form  a 
star.  This  device  is  said  (o  be  a  cabalistic  sign, 
invented  by  king  Solomon  the  Wise,  and  of 
mighty  power  in  all  cases  of  enchaniment ;  but 
the  honest  student,  being  neither  eage  nor  con- 
jurer, knew  nothing  of  the  matter.  He  look 
the  ring  as  a  present  from  St  Cyprian  in  reward 
of  his  prayer ;  slipped  it  on  bis  finger,  made  a 
bow  to  the  cross,  and  strumming  his  guitar,  set 
off  merrily  on  his  wandering. 

The  life  of  a  mendicant  student  in  Spain  is 
not  the  most  miserable  in  the  world  ;  especially 
if  he  has  any  talent  at  making  himself  agieeable. 
He  rambles  at  large  from  village  to  viUage,  and 
city  to  city,  wherever  curiosity  or  caprice  may 
conduct  him.  The  country  curates,  who,  for  the 
most  part,  have  been  mendicant  students  in  their 
time,  give  him  shelter  for  the  nighl,  and  a  com- 
fortable meal,  and  ofteu  enrich  him  with  several 
quartos,  or  halfpence  in  the  morning.  Aa  he 
presents  himself  from  door  to  door  in  the  eireela 
of  the  cities,  he  meets  with  no  harsh  rebuff,  nc 
chilling  contempt,  for  there  is  no  disgrace  attend 
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ing  hia  mendicity,  many  of  the  moet  learned  men 
in  Spain  haviDg  commenced  their  career  in  this 
manner ;  but  if,  like  the  student  in  question,  h? 
is  a  good-looking  varlet  and  n  merry  ixunponion ; 
and,  above  all,  if  he  can  play  the  guitar,  be  is 
sure  of  a  hearty  welcome  among  the  peasants 
and  smiles  and  favors  &oin  their  wives  and 
daughters. 

In  this  way,  then,  did  onr  ragged  and  musical 
■on  of  learning  make  his  way  over  half  ihe  king- 
dom ;  with  the  fixed  delermi nation  to  visit  the 
famous  dty  of  Granada  before  hia  return.  Some- 
times he  was  gathered  for  the  night  into  the  fold 
of  some  village  pastor;  sometimes  he  was  shel- 
tered under  the  humble  but  hospitable  roof  of 
the  peasant  Seated  at  the  cottage-door  with  his 
guitar,  he  delighted  the  simple  folk  with  hia  dit- 
ties ;  or  striking  up  a  fiindango  or  bolero,  set  the 
brown  country  lada  and  lasses  dancing  in  the  mel- 
low twilight.  In  the  morning  he  departed  with 
kind  words  from  host  and  hostess,  and  kind  looks 
and,  penulventure,  a  squeeze  of  the  hand  from 
the  daughter. 

At  length  he  arrived  at  the  great  object  of  his 
mnsical  vagabondizing,  the  fHr-famed  city  of 
Granada,  and  bailed  with  wonder  and  delight  its 
Moorish  towers,  its  lovely  vega,  and  its  snowy 
mountiuns  glistening  through  a  aumtner  atmod- 
phere.  It  b  needless  to  say  with  what  eager 
curiosity  ho  entered  its  gates  and  wandered 
through  its  streets,  and  gazed  upon  its  oriental 
monuments.  Every  female  face  peering  through 
a  window  or  beaming  from  a  balccmy  was  to  bin: 
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■  Zorayda  or  a  Zelioda,  nor  coald  he  meet  a 
Stately  dame  oa  the  Alameda  but  he  was  read} 
to  fancy  her  a  Moorish  princesa,  and  to  spread 
bis  student's  robe  beneath  her  feet. 

His  musical  talent,  hia  happj  humor,  hia  youth 
and  his  good  looks,  won  him  a  universal  welcome 
in  spite  of  hia  ragged  robes,  and  for  several  days 
be  led  a  gay  life  iu  the  old  Moorish  capital  and 
its  environs.  One  of  his  occasional  haunts  was 
the  fountain  of  Avellanos,  in  the  valley  of  Darro. 
It  b  one  of  the  popular  resorts  of  Granada,  and 
has  been  so  since  the  days  of  the  Moors;  and 
here  the  student  bad  an  opportunity  of  pursuing 
his  studies  of  female  beauty  ;  a  branch  of  study 
to  which  be  was  a  little  prone. 

Here  he  would  take  his  seat  with  his  guitar, 
improvise  love-ditties  to  admiring  groups  of  ma- 
jos  and  mnjas,  or  prompt  with  his  music  the  ever- 
ready  dance.  He  was  ^us  engaged  one  evening 
when  be  beheld  a  padre  of  the  church  advancing, 
at  whose  approach  every  one  touched  the  bat. 
He  was  evidently  a  man  of  consequence ;  he  cer- 
tfunly  was  a  mirror  of  good  if  not  of  holy  liv- 
ing ;  robust  and  rosy-faced,  and  breathing  at 
every  pore  with  the  warmth  of  the  weather  and 
the  exercise  of  the  walk.  As  he  passed  along 
he  would  every  now  and  then  draw  a  maravedi 
out  of  his  pocket  and  bestow  it  on  a  beggar,  with 
an  air  of  signal  beneficence.  "  Ah,  the  blessed 
&ther ! "  would  be  the  cry  i  "  long  life  to  him, 
and  may  be  soon  be  a  bishop !  " 

To  aid  his  steps  in  ascending  the  hill  he  leaned 
gently  now  and  then  on  the  arm  of  a  handmaid, 
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Bvidently  the  pet-Iamb  of  this  kindest  of  pastors. 
Ah,  such  a  damsel !  Aadalus  from  head  to  foot'; 
from  the  rose  in  her  hair,  to  the  fwry  shoe  and 
lacework  stocking;  Andalas  In  every  movement; 
in  every  undulation  of  the  body  :  —  ripe,  melt- 
ing Andalus! —  But  then  BO  modeet!  —  so  shy! 
—  ever,  with  downcast  eyes,  listening  to  tbc 
words  of  the  padre ;  or,  if  by  chance  she  let 
flash  a  side  glance,  it  was  suddenly  checked  and 
her  eyes  once  more  oast  to  the  ground. 

The  good  padre  looked  benignantly  on  the 
company  about  the  fbunlain,  and  took  his  seat 
with  some  emphasis  aa  a  stone  bench,  while  the 
handmaid  hastened  to  bring  him  a  glass  of  sparit- 
Hng  water.  He  sipped  it  deliberately  and  with  a 
relish,  tempering  it  with  one  of  those  spongy 
pieces  of  frosted  eggs  and  sugar  so  dear  to  Span- 
ish epicures,  and  on  returning  the  giflss  to  the 
band  of  the  damsel  pinched  her  cheek  with  infinite 
loving-kindness. 

"  Ah,  the  good  pastor  1 "  whispered  the  stu- 
dent to  himself;  "  what  a  happiness  would  it  be 
to  be  gathered  into  his  fold  with  such  a  pet-lamb 
for  a  companion !  " 

But  no  such  good  fare  was  likely  to  befall  him. 
In  vain  he  essayed  those  powers  of  pleasing 
which  he  had  found  so  icresistible  with  country 
curates  and  country  lasses.  Never  had  he  touched 
his  guitar  with  such  skill ;  never  had  he  poured 
forth  more  soul-moving  ditties,  but  ho  had  no 
longer  a  country  curate  or  country  lass  to  deal 
with.  The  worthy  priest  evidently  did  not  rel- 
ish music,  and  the  modest  damsel  never  raised 
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her  eyes  from  the  ground.  They  remained  but 
a  short  time  at  the  fountain  ;  the  good  pndre  hast- 
ened their  return  to  Granada.  The  damsel  gave 
the  student  one  shy  glance  in  retiring ;  hut  it 
ptncked  the  heart  out  of  his  bosom ! 

He  inquired  about  them  afler  the;  had  gone. 
Padre  TomAs  was  one  of  the  saints  of  Granada, 
B  moilel  of  regularity ;  punctual  in  his  hour  of 
rising ;  bis  hour  of  taking  a  paseo  for  nn  appe- 
tite ;  his  hours  of  eating  ;  hia  hour  of  taking  his 
siesta  ;  his  hour  of  playing  hia  game  of  tresillo, 
of  an  evening,  with  some  of  the  dames  of  the 
Cathedral  circle ;  bis  hour  of  supping,  aitd  hb 
hour  of  retiring  to  rest,  to  gather  fresh  strength 
for  another  day's  round  of  similar  duties.  He 
had  an  easy  sleek  mule  for  his  riding ;  a  matronly 
housekeeper  skilled  in  preparing  tit-bits  for  his 
table  ;  and  the  pet-lamb,  to  smooth  bis  pillow  at 
night  and  bring  him  his  chocolate  in  the  morn- 
ing. 

Adieu  now  to  the  gay,  thoughtless  life  of  the 
student ;  the  side-glance  of  a  bright  eye  had  been 
the  undoing  of  biiii,  Day  aud  night  he  could 
not  get  the  image  of  this  most  modest  damsel  out 
of  his  mind.  Ue  sought  tJie  mansion  of  the  pa- 
dre. Alas  .'  it.  was  above  the  class  of  houses  ac- 
cessible to  a  strolling  student  like  hicnsejf.  The 
worthy  padre  had  no  sympathy  with  him ;  be 
had  never  been  Ettudiante  topisla,  obliged  to  sing 
for  his  supper.  He  blockaded  the  bouse  by  day, 
catching  a  glance  of  the  damsel  now  and  tlieu  as 
she  appeared  at  a  casement ;  but  these  glances 
aa\j  fed  his  flame  without  encouraging  his  hope 
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He  serenaded  her  balconj  at  night,  and  at  one 
time  was  flattened  by  the  appearance  of  sonte- 
thing  white  at  a  window.  Alas,  it  was  oiily  the 
night-cap  of  the  padre. 

Xever  waa  lover  more  devoted  ;  never  damsel 
more  ahj :  the  poor  studbnt  was  reduced  to  de- 
spair. At  length  arrived  the  eve  of  St  John, 
when  the  lower  classes  of  Granada  swarm  into 
the  country,  dance  away  the  afternoon,  and  pass 
midsummer's  uight  on  the  banks  of  the  Darro 
and  Uie  XeiiiL  Ilappy  are  they  who  on  this 
eventful  night  can  wash  their  faces  in  those 
waters  just  as  the  Cathedral  bell  tells  midnight ; 
for  at  that  precise  moment  tbey  have  a  beautify- 
ing power.  The  student,  having  nothing  to  do, 
Buffored  himself  to  be  carried  away  by  the  holi- 
day-seeking throng  until  he  found  himself  tn  the 
narrow  valley  of  the  Darro,  below  the  lofty  hill 
and  ruddy  towers  of  the  Alhunibra.  The  dry 
bed  of  the  river  ;  the  rocks  which  border  it ;  the 
terraced  gardens  which  overhang  it  were  alive 
with  variegated  groups,  dancing  under  the  vines 
and  fig-trees  to  the  sound  of  the  guitar  and  cas- 
tanela. 

The  student  remtuned  for  some  time  in  doleful 
.dumps,  leaning  against  one  of  the  huge  misshapen 
stone  pomegranates  which  adoni  the  ends  of  the 
little  bridge  over  (he  Darro.  He  cast  a  wistful 
glance  upon  the  merry  scene,  where  every  csva- 
lier  bad  his  dame  ;  or,  to  speak  more  appropri 
ately,  every  Jack  bis  Jill ;  sighed  at  his  own  soli- 
tary state,  a  victim  to  the  black  eye  of  the  moat 
miapproachable  of  damsels,  and   repined  at    his 
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ra^ed  garb,  which  seemed  to  shot  the  gate  of 
hope  agninst  him. 

By  degrees  his  attentioa  was  attracted  to  a 
neighbor  equally  solitary  with  himself.  This 
was  a  tall  soldier,  of  a  stern  aspect  aod  grizzled 
beard,  who  seemed  posted  as  a  sentry  at  the  op- 
posite pomegranate.  His  face  was  bronzed  by 
^me  ;  he  was  arrayed  in  ancient  Spanish  armor, 
with  buckler  and  lance,  and  stood  immovable  as  a 
statue.  What  surprised  the  student  was,  that 
though  thus  strangely  equipped,  he  was  totally 
unnoticed  by  the  passing  throng,  albeit  that  many 
almost  bruahed  against  him. 

"  This  is  a  dty  of  old  time  peculiarities," 
thought  the  student,  "  and  doubtless  this  is  one 
of  them  with  wliich  the  inhabitants  are  loo  &- 
miliar  to  be  surprised."  His  own  curiosity,  how- 
ever, was  awakened,  and  being  of  a  social  dis- 
position, he  accosted  the  soldier. 

"  A  rare  old  suit  of  armor  that  which  yoa 
wear,  comrade.     May  I  ask  what  corps  yon  be- 

The  soldier  gasped  out  a  reply  from  a  pair  of 
jaws  which  seemed  to  have  rusted  on  their 
hinges. 

"  The  royal  guard  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella." 

"  Santa  Maria  I  Why,  it  is  three  centuries 
since  that  corps  was  in  service." 

"  And  for  three  centuries  have  I  been  mounU 
ing  guard.  Now  I  trust  my  tour  of  duty  draws 
to  a  close.     Doet  thou  desire  fortune  ?  " 

The  student  held  up  his  tattered  cloak  in  re 
ply. 
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"  I  understand  thee.  If  thoa  ha'^t  faith  and 
ronragt^,  follow  me,  and  thy  forlune  ts  made." 

"  Softly,  commde,  to  follow  thee  would  require 
small  courage  in  one  who  has  nothing  lo  lose  but 
life  and  an  old  guitar,  neither  of  much  value; 
but  my  faith  is  of  a^dilFereDt  matter,  and  not  to 
he  put  iu  temptation.  If  it  be  any  criminal  att 
by  which  I  am  to  mend  my  fortune,  think  not  my 
ragged  cloak  will  make  me  undertake  it" 

The  soldier  turned  on  him  a  look  of  high 
displeasure.  "  My  sword,"  said  he,  "  has  never 
been  drawn  but  in  the  cause  of  the  faith  and  the 
throne.  I  ani  a  OrUtiano  niejo  ;  trust  in  me  and 
fear  no  evil," 

The  student  followed  him  wondering.  He  ob- 
eerved  tliat  no  one  heeded  their  conversation,  and 
that  the  soldier  made  his  way  through  the  vari- 
ous gi'oups  of  idlers  unnoticed,  as  if  invisible. 

Crossing  the  bridge,  the  soldier  led  the  way  by 
a  narrow  and  steep  path  past  a  Moorish  mill  and 
aqueduct,  and  up  the  ravine  which  separates  the 
domains  of  the  Gleneralife  from  those  of  the  Al- 
hambra.  The  last  ray  of  the  sun  shoue  upon 
the  red  battlements  of  the  latler,  which  beetled 
far  above ;  and  the  con  vent- bells  were  proclaim* 
iog  the  festival  of  the  ensuing  day.  The  ravine 
was  overshadowed  by  fig-ii-ees,  vines,  and  myr- 
tles, and  the  outer  towers  and  walls  of  the  for- 
tress. It  was  dark  and  lonely,  and  the  twilight- 
loving  bats  began  to  flit  about.  At  length  the 
soldier  halted  at  a  remote  and  i-uiued  tower,  ap- 
parently intended  to  guard  a  Moorish  aqueducL 
He  struck  the  foundation  ^vitli  the  hut-end  of  his 
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Bpear.  A  rumbling  sound  wes  heard,  and  the 
solid  stones  yawned  apart,  kaving  an  opening  as 
wide  as  a  door. 

"  Enter  in  the  name  of  the  Holy  Trinity," 
said  the  soldier,  "  and  fear  nothing."  The  stu- 
dent's heart  quaked,  but  he  made  the  si^  of  the 
cross,  muttered  his  Ave  Maria,  and  followed  his 
mjalerious  guide  into  a  deep  vault  cut  out  of  the 
solid  rock  under  the  tower,  and  covered  with  Ara- 
bic inscriptions.  The  soldier  pointed  to  a  stone 
seat  hewn  along  aa»  side  of  the  vault.  "  Be- 
hold," said  he,  "my  couch  for  three  hundred 
years."  The  bewildered  student  tried  to  force  a 
joke.  "  By  the  blessed  St.  Anthony,"  said  he, 
"  but  you  must  have  slept  soundly,  considering 
the  hardness  of  your  coudi." 

"  On  the  contrary,  sleep  has  been  a  stranger  to 
these  eyes  ;  incessant  watchfulness  has  been  my 
doom.  Listen  to  my  lot.  I  was  one  of  tho 
royal  guards  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella ;  but 
was  taken  prisoner  by  the  Moors  in  one  of  their 
sorties,  and  conHned  a  captive  in  this  tower. 
When  preparations  were  made  to  surrender  the 
fortress  to  the  Christian  sovereigns,  I  was  pre- 
vailed upon  by  an  Alfaqui,  a  Moorish  priest,  to 
aid  him  in  secreting  some  of  the  treasures  of 
Boabdil  in  this  vault  I  was  justly  punished  for 
my  fault.  The  Alfaqui  was  an  African  necro- 
mancer, and  by  his  infernal  arts  cast  a  spell  upon 
■ne  —  to  guard  his  treasures.  Something  must 
have  happened  to  him,  for  he  never  returned, 
and  here  have  I  reiuained  ever  since,  buried 
alive.    Years  aud  years  have  rolled  away  ;  earth- 
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quakes  have  shaken  this  hill ;  I  htive  heard  stoai 
by  sloue  of  the  tower  above  tumbling  to  the 
ground,  in  the  natural  operation  of  time ;  but 
the  spell-bound  walla  of  this  taiilt  set  both  lime 
and  earthquakes  at  dcBance. 

"  Once  every  hundred  years,  on  the  festiva] 
pf  St  John,  the  enchantment  ceases  to  have 
tliorough  sway  ;  I  am  permitted  to  go  forth  and 
post  myself  upon  the  bridge  of  the  I^rro,  where 
you  met  me,  waitiug  until  some  one  shall  arrive 
who  may  have  power  to  hreak  this  magic  spell. 
I  have  hitherto  mouuted  guard  there  in  vain. 
I  walk  as  in  a  cloud,  concealed  from  mortal  sight. 
Yon  are  the  first  to  accost  me  for  now  three  hun- 
dred years.  I  behold  tlie  reason.  I  see  on 
your  linger  the  seal-ring  of  Solomon  the  Wifie, 
which  is  proof  against  all  enchantment.  With 
you  it  remains  to  deliver  me  from  this  awful 
dungeon,  or  to  leave  me  to  keep  guai'd  here  for 
anotlier  liundred  years." 

The  student  listened  to  this  tale  in  mute  wtm- 
demienL  He  had  heard  mimy  tales  of  treasures 
shut  up  under  strong  enchantment  in  the  vaults 
of  the  AUiambra,  but  had  treated  them  as  fiibles. 
He  now  felt  the  value  of  the  seal-ring,  which 
had,  in  a  manner,  been  given  to  him  by  St.  Cy- 
prian. Still,  though  armed  by  so  potent  a  talis- 
man, it  was  an  awful  thing  to  lind  himself  tele  a- 
ttte  in  such  a  place  with  an  enchanted  soldier, 
who,  according  to  the  laivs  of  nature,  ought  to 
have  been  quietly  in  his  grave  for  nearly  three 
centuries. 

A  personage  of  this  kind,  however,  was  quite 
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out  of  the  ordinary  run,  and  not  to  be  tiifled 
with,  and  he  assured  him  he  might  rely  ujton  hia 
fnendahip  aud  good  will  to  do  everything  in  lii 
power  for  his  deliverance. 

"  I  trust  to  a  motive  more  powerful  than 
friendship,"  said  the  soldier. 

He  pointed  to  a  ponderous  iron  cofier,  secured 
by  locks  inscribed  with  Arabic  characters.  "  That 
coffer,"  said  he,  "  contains  countless  treasure  in 
gold  and  jewels  aud  precious  stones.  Break  th« 
tnagjc  spell  hy  which  I  am  enthralled,  and  one 
half  of  this  treasure  shall  be  thine." 

"  But  how  am  I  to  do  it  ?  " 

"  The  aid  of  a  Christian  priest  and  a  Cbris- 
Uan  maid  is  necessary.  The  priest  to  exorcise 
the  powers  of  darkness ;  the  damsel  to  touch 
this  chest  with  the  seal  of  Solomon.  This  most 
be  done  at  night  But  have  a  core.  This  is 
solemn  work,  and  not  to  be  effected  by  the  car- 
nal-minded. The  priest  must  be  a  Oristiaav 
viejo,  a  model  of  sanctity  ;  and  must  mortify  the 
flesh  before  he  comes  here,  by  a  rigorous  fast  of 
four-aud- twenty  hours  :  aud  as  to  the  maiden,  she 
must  be  above  reproach,  and  proof  against  temp- 
tation. Linger  not  in  finding  such  aid.  In  three 
days  my  fiirlough  is  at  an  end ;  if  not  delivered 
before  tniduight  of  the  third,  I  shall  have  to 
nount  guard  for  another  century. 

"  Fear  not,"  said  the'  student,  "  I  have  in  my 
eye  the  very  priest  and  damsel  you  describe  ;  but 
aow  am  I  to  regain  admission  to  this  tower  ?  " 

"  The  seal  of  Solomon  will  open  the  way  for 
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The  studeul  issued  forth  from  the  toner  moch 
more  giiyly  than  he  had  entered.  The  wall 
dosed  behind  him,  and  remained  solid  »3  before. 

The  next  morning  he  repaired  boldly  to  the 
roansioa  of  the  priest,  no  longer  a  poor  strolling 
BtudenC,  thrumming  his  way  nith  a  guitar;  but 
an  ambassador  from  the  shadowy  world,  with  en- 
chanted treasures  to  bestow.  No  particulars  are 
told  of  bis  negotiation,  excepting  tliat  the  zeal 
of  the  worthy  priest  was  easily  kindled  at  the 
idea  of  rescuing  an  old  soldier  of  the  faith  and 
a  strong  box  of  King  Chico  from  the  very 
clutches  of  Satan  ;  and  then  what  alms  might  be 
dispensed,  what  churches  built,  and  how  ntany 
poor  relatives  enridied  witii  the  Moorish  treas- 
ure! 

As  to  the  immaculate  handmaid,  she  was 
ready  to  lend  her  hand,  which  was  all  that  was 
required,  lo  the  pious  work ;  and  if  a  shy  glauce 
now  and  then  might  be  believed,  the  ambassador 
began  to  find  &vor  in  her  modest  eyes. 

The  greatest  difficulty,  however,  was  the  fast 
lo  which  the  good  padre  had  to  subject  himself. 
Twice  he  attempted  it,  and  twice  the  flesh  was 
too  strong  for  the  spirit.  It  was  only  on  the 
third  day  that  he  was  enabled  to  withstand  the 
temptations  of  the  cupboard  ;  but  it  was  still  a 
qnration  whether  he  would  hold  out  until  llie 
spell  was  broken. 

At  a  late  hour  of  the  night  the  party  groped 
their  way  up  the  ravine  by  tJie  light  of  a  lantern, 
utd  bearing  a  basket  with  provlsious  for  exorcis- 
ing the  demou  of  hunger  so  sooti  as  the  other 
demons  should  be  laid  in  the  Red  Sea. 
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The  seal  of  Solomon  opened  tbeir  wHy  into 
the  tower.  They  ibuitd  the  soldier  seated  on  the 
enchiinted  strong-box,  awaiting  theii'  arrival.  The 
exordsm  was  performed  in  due  style.  The  dain- 
eel  advanced  and  touched  the  locka  of  the  cofTer 
with  the  seal  of  Solomon.  The  Hd  flew  open  ; 
and  such  treasurer  of  gold  and  jewels  and  pre- 
cious stones  as  flushed  upon  the  eye ! 

"  Here  's  cut  and  come  again !  "  cried  the  stu- 
dent, exulthigly,  as  he  proceeded  to  cram  his 
pockets. 

"  Fairly  and  softly,"  exclaimed  the  soldier. 
"  Let  US  get  the  coffer  out  entire,  and  then  di- 

They  accordingly  went  to  work  with  might  and 
main ;  but  it  was  a  difficult  task ;  the  cheat  was 
enormously  heavy,  and  had  been  imbedded  there 
for  centuries.  While  they  were  thus  employed 
the  good  dominie  drew  on  one  side  and  made  a 
Tigorona  onslaught  on  the  basket,  by  way  of  ex- 
nrcising  the  demon  of  hunger  which  was  raging 
.in  his  entrails.  In  a  little  while  a  fat  capon  was 
Hevoured,  and  washed  down  by  a  deep  potation 
pf  Val  de  pefias  ;  and,  by  way  of  grace  after  meat, 
he  gave  a  kind-hearted  kiss  to  the  pet-lamb  who 
waited  on  him.  It  whs  quietly  done  in  a  comer, 
but  the  tell-tale  walls  babbled  it  forth  as  if  in 
triumph.  Never  was  chaste  salute  more  awful 
ill  ita  effects.  At  the  sound  the  soldier  gave  a 
great  cry  of  despair ;  the  cofier,  which  was  half 
raised,  fell  back  in  its  place  and  was  locked  onco 
more.  Priest,  student,  aud  damsel,  found  them- 
•etves  outside  of  the  tower,  the  wall   of  which 
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dosed  with  a  thundei-ing  jar.  Alas !  the  good 
Padre  hnil  broken  his  Titst  too  soon  I 

When  recovHi'eJ  from  his  surprise,  the  student 
would  have  reentered  the  tower,  but  leamt  to  his 
dismay  that  the  damsel,  in  her  fright,  had  let  fall 
the  seal  of  Solomon  ;  it  remtuned  wilhia  the  vault. 

In  ft  word,  the  cnlhedral-bell  tolled  midnight  ; 
the  ppell  was  renewed ;  the  wldier  was  doomed 
10  mount  guard  for  another  hundred  years,  ami 
there  he  and  the  treasure  remain  to  this  day  — 
and  all  because  the  kiud-hearted  Piidre  kissed  his 
liandmaid.  "  Ah  father  !  father  ! "  said  the  stu- 
dent, shaking  his  head  ruefully,  as  they  returned 
down  the  ravine,  "  I  fear  tiiere  was  less  of  the 
Biu'nt  than  the  sinuer  in  that  Idas  !  " 

Thus  ends  the  legend  as  far  as  it  has  been  aa- 
thenticftted.  There  is  a  tradition,  however,  that 
the  student  had  brought  off  treasure  enough  in 
bis  pocket  to  sot  him  ap  in  the  world  ;  that  he 
prospered  in  his  affairs,  that  the  worthy  Padre 
gave  him  the  pet-lamb  in  marriage,  by  way  of 
amends  for  the  blunder  in  the  vault;  that  the 
immaculate  damsel  proved  a  pattern  for  wivea 
as  she  had  been  for  handmaids,  and  bore  her  hu3> 
band  a  numerous  prt^ny ;  that  the  first  was  a 
wonder ;  it  was  born  seven  mouths  afier  her  mar- 
riage, and  though  a  seven-months'  boy,  was  the 
sturdiest  of  tlie  flock.  The  rest  were  all  bom 
in  the  ordinary  course  of  time. 

The  story  of  the  enchanted  soldier  remains 
one  of  the  popular  traditions  of  Granada,  though 
told  in  a  variety  of  ways ;  the  common  people 
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aflirii]  that  he  still  mounts  guard  on  mid-^umnmr 
eve.  tteside  the  gigantic  stone  pomegmnate  on 
the  Bridge  of  the  Darro ;  but  remains  jnTisible 
excepting  to  such  lucky  mortal  as  may  possess 
the  seal  of  Solomon. 

NOTKS  TO  THE  ENCHANTED  SOLDIER. 

Among  Ihe  incient  Ruperslitions  of  Spun,  were  thon  of 
Ihe  Bxislente  of  profiiund  cavenn  in  which  Iho  msgic  artn 
were  Uuglil,  eilher  bv  Ihe  devil  in  penon,  or  eome  s»ge  d&- 
volnd  (0  his  service.  Oae  of  tlie  moat  famous  of  these  cevei 
nag  St  Salamnnca.  Don  Francisco  de  Torrebianca  makes 
mention  of  It  in  the  lirsi  booh  of  hia  work  on  ma^c,  C.  3, 
No.  4.  The  <levil  wsn  i-aid  to  |>Iay  the  part  of  Oracle  there; 
giving  replies  to  Ihonewho  repaired  thither  to  propound  fate- 
tul  quoBiiuna.  aa  in  the  celebrated  vavs  of  I'rophoDiua.  Don 
Fmncijco,  though  he  records  this  ^loiy,  does  not  put  faith  in 
i<:  he  gives  it  however  as  certain,  that  a  Sacristan,  nuned 
Clement  Potoai,  taught  secretlv-  the  magic  arts  in  Ihal  cave. 
Padre  Feyjoo,  who  inquired  inio  the  matter,  reports  it  u  a 
vulgar  belief,  that  Ihe  devil  himself  langht  those  arts  there ; 
■dmining  only  Boven  diwiples  al  ■  time,  one  of  whom,  lo  he 
determined  by  lot,  k-8>  Io  be  devoteil  lo  him  boilj-  and  soul 
Ibre'er.  Among  one  of  Iheiw  eets  of  sniiii'niB  wan  n  yoang 
man,  sou  of  Ihe  Marquin  de  Villena,  on  whom,  after  having 
accomplished  bis  etudie^,  tlie  lot  fell.  He  succeeded,  how- 
ever, in  cheaiing  Ihe  devil,  leaving  him  hia  shadow  inetead 
of  his  body. 

Don  .luan  de  Tiios,  Pnileeeorof  Humanities  in  the  Oniver- 
■iiy.  in  Ihe  early  part  of  the  last  century,  gives  the  fallowing 
version  of  the  etory,  extracted,  as  be  says,  fVom  an  ancient 
mnnuscript.  Il  will  be  perceived  he  has  marred  the  super- 
natural part  of  Ihe  tale,  and  ejected  the  devil  from  it  alio- 
gelhiT. 

As  to  Ihe  feble  of  Ihe  Cave  of  San  Cyprian,  says  he,  all 
that  we  have  been  able  to  verify  Is,  that  where  the  slone  crou 
nande,  in  the  small  square  or  place  called  by  the  name  of 
Ihe  Seminary  of  Carvajal,  Ihere  was  Ihe  parochial  church 
?>'  San  Cyprian.    A  descent  of  twenty  iteps  led  down  lo  a 


rv  Google 


THE  CA  VK  OF  SA.V  CTFRUlf. 

iBu   Sacristy,  epacious  and  vaulted  1ik« 
3  laugh!  magic,  judit 


necromanc)',  iiC. 

The  extract  goes  on  to  state  that  ttvea  itudenu  engaged 
at  a  lime  with  the  Sacristan,  at  a  iijted  stipend.  Lota  were 
cait  among  them  which  one  of  their  nnmber  should  ftj  ftn 
the  whole,  wiib  the  understanding  that  he  on  whom  the  loc 
M,  if  he  did  not  pay  promptly,  should  be  detained  in  « 
chamber  of  thu  Sacristy  until  the  funds  were  fortbcoming. 
fhU  became  thenceforth  the  usual  praclice. 

man|ui»  of  the  Hume  tiame.  He  havipg  perceived  llial  ther* 
had  been  trick  and  shufiling  in  the  casting  of  the  lot,  and 
suspeuliiig  the  Sacristan  to  be  cogaizant  lliereaf.  refused  to 
pay.  He  was  Ibrthwilh  left  in  limbo.  It  so  happened,  that 
in  a  dnrk  comer  of  the  Sacristy  vas  a  huge  jar  or  earthen 

the  youth  contrived  to  conceal  himself.  The  Sacristan  !»• 
turned  at  night  with  a  servant,  bringing  lights  and  a  supper. 
Unlocking  Che  door,  tbey  tbund  no  one  in  the  vault,  and  a 
book  of  magic  lying  open  on  the  table.  I  hey  retreated  m 
diamax,  leaving  the  door  open,  by  which  Villena  made  his 
escape.  The  story  went  about  that  Ihrongh  magic  he  had 
made  himself  invisible.  —  The  reader  has  now  both  vereiona 
of  the  story,  and  may  make  bis  choice.  I  will  only  obeerva 
that  the  sages  of  tife   Alhambra  incline   to  the  diabolic*! 

This  Henry  de  Villena  flouridied  in  the  time  of  Juan  II., 
King  of  Castile,  of  whom  ha  was  uncle.  He  became  famous 
for  his  knowledge  of  the  Natural  Science! ;  and  hence,  in 
that  ignorant  age  was  stigmatized  as  a  necromancer.  Fei- 
nan  Perez  de  Guzman,  in  his  account  of  distinguished  man, 
gives  him  credit  for  great  learning,  but  says  he  devoted  him- 
self to  the  arts  of  divination,  the  interpretation  of  dreams, 
of  signs,  and  portents. 

At  (be  denth  of  Villena,  his  library  Ml  into  the  hands  of 
the  King  who  was  warned  that  it  contained  books  treating 
of  magic,  and  not  proper  to  be  read.  King  Juan  ordered 
that  they  should  be  transported  in  carts  to  the  residence  v(  a 
■averend  prelate  to  be  eicamiued.     The  prelate  was  lea* 
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lonied  than  devout.  Some  of  the  book*  tiealed  of  ouUbo- 
matics,  olh«n  of  aetronomy,  iritb  figurea  and  diigrama,  and 
planetary  aigai;  olhers  af  ehemiscry  or  alcham/,  with  for- 
eign and  myntic  wards.  All  these  were  necramanc;  in  tha 
eyea  of  the  pioua  prelate,  add  tha  books  were  consigned  Is 
llic  Somes,  likD  the  library  of  Don  Quixote. 

Thk  Sbal  or  SuLOBOM.  —  The  device  conaisti  of  twe 
e>[uilBleisl  triangles,  interlaced  so  as  to  fonn  a  star,  aud  lur- 
ruundert  by  «  circle.  According  lo  Arab  tradition,  when  the 
Most  High  gave  Solomon  the  choice  of  bleuingi,  and  he 
chose  wisdom,  there  come  from  heaven  a  ring,  on  which  tUa 
device  was  engraven.  This  mystic  taliaman  was  the  arca- 
num of  his  wiadum,  felicity,  and  grandeur;  by  Ibis  he  gov- 
erned and  prospered.  Id  consequence  of  >  temporary  lapse 
from  virtue  he  lost  the  ring  in  the  sea,  and  was  al  ones  rs- 
dnced  to  the  level  of  ordinuy  men.  By  penitence  and  praiier 
he  made  his  pence  with  the  Deity,  was  permitted  10  Bod  hi* 
ring  again  in  the  belly  of  a  fiah,  and  thus  recovered  his  celea- 
tial  gins.  Thai  he  might  notutteriy  lose  1  hem  again,  he  com- 
mnnicated  to  others  the  secret  of  the  marvellous  ring. 

This  9>inbolicsl  seal  we  are  told  was  sacrilegiously  used  by 
the  Mahometan  infidels;  and  before  then)  by  the  Arabian 
idolat«ra,and  before  tbem  by  the  Hebrews, fbr  "diabolical  en- 
terprises and  abominable  auperatitiona."  Those  who  wish  to 
be  more  thoroughly  iniormed  on  the  subject,  will  do  well  to 
nmsult  the  learned  Father  Atbantuiua  Kirker's  treatise  on  the 

A  word  more  to  the  cnrioas  leader.  Then  are  many  per- 
aeat  in  these  skeptical  times  irtio  affect  to  deride  evemhlng 
connected  with  the  occult  sdences,  or  black  art;  who  have  Do 
faith  in  the  efficacy  of  conjurations,  incantations,  or  divi- 
nations; and  who  stoutly  contend  that  such  things  never  had 
existence.  To  such  determined  tmbellevers  the  teatimony  of 
past  ages  ia  as  nothing;  they  require  the  evidence  of  their  own 
senses,  and  deny  that  such  arts  and  practices  have  prevailed 
in  days  of  yore,  simply  because  they  meet  with  no  instance 
of  them  in  the  present  day.  They  cannot  perceive  that,  as 
the  world  became  versed  in  the  natural  Bdencea,  the  super- 
utoTal  became  superfluous  and  fell  into  disuse;  and  that  tha 
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iaiij  Inrentions  of  art  supereeilcd  the  mTBteries  of  DUgle 
Still,  m;  tlie  enlightened  few,  those  myeiic  powera  axiM, 
though  in  a  latent  stare,  and  nnlasked  by  the  ingeniutj  of 
man.  A  lalisinaii  in  ttidl  a  talufmaD,  pouesNn^  all  itA  in* 
dwelling  and  awful  propertieai  though  it  may  Lave  lain  dot- 
maat  for  ageB  at  the  bottom  of  Hie  sea,  or  in  the  dusty  cab- 
inet of  the  antiquary. 

The  aignet  of  Solomon  (he  Wise,  for  instance,  a  well  knowa 
to  have  held  potent  control  over  genii,  deniuiiH,  and  enchajit- 
ment« ;  now  who  will  positively  aaaert  that  the  aame  myalk 
■ignet,  wherever  it  may  exist,  does  not  at  the  present  moment 
possess  the  same  marvelloul  Tirtuea  which  distingui^ed  it  in 
the  olden  timeV  Let  those  who  donbt  repair  to  Halamuic^ 
delve  into  the  cave  ol'  Aaa  Cyprian,  explure  its  hidden  secrets, 
and  decide.  As  tn  those  who  will  not  be  at  the  pains  of  such 
investigation,  let  them  substitute  faith  for  incredoli^,  and  n 
ealve  with  honest  a  ' 
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RFh  d  bra  wns  suddenly  brought  to  ft  close  bj 
E^KlQ  letters  which  reached  me,  while  indulg- 
ing in  orientrtl  Insiiry  in  the  cool  hnll  of  the 
bethf,  summoning  me  away  from  my  Moslem  ely- 
eium,  to  mingle  once  more  in  the  hustle  and  busi- 
ness of  the  du?tj-  world.  How  wbb  I  to  encounter 
its  toils  and  turmoils,  after  such  a  life  of  repose 
and  reverie  !  How  was  I  to  endure  its  common- 
place, after  the  poetry  of  the  Alhambra  1 

But  little  preparation  was  neecssnry  for  my 
departure.  A  two-wheeled  vehicle,  caUed  a  tar- 
tana,  very  much  resembling  a  covered  cart,  was 
to  be  the  travelling  equipage  of  a  young  Eng- 
liahmnn  and  myself  through  Murcia,  to  Aticant 
and  Valencia,  on  our  way  to  France ;  and  a  long- 
limbed  varlet,  who  had  been  a  contrabandista, 
and,  for  aiight  I  knew,  a  robber,'  was  to  be  our 
guide  and  guard.  The  preparations  were  soon 
made,  but  the  departure  was  the  difficulty.  Day 
ailer  day  was  it  postponed  ;  day  afler  day  was 
spent  in  lingering  about  my  favorite  liaunis,  and 
day  after  day  they  appeared  more  delightful  in 
my  eyes. 

The  social  and  domestic  little  world  also,  in 
which  I  had  been  moving,  had  become  singular- 
ly endeared  to  me  ;  and  the  concern  evinced  by 
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them  at  my  intended  departure,  convinced  me 
that  my  kind  feelings  were  reciprocated.  Indeed, 
when  at  length  Hie  day  orriTed,  I  did  not  dare 
venture  upon  a  leave-taking  at  the  good  dame 
Antonia's ;  I  saw  the  soil  heart  of  little  Dolores, 
at  least,  was  hrim  full  and  ready  for  an  overdow. 
So  I  bade  a  silent  adieu  to  the  palace  and  ils  in- 
mates, and  descended  into  the  city  ns  if  intending 
to  retnm.  There,  however,  the  tnrtana  and  the 
guide  were  ready  ;  bo,  after  taking  a  noonday's 
repast  with  my  fellow-traveller  at  Ihe  Posada,  I 
set  ont  with  him  on  our  journey. 

Hamble  was  the  coriege  and  melancholy  the 
departure  of  El  Rey  Chico  the  second  !  Manuel, 
the  nephew  of  Tia  Antonia,  Sfateo,  my  officious 
but  now  disconsolate  squire,  and  two  or  three  old 
invalids  of  the  Alharobni  with  whom  I  had  grown 
into  gossiping  companionship,  had  come  down  to 
see  me  olf ;  for  it  is  one  of  the  good  old  customs 
of  Spain,  to  sally  forth  several  miles  to  meet  a 
coming  friend,  and  to  accompany  him  as  far  on 
his  departure.  Thus  then  we  set  out,  our  long- 
legged  guard  striding  ahead,  with  his  eseopeta  on 
his  shoulder ;  Manuel  and  Mnteo  on  each  side 
of  the  tartana,'and  the  old  invalids  behind. 

At  some  little  distance  to  the  north  of  Gra- 
nada, the  road  gradually  ascends  the  hilb ;  here 
I  alighted  and  walked  up  slowly  with  Manuel, 
who  took  this  occasion  to  confide  to  me  the  secret 
of  his  heart  and  of  all  those  teuder  concems'be- 
tween  himself  and  Dolores,  with  which  I  had 
been  already  informed  by  llie  all-knowing  and  all- 
revealing  Mateo  Ximenes.  His  doctor's  diploma 
had  prepared  the  way  for  their  union,  and  noth- 


«jrv  Google 


SORROWFUL  PARTINGS.  495 

ing  more  wsa  wnnling  but  the  dispensation  of 
the  Pope,  on  account  of  their  consanguinity. 
Then,  if  he  could  get  the  post  of  Medico  of  the 
fortress,  his  happiness  would  be  complete !  I 
coRgmtulated  him  on  the  judgment  and  good 
tASte  he  hnd  shown  in  hifl  choice  of  a  helpmate ; 
invoked  all  possible  felicity  on  their  union,  and 
trusted  that  the  abundant  affections  of  tbe  kind- 
hearted  little  Dolores  would  in  time  hare  more 
stable  objects  to  occnpj  them  than  recreant  cats 
and  truant  pigeons. 

It  was  indeed  a  sorrowfiil  parting  when  I  took 
leave  of  these  good  people  and  saw  them  slowly 
descend  the  hills ;  now  and  then  turning  round 
to  wave  me  a  last  adieu.  Manuel,  it  is  true,  had 
cheerful  prospects  to  console  him,  but  poor  Mateo 
seemed  perfectly  cast  dotvn.  It  was  to  him  a 
grievous  fall  from  the  station  of  prime  minister 
and  historiographer,  to  his  old  brown  cloak  and  his 
starveling  mystery  of  ribbon- weaving  j  and  the 
poor  devil,  notwithstanding  his  occasional  offi- 
ciousnei^,  hnil,  somehow  or  other,  acquired  a 
stronger  hold  on  my  sympathies  than  I  was  aware 
of  It  would  have  really  been  a  consolation  in 
parting,  could  I  have  anticipate^  the  good  fortune 
in  store  for  him,  and  to  which  I  had  contributed  ; 
for  the  importance  I  had  appeared  to  give  to  his 
tales  and  gossip  and  locsl  knowledge,  and  the  fi'e- 
quent  companionship  in  which  I  had  indulged 
him  in  the  course  of  my  strolls,  had  elevated  his 
idea  of  his  own  qualifications  and  opened  a  new 
career  to  him ;  and  the  son  of  the  Alhambra  has 
since  become  its  regular  and  well-paid  cicerone  ; 
insomuch    that   I    am  told    he  has  never   been 
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obliged  lo  reaume  the  ragged  old  brown  clonk  in 
which  I  first  found  him. 

Towards  sunset  I  came  to  where  the  road 
wound  into  the  moiinlaina,  aud  here  I  paused  to 
take  a  last  look  nC  Granada.  The  hill  on  which 
I  Btood  commanded  a  glorious  riew  of  the  cily, 
the  Vega,  and  the  surrounding  loountjiins.  It 
was  at  an  opposite  point  of  the  comjMiss  from  La 
cvesta  de  las  loffrimat  (the  hill  of  tears)  noted 
for  the  "  last  sigh  of  the  Bloor."  1  now  could 
realize  something  of  the  feelings  of  poor  Boabdit 
when  he  bade  adieu  to  the  paradise  he  was  leav- 
ing behind,  and  beheld  before  him  a  rugged  and 
sterile  road  conducting  him  to  exile. 

The  setting  sun  as  usual  shed  a  melancholy 
efiulgence  on  the  ruddy  toners  of  tlie  Alhambra. 
I  could  faintly  discern  the  balconied  window  of 
the  tower  of  Coraares,  where  I  had  indulged  in 
so  many  delightful  reveries.  The  bosky  groves 
and  gardens  about  the  city  tvere  lichly  gilded 
with  the  sunshine,  the  purple  haze  of  a  fiimmer 
evening  was  gathering  over  the  Vega  ;  every- 
thing was  lovely,  but  tenderly  and  sadly  so  to  my 
parting  gaze. 

"  I  will  hasten  frota  this  prospect,"  thought  I, 
"before  the  sun  is  set,  I  will  carry  away  a  rec- 
oUcclion  of  it  clothed  in  all  its  beauty." 

"With  these  thoughts  I  pursued  my  way  ainr-'g 
the  mountains.  A  little  further  and  Granada, 
the  Vega,  and  the  Alhambra,  were  shut  from  my 
view ;  and  thus  ended  one  of  the  pleasantest 
dreams  of  a  life,  wliich  the  reader  perhaps  may 
ihinli  haf  been  but  too  much  made  up  of  dreams. 
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